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TIN BELEAGUERED PARIS

BY F. KIMBALL SCRIBNER and E. W. MAYO

A story of the Franco-Prussian war. The experiences of an American cmzen, who, after
undergoing not a few difficulties in effecting an entrance to Paris under siege, encounters
_divers and serious misadventures before he is enabled to carry out his mission there.

(Complete in This lssue)

CHAPTER L
THE UHLANS AT CHAUMONT.

T four o’clock in the afternoon the
tavern of M. Malmort was practi-

cally deserted. At a quarter to five a
courier clattered up to the water trough,
climbed wearily from his saddle, and
banged upon the door with the butt of

_his riding whip.

He had scarcely gulped down the
wine whxch ‘at his impatient demand,
M. Malmort handed him, tightened the
saddle girth, and regained his mount,
when heads began to appear in door-
ways along the broad street. As, jerk-
ing the nose of the unwilling steed from
the bubbling water, he wheeled and

“dashed away in a cloud of dust, the

owners of the heads appeared upon the

. thresholds.

N

At five o’clock a hundred persons
were gathered about the door of Mal-
mort’s tavern. Word had gone forth
that a courier from the north was riding
through with despatches.

The noise of the clattering hoofs and’
babble of tongues beneath his window
aroused Grey from contemplation of
the letter which he had half completed

CIA

Through the open blinds floated the
eager questions of the crowd. and the
replies of the landlord.

“They are at Chaumont,” he heard
M. Malmort say. “ And they fired at
him. Mon' Dieu! what if they should ‘
come here? ”

The crowd took it up and the babble
grew louder. “The Uhlans are at
Chaumont! The Uhlans are at Chau-
mont ! ”

Grey laid down his pen and took his
pipe from his mouth.

“The Uhlans at Chaumont?” he
mused aloud. “Then the Prussians
must be in the neighborhood—horse,
foot, and dragoons. These Uhlans are
the ravens which hover on the German
ﬂanks——-follow a Uhlan and you find a
regiment.” )

He-sat for a moment toying idly with
his pen, beating unconsciously a quick
tattoo upon the table. The murmur of
the voices below grew louder;- the
whole surrounding country, startled by .
the réport that Uhlans were tlose'at
hand, was flocking to the inn, the com-
mon news center.

Presently Grey lifted the letter and' .
began to read aloud what was written, -

L e a



194 THE ARGOSY.

keeping time with the tap, tap upon the
board :

You will be surprised to hear of me in
France; I, whom Fate and the President
consigned to a desk in the Minister’s office
in Vienna, But, believe me, this is no wild
escapade such as we indulged in at the
Point, before the war. Perhaps you have
already heard, at any rate you know, that
the colonel and my sister were doing the
principal places over here. The old man is
always putting his foot in it, bless his old
heart. Because she wanted to see Paris they
must come to France, when old Bismarck,
Von Moltke and the rest of the beer drinking
crowd had made up their minds to have a try
at Paris themselves.

- But that wasn’t what I started out to tell

you; about these Germans. They are a long

* way from Paris yet, I fancy, and these

Frenchmen are going to make a stand some-
where. VYou want to know what I am doing
here when my place is in Vienna; I hasten
to save my reputation,

AsInck would have it, no sooner dld the old
man get well settled in Paris than the wound
he received during our late trouble opened
again. That might have been nothing, a
little reminder of Gettysburg as it were, if
the old hurt hadn’t called up reserves in the
shape of a jolly fever. He is hard hit I fear,
and I heartily wish he was in New York,
instead of that infernal hotbed of a Paris.

So upon receiving a message from my sister,
saying that the colonel was in a bad way, and
they two alone, I showed the epistle to the
Minister and struck for a leave of absence to
run up to Paris in order to straighten out the
tangle. Coming by way of Munich I crossed
the border out of the fighting zone; I don’t
care to be held up by these thick headed
Germans. So here I am at a little inn, giving
my horse a breathing spell and—

. As he reached the closing sentence of
the unfinished page, Grey poised the
felt for the ink well and his pipe
moment, and hurriedly

remainder of the com- -

1y legs, .
just my luck.
ublieutenant,
s just fright-
seven senses
_1e devil, with
Uhlans are in the

and look into this matter,
’aris, I don’t fear trouble
chmen; my passport will

carry me through them all right, but if I run
up against the Prussians it may be another
matter. Not that I wouldn’t enjoy a brush
with them, only the old man and the kid
need me and there isn’t any time to be lost.

If I get through I'll drop you a line from
Pt;.ns there may be something interesting to
tell

Yours as ever,
' JAck GREy,
To CAPTAIN J. B. HALL,
Fortress Monroe, Va.

Carefully sealing the letter, he thrust
it into an inner pocket and, filling and
lighting his pipe, descended to the room
below.

M. Malmort was there with a dozen
excited Frenchmen. Grey approached
the landlord.

“ What’s all this talk about Uhlans?”
he asked. “ Are they going to attack
the town?”

Malmort raised his hands in a gesture
of protest.

“We do not know,” he replied.
“ How can we tell anything? But they
are over there.” He swept his hand
toward the north.

A ﬂashLof amusement danced in the
American’s eyes; so much excitement

and from a rumor brought by a flying

courier! At home, the people would
have gone about their business quietly,
arranging for the reception of the
enemy. These Frenchmen could only
stand about and chatter.

“ Well,” said he, “if you expect a
visit from these fellows, why don’t you

-wake up and do something? A village

full of Frenchmen are a match for a
regiment of Uhlans.”

“ It isn’t that,”” put in a man who was
sitting upon a table swinging his leg
ceaselessly to and fro. “Let those
Uhlans come here if they want to, but
this is what we’d like to know: Where
is the French army? ”

“ Between Paris and the Uhlans, I
suppose,” replied Grey ; “ at least, that’s
where it ought to be.”

The Frenchman shrugged his shoul-
ders, and, to Grey’s surprise, replied in
excellent English :

“ That’s it ; that’s just what every one ‘




is thinking. -
strikes you as rather odd, doesn’t it?
Grant wouldn’t have sat still and al-
lowed the enemy to overrun the coun-
try.”

Grey looked at the fellow curiously ;
what did he know about Grant and the’
style of fighting in America?

“You see,” continued the French-
man, clasping his hands about his knee,
“1 was over there with Grant before
Richmond. Perhaps you saw service
and remember it. If he was here, or
Sherman, or some of the other officers,

these Germans wouldn’t be pushing

right through to Paris.
stop them? ”

Grey began to grow interested;
Frenchmeén weren’x in the habit of talk-
ing that way. Besides, the man was
unlike the majority of the Frenchmen
lie had seen; almost a giant in stature,
with piercing black eyes, a costume half
military, high riding boots, which sug-
gested Sheridan’s cavalry, and he had
the appearance of having been of late
on the road.

“1 take it you are in the service,’
ventured Grey, desirous of 1earnmg
something of this strange companion

“ Not since I left America,” rephed
the man. Then, with a shrug of his®
shoulders, “ There is plenty of chance,
with the Prussians everywhere.”

“ Why don’t you igo to work and or-
ganize these villagers?” asked the
American. “ All they want is a leader,
and you’ve evidently had experience.
Get together and beat off these Uhlans
if they come this way.” :

“T’'ve other business,” replied the
man, sliding from the table and straight-
ening himself. “ And you? Are you
going to Paris? ”

“Ireckon so,” said Grey, “but I don’t
like this rumor about the Uhlans being
at Chaumont. ‘What does it mean, any
way?,” )

“That the country between here and
Paris is alive with the Prussians, and.
nothmg is gomg to stop them. That is
' what it means

Now, what’s to

IN BELEAGUERED PARIS.

Being an American, it
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Grey looked sober.

“ Very bad,” said he. ““ I.had no idea
anything of this sort would come up.
The Germans don’t know me, and my
passport is only good in France. I
fancy the Prussians will not let me ride
through their lines into Paris.”

“'Then you did not expect to run

across the Germans, and you have busi-

ness in Paris?” The man was exam-
ining the young American with' half
closed eyes.

“I expected to go right through;
that’s why I avoided Lorraine and the
fighting zone. I wish these Prussians.
had held off for a day or two.”

“ Might I ask why you go to Paris?”
Grey noted there was a certain sharp-
ness in the question.

For a moment he hesxtated The
man continued :

“1 am going to Parls you see and
we might ride together. The country
above is apt to be dangerous and—well
—we should know what to say if the .
Uhlans take us.”

“1T think I can explain all right, and
it’s a personal matter which takes me to
Paris. But I wouldn’t mind having a
companion. I don’t know the lay of
this country, and you——"

"~ “T can take you through—lf the Uh-
lans don’t stop us,” replied the French-
man, ‘“ but we mustn’t lose time ; every

-hour may count for something.”

He pushed through the crowd which
filled the room and disappeared. Grey
turned to M. Malmort.

“ He isn’t one of the villagers, is he?”
he asked. .

The landlord shook his head.

“ Like monsieur, he is a stranger,”
was the answer; “ he arrived but two
hours ago.”

CHAPTER II.
MUTUAL SUSPICIONS.

By the time Grey'had settled his
score with the landlord and prepared
himself for departure, the stranger re-

SN o o
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appeared. from the direction of the
stables. He threw a gold piece care-
lessly before M. Malmort and skilfully
rolled a cigarette while waiting for his
change.

Then, leaning against one of the pil-
lars which supported the low ceiling of
the room, he puffed luxuriously upon
the weed. . His half closed eyes, while
apparently fastened upon the ash of his
cigarette, were in reality roving con-
tinually about the room.

They took in everything that went on
within the place, and returned often to
the young American, who sat with his
chair tilted back against the framework
of the open door engaged in consulting
a small notebook which he had taken
from his pocket.

A keen observer would have had no
difficulty in seeing that the two men
were furtively studying each other,
though politeness or some other reason
kept them from doing so openly.

Grey appeared to be as completely
absorbed in his notebook as the other
was in his cigarette. In reality he saw
nothing of what was on the page be-
fore him,

He had drawn the forepiece of his.

riding cap down upon his forehead, so

that the stranger might not detect his

scrutiny. His thoughts were runnmg
like this:

“Those eyes tell of oriental blood as

nlain a5 can be. They might belong to

eik, and his’ figure would

* of the janizaries.

and the way

society
se being

reason for doing

dn’t pick him out

a boon companion. But
know the country, and may

help me to keep out of the way of those -

Uhlans. I don’t propose to be afraid of
him. If he’s a villain, he’s of a higher
grade than a cutthroat, and if he tries
any tricks I rather think my pistol prac-
tice hasn’t got so rusty but that I can
take care of myseli.”

Involuntarily Grey’s right hand
moved back toward the hip pocket that
held his big army revolver. The
stranger was looking in his direction at

- the moment, and perhaps guessed the

thoughts that inspired the movement.
At any rate, there came a gleam in
the dark eyes that might mean much or
little.
‘'Tossing the remnant of his cigarette

aside, the unknown one strode across-

to the doorway and looked out.

“There are two good hours of day- -

light,” he said, addressing Grey, “ and
I have no mind for further company
with these canaille,” waving his hand in
the direction of the chattering towns-
folk. “I propose to push on some two
leagues or a little more to Ardelot,
where there is a better inn than this.
Am I to have the pleasure of your com-
pany? Is your horse fit for more
work? ”

“ He has brought me from Dijon al-

ready,” answered Grey. “ That must
be forty good English miles and I don’t
know how many of your French kilo-
meters. But Colonel is a game boy,
and he has done twice that for me be-
fore now. You say you know the
roads?”

- “ Perfectly. I shall be happy if my
knowledge can assist you.”

“ I’ll be happy if it keeps us out of the
hands of these Uhlans,” said Grey with
a smile, “ because, you see, I'm in a
deuce of a hurry to get to Paris, and I
don’t want to be delayed.”

His companion bowed assent.

“Since we are to travel together,”

“he said, “ it might be well to know each

other’s names. Accept my card.”

He extended a card on which was en-
graved “ Raoul St. Albans,” and in
small letters in one corner, “ Paris.”
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Grey glanced at the card.

“Hm!” he thought, “looks like a
stage name. I’ll bet he wasn’t bap-
tized in it.”

Aloud he said: “I'm very glad to
know you, Monsieur St. Albans. I will
not forget your name. It’s the same as
a town in Vermont where my sweet-
heart lives. I'm John Grey,” he added,
“usually of the United States, but
shortly to be like yourself, I hope, oi
Paris.”

St."Albans bowed again with a show
of polite interest, and then, stepping
outside, signaled to-the stable boy to
bring up the horses. As he waited he
looked away to the northward along the
road which they were to take, and
hummed a Parisian air.

The young American could not know

that the thoughts which kept company )

to the tune were the words written in
German on a crumpled piece of paper
in the man’s pocket :

Capture courier traveling north with de-
scription of forces in the Loire and other
important papers. We desire to stop all

communication.
' WERDER, Chief of Staff.

“So, so,” he muttered softly. “I
think I have found what is wanted: a
young man traveling in haste to Paris;
anxious to avoid the Uhlans, those ter-
rible Uhlans; not anxious to tell his
business. It looks convincing. Very
well, my young friend, I’ll show you the
way to Paris—but it may lie through
the German camp.”

“Beg pardon, Monsieur St. Al-
bans? ” said Grey’s voice at his elbow.

St. Albans started.

“1 was merely computing whether
we have time to reach Ardelot,” he said.
“1 find that we shall do it easily in two
hours. We shall then be in better posi-
tion to avoid the Prussians.”

- When the two men swung into their

saddles the discussion which had begun
among\the townspeople half an hour
before was still going on. St. Albans
waved a disdainful gesture in the direc-
tion of the group. ~

“ They stand chattering there like a-

flock of sparrows frightened by a

hawk,” he said. “ And all because the |

Uhlans are at Chaumont! I wondet
what they would say if they knew that
their army was overwhelmed at Sedan
three days ago, and that the emperor
was a prisoner in the hands of the
Germans.”

Grey was astonished at thlS informa-
tion.

“#'he “emperor taken!” he ex-
claimed. “ How did that happen?”

“ Simply as the cat takes a mouse.
In this case Napoleon was the mouse.”

“You seem to:take it easily,” said
Grey, somewhat bluntly. “1I should
say that it was a bad blow for France.”

A faint flush mounted the other’s
cheeks. He seemed to realize that his
tone at least had been indiscreet. What
he thought was:

“1I startled him with that, but he did

not forget to show only the interest of _

an American. I was the fool not to
appear more downcast.”

After a moment’s silence he reined
his horse closer to Grey’s side and said
in a confidential tone:

“You see, it is like this: My experi-

ence in Ametica spoiled me for a mon-
archist. I do not regret tlie emperor’s
misfortune because I think that when

the news of it reaches Paris there will’

be hxgh times, and perhaps an end of
kings in France.” \

Grey looked sober. -

“Then it’s all the more necessary I
should get to Paris quickly,” he said.
“T don’t take much stock in kings and
emperors myself. But I believe with

Lincoln, that it is poor policy to swap

horses while you are crossing a stream.
Don’t you think this will demoralize
your forces? ”

“Iwilltell you what I think,” answered
St. Albans, adopting the solemn tone
which he seemed to think appropriate

to the subject. “1I think that France

has come to a time of misfortune. ‘Her
leaders are like those chattering peas-
ants. They have a dozen different plans.

Sy S
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That is not the way to meet an enemy
like Von Moltke. He fought this war
out years ago with his head. Now he
uses only his hands, and they will force
France to her knees.”

“1 guess you are right,” satd Grey.
“ My sympathies are with France in
this row, and I wouldn’t mind carrying
a musket in the ranks for her if things
were fixed so that I could. But I've
come to the conclusion from what I
have seen that your side isn’t prepared

“to put up much of a fight, and I guess

that one more or less wouldn’t make
much difference.”

“ You may be of greater service to
France than merely carrying a mus-
ket,” said St. Albans pointedly. “ You
come from the south. Perhaps you saw
our commander—know his plans—
some message? ”’

Grey turned in his saddle. He had
no mind to be pumped by any stranger.

“ See here!” he said bluntly, “I'm a
neutral.
through his lines, but of course my po-
sition wouldn’t let me use my eyes and

. ears.”

St. Albans tried to conceal the an-
noyance in his tone as he replied :

“ Quite so. Your position! I had

forgotten that, and was speaking as one
- Frenchman to another.”

By this time the September sun had
sunk out of view behind the Marne
forest, and the cool of the evening was
coming on. At the suggestion of St.
Albans, the two put their horses to the
gallop and did not draw rein until they
were before the inn of Ardelot.

There was no further opportunity for'
- conversation until the

» were at supper.
Even then the Frenchman seemed to
have lapsed from his former loquacity
to an indifferent silence.:

Later, as they sat smoking on the inn
porch, he regained his good spirits, and
the two chatted over a couple of Grey’s
cigars.

“ We will take the road again at day-
light,” said St. Albans. “ My plan is
to pass to the east of Chaumont. We

I saw your general and came

shall then avoid the detachment of Uh-
lans of which we heard back yonder,
and once beyond them we have a clear
road to Paris.”

“That sounds reasonable,” rejoined
Grey. “ Any way, I'll leave it to you.
I don’t care to fall in with these Uhlans
because they might delay me with em-
barrassing questions, and I want to get
to Paris by the safest and quickest way.
If we’re going to make such an early
start, I’ll turn in now.”

“ I shall smoke one more cigarette,”
said St. Albans. “It will refresh me
more than sleep, of which I require
little, You may rely on me to wake you
in the morning. Bon soir.”

“Good night,” replied Grey, and
mounted to his room, while his com-
pamon remained upon the porch puff-
ing rings'from his cigarette in the direc-
tion of the moon.

“He’s a queer bird,” thought Grey,
as he prepared for bed. “ Not much of
a patriot, but I fancy there are plenty
like him in France.” Then, as his head
touched the pillow, “ If there’s a row
on in Paris I wish I was there with pop
and sis now.”

His eyes closed on the instant, and
he slept heavily until the sound of.
horses before the inn door brought him
upright in bed.

CHAPTER III.
TRAPPED.

THE noise in the yard below aroused
Grey to full consciousness. The clat-
ter of hoofs told him that a consider-
able body of horsemen had stopped at
the inn and—what was more startling—
the few sentences which he heard were
German.

It did not require many minutes for
him to make a hurried toilet; then,
taking care that his revolver was handy,

he took a more careful survey of the

yard through the half closed shutters.
It was dark outside except where the
light from the lower windows threw a
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yellow glare across the space which
separated the threshold from the high-
way. Beyond this circle of light the
American could distinguish only a con-
fused mass of moving heads, black

forms, and occasionally the glitter of -

steel. Above the dark outlines arose

what appeared to be a grove of willowy,

slender trees. . .

Grey comprehended their meaning
at a glance, even had not the quick
spoken German words told him. The
grove of slender poles and the flap, flap
of the little pennons in the wind made
it plain-to him. The house was sur-
rounded by a company of Uhlans.

As he strove to pierce the darkness,
that he might obtain a better view of
the horsemen, two or three rode into

-the circle of light. Then he knew that

there was no mistake, and his heart beat
more rapidly.

There were the little shining caps,
the yellow edged shabracks, the white
and black pennons fluttering from the
lance points. His familiarity with the
personnel of the German troops was

too vague to permit of a guess as to

whose command was in the yard below.

. He only knew that they were Uhlans,

and that he was in all probability a
prisoner.

His first thought, formed upon the
spur of the moment, was to barricade
the door and defend himseli. Then he
saw the folly of such a move, and recol-
lected that, after all, he had really no
reason to fear the Germans; his arrest
could mean nothing more serious than
a detention of a few days until his iden-
tity was established.

Communication with Vienna would

result in his liberation. Had there not
- been so pressing a reason why he

should reach Paris at the earliest oppor-
tunity, he would have enjoyed the posi-
tion in which he found himself.

He was not a Fréenchman, nor had he
any part with the French. It would
not be such a bad thing to follow the
fortunes of the Prussian army in its
swift and relentless descent upon Paris,

Had he been free to chose and his time
his own, he would have liked nothing
better. .

His second thought was of Raoul St.
Albans, whose room was at the back of
the house, and who was probably sleep-
ing, unmindful of the arrival of the
Uhlans,

Leaving the window, he opened the
door softly and hastened down the hall.
As he expected, St. Albans’ door was
locked, but, to his surprise, there was
no response to his impatient knocking.
The man must be a sound sleeper, not
to be awakened by the noise.

Grey’s first impatience was giving
place to anger at the other’s non re-
sponse, when the sudden unbolting of a
door below arrested his attention. He
heard the landlord’s voice inquiring in
trembling French what was wanted, the
frightened exclamations of two or three
women, and a gruff voice demanding -
that the owner of the place surrender
quietly. Then there was the rattle of -
steel and the tread of heavy boots in
the hall below.

For a moment the thought flashed
through Grey’s brain to hide himself,
trusting that the Uhlans would. depart
at daybreak without troubling them-
selves to search the house. The next
sentence uttered below showed him the
fallacy of such a plan.

“ Herr Captain,” said a voice in Ger-
man, “ had I not better send two men
up stairs to search the rooms? ”

The reply startled the listener more -
than the sudden appearance of the Uh-
lans had done. . It was not so much the

“words as the voice which uttered them

—he knew now why St. Albans had
been deaf to his knocking, for it was
his voice that made the following an-
swer:

“Call a dozen men into the house
and look carefully to the windows from
the outside. We want to take the fellow
alive.” o

The “ Sehr wohl” of the Uhlan offi-
cer followed the command. There were
a few sharply spoken orders, the sounds



200 THE ARGOSY.

of mén dismounting, and Grey knew
that the room below was filled with the
Prussian cavalrymen.

The words of Raoul St. Albans filled
him with alarm. Who was the man,
and why did the German address him so
respectfully? Why had he, Grey, not
clung to his first suspicion, and sent the
fellow about his own business—this
Frenchman who talked so glibly of the
fall of Paris and the undoing of the Em-
pire? The man was a Prussian spy.

As Grey stood in the dark hall, lean-
ing over the banister, listening to the
movements of the troopers below, he

tried to remember just how much he

had said during the ride northward.
Then the humor of the situation flashed
over him and he smiled.

Evidently the Uhlans thought he was
some one of importance, a messenger
en route to Paris or—a spy.

This last thought sent a chill up and
down his spine. What if they should

condemn him upon appearances, and

he should have to face a drumhead
court martial? They might shoot him
first and send to Vienna afterward.

Quick to carry out a résolve when
formed, he decided upon his course of
action. It would be better to face the
Germans then and there, and not wait
for them to come to him.

The next moment he was descendmg
the stairs; in another had crossed the
lower hall, and stood in the presence of

the Uhlans.
* . The Germans stared at him stolidly,”

instinctively the hands of one or two
sought their sword hilts. Raoul St,

Albans was. leaning against the mantel

puffing a cigarette ; an officer with tilted
schapska and mud bespattered boots
was giving directions to half a dozen
blond bearded giants. The steel scab-
bards glittered in the lamplight; the

* pennons from a dozen lances piled in a

corner, hung limp against the staffs;
as many pairs of blue eyes were fixed
upon the American.

Raoul St. Albans took the cigarette
from between his lips.

“ Ah!” said he in German, “ our man
has come to s, Herr Lieutenant.”

Grey stepped forward. “I under- -

stand German,” said he, “ enough to

follow you ‘and comprehend what you - -

may say. You have come to arrest me.
What for?”

The Uhlan lieutenant straightened
himself. * “ We have our orders, Herr
American, to allow no one to pass to
Paris.” .

“Then you don’t take me for a
Frenchman? You know that:

“You are an American,” interrupted
St. Albans, “ but we do not know your
business in Paris, and, you will pardon

" me, there are many of your countrymen

in the armies of France.”

“And in yours also,” replied Grey
contemptuously, “but they are not
spies.”

St. Albans shrugged his shoulders;
the sneer upon the American’s lips did
not ruffle him. It was with extreme
good nature he turned to the lieutenant.

“You will see to it that our friend
does not harm himself; these Ameri-
cans grow reckless sometimes. I—"

“You need not be afraid,” cried
Grey, hot to the ears with anger. 1
am this officer’s prisoner, thanks to
you, M. St. Albans. I suppose you re-
ferred to this.”

With a quick movement he whlpped

out his revolver and laid it on the table.
“ Now,” sa:d he, “I cannot harm my—
self or—you.”

St. Albans produced another cigar-
ette and lighted it. “ Tut!” said he,
“ there is no reason to lose one’s tem-
per. You said you could explain when
the proper time came—the desire to
avoid the Germans and push through
to Paris. Now——"

“ Sée here, lieutenant!” burst out
Grey, “1 don’t deny you've a perfect

.right to hold me up and inquire into

my business ; but that fellow can keep
his nose out of the affair. He might be

‘satisfied with what he’s done already.

I'm an American, an attaché of our

minister at Vienna; you can verify that

P
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quick enough. My name’s Grey—John
Grey, and I'm going to Paris to hunt
up my father and sister, who are in
trouble there. That's why I wanted
to go tight through.”

“There is no reason to doubt the .

Herr American’s explanation,” said the
Uhlan politely ; “ the matter will, with-
out doubt, be verified. But until then
I must detain you.”

A sudden idea flashed through Grey’s
head. Diving into his pockets he emp-
tied their contents on the table, and
proffered the letter he had written the
previous afternoon to the officer.

“ If you'll read that,” said he, “ you'll
see I’m not lying to you, and here’s my
card and—a passport.”

“The Herr American’s correspond-
ence is his own,” replied the Uhlan; “ it
may be examined at headquarters;”
but he tock the passport and read it
hurriedly. “ It is for a safe conduct
through France,” said he. “ But there
is something else. Herr Grey will un-
derstand.”

“You want to search me?” said

.Grey, coloring.

“ With your permission,” replied the
officer politely, and, with deft fingers,
he performed the duty.

“ Now,” cried Grey angrily, when the
unpleasant task was finished, “ you are
satisfied I suppose | that*that—this fel-
-low has lied to you.”

A weight had been lifted from hlS
mind ; his fate would not be decided by
a sub ofﬁcer of Uhlans.

St. Albans spoke : .

. “1 might resent the' imputations

which Mr. Grey has cast upon me,” said
he sternly, “ but I consider the circum-
stances ; neither will I offer an explana-
tion except to say that T am an officer
in the Prussian semce, and I have but
followed my orders.” ,

Grey, quick to- acknowledge justice,
smiled faintly. Tt was a mean trick
you ve played on me,” said he, °

spying isn’t much in my line. Perhaps
- if I'd told you why I was going to Paris
you’d have kept ot of thts business? ”

‘and

L
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_St. Albans made a gesture signifying
neither negation nor assent. “1I trust
there will be no difficulty in explaining
your mission satisfactorily,” he re-
marked. “In that case it can mean a
detention of but a few days, or hours.”

“Yes,” thought Grey, “ but I don’t
fancy I'll be sent to Paris with all the
honors of war.” Then aloud: “ If you
don’t mind, and since we’re to stick to-
gether, 1’1l sit down and smoke a pipe.
I fancy sleeping is out of the question,
after this.”

Some of the Uhlans smiled ; the non-
chalance of the young man was refresh-
ing.

St. Albans nodded and pointed to a
chair. v

“ You will permit us,” said he good
naturedly, “ and our friend the land-

lar. You will find, Herr Grey, that these
dreaded Uhlans are not such bad fel-
lows after all. Perhaps you'll give up
the idea of carrying a musket in the
French ranks; the schapska would smt
you better.”

“ So you remember that?” laughed
Grey. “ But you know I was speaking
to a Frenchman then; nicht wahr? ”’

The experience was becoming in-
teresting. If it had not been for think-
ing of the colonel and the kid awaiting
him in Paris, he could have enjoyed the
situation hugely.

CHAPTER 1IV.
A BRUSH ON THE ROAD.

By the time the innkeeper and -his
terrified servants had prepared a hasty
breakfast, Grey’s good humor began
to return. He saw the advantage of
treating the situation diplomatically.

He was in no danger. The worst that
could happen to him would be deten-
tion at the Prussian headquarteis. That
would be bad enough, in view of the
urgent need of his presence in Paris.

But Grey had seen enough of life to
know ‘that it is better to look on its

-lord doubtless has something in his cel- -
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pleasant side whenever possible. He
was as cheerful, therefore, as any of his
captors, and joked with them in Ger-
man almost as good as their own.

Nevertheless he did not forget his
journey to the French capital. At the
first opportunity he laid his case plainly
before St. Albans, and urged that he be
taken at once to the German headquar-
ters.

“ That is exactly what is to be done,”
said St. Albans.

He spoke frankly, and in a tone of
friendship. Apparently he admired the
American for the coolness with which
he had taken the whole affair.

He was a man of the world, and had
the worldly man’s respect for real cour-
age, as well as his disregard of con-
ventionalities. He would have been
ready to shake hands with a brave man
on the scaffold, though his own duty
had compelled him to send the fellow
there. -

“You see,” he continued, “your
wishes and ours coincide perfectly. I
am informed -that the commander in
chief and his staff are now returning
from Sedan toward Chalons to take up
the march against Paris. We shall meet
them at Chalans this evening, and you
can then explain your mission. I trust
they will be satisfied with your ac-
© count.”.

“T guess that will be all right,” said
Grey, with more confidence than he

»”

to have a good laugh at
St, Albans if the author-
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wished they might meet a detachment
of the French troops, “ just to see the
fun,”

It was evident from the eagerness
with which they scanned the roadway

. in front of them at every rise of ground

that the troopers were even more anx- .
ious than he for an encounter.

There seemed little likelihood of such
an event, however. The country
through which they passed looked al-

- most deserted. There was nobody at

work in the fields. Smoke curled from
the chimneys of some of the cottages,
but the doors and windows were tight-
ly closed. The dreaded cry of “The-
Uhlans! The Uhlans!” had gone
through the countryside, driving the
people to shelter and concealment like
moles at the shrill scream of a hawk.

The Uhlans appreciated the terror
they inspired, and enjoyed it hugely.
Whenever they approached a village
they put spurs to their horses and clat-
tered up to the tavern door with a rush
that made the windows rattle.

These inns were always closed and
silent, but the pounding of saber hilts
against the door usually brought out a
trembling host, who fell to his knees
and begged them to take whatever they
would, but to spare his life.

To such appeals the riders replied
with good natured jests, and flung their
silver pieces at the fellow’s feet, telling
him they would soon pass current in
France. Then they clattered away,
roaring with laughter at the open
mouthed . astonishment with which he
gazed after them as they disappeared
in a cloud of dust.

They reached Joinville before noon,
and halted there to rest the horses and
refresh themselves. The place was as
quiet as the smaller towns, but at a lit-
tle village a half hour’s ride further on

‘the first sign of resistance was encoun-

tered.

The hamlet stood at the top of a long
rise. As the Prussians approached the
place they could hear the singing of a
bugle and the roll of a drum. :
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" A small body of men in uniform
could be seen drawn up in line at the
crest of the hill, while others, with guns
in their hands, were running to join
them.

saddles, and looked at one another with
the pleased smiles of boys on a lark,
while 2 few of them exchanged jests
over the prospect of the sport they had

.. been longing for.

At the sight, St. Albans, turned to-
ward Grey, who had been riding by his
side. 'His dark eyes glowed with ex-
citement, and his lips curled in a smile,
as he said:

4 Now, -if those fellows will but wait
for us, you shall see whether French
boasting or Prussian drill makes the
better soldiers.”

The Frenchmen were no more than
two hundred yards away. They had
taken their position behind a low bar-
ricade, made of stones and timbers
from the roadside wall, which had been
hastily thrown across the highway.

“T'heir chassepots were in their hands,
but they waited in silence for the Prus-
sians to come nearer. An officer on
horseback was directing them; the
others were unmounted.

St. Albans scanned the company of
Frenchfen intently for a moment, as
though to learn their numbers. Then
he turned toward his own men, with no
word of command, but with upraised
saber.

At the signal half a hundred weapons
flashed in the air. The men bent for-

ward upon their horses, and the whole |

band moved onward in a swift gallop,
like a powerful machine suddenly set in
motion.

Grey was carried away by the en-
thusiasm of the thing. It set all the
soldier blood in- his veins throbbing,
and made him forgetful of the danger
and of the fact that he was unarmed.

He forgot that he was virtually a pris-

- oner, and pressed forward in the fore-
most line, keeping close to St. Albans,

who was Ieading.

The Uhlans straightened in their"
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At forty yards a volley blazed out
along the French line. It toppled some -
four or five of the Uhlans from their
saddles, but the troop never halted its
speed. Instead, a fierce shout came
from the throats of the Prussians as
their horses rose at the low wall. It
was the cry of the falcon descending
on its quarry.

In a moment horse and foot were
mixed in inextricable confusion. St.
Albans spurred straight for the French-
man on horseback, who was evidently
a captain or officer of some rank.

The latter proved no mean adversary,
and the two circled about each other in -
a contest that would have been the de-
light of the troopers if they had not had
other business to attend to.

Right and left whirled the Prussian
sabers, while the Frenchmen, finding
their guns unwieldy in such close quar-
ters, threw them down and, drawing
their pistols, fired point blank in their
opponent’s faces.

The air was filled with the crackling
of shots, the crash of steel and the
neighing of horses.

For an instant Grey was left alone,
and he glanced about him at the affray,
noting with admiration the skill and
horsemanship of St. Albans and his op-
ponent. Then he saw a giant in the red
uniform, who had just emptied a Prus-
sian saddle with his chassepot, hurry-
ing toward the Uhlan leader with

- clubbed weapon. It was evidently his

purpose to fell St. Albans by a blow
from behind. .

Acting on the impulse of themoment,
the American dashed forward and rode
down the Frenchman just as he poised
his weapon for a blow at the Uhlan cap-
tain. The man measured his length
upon the ground, and Grey’s horse
passed over him, trampling his body
with its flying hoofs.

At the same moment St. Albans, with
a sudden swerve to one side and a quick
upward movement, thrust his opponent
through the shoulder and unseated
him.
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The fall of the French captam ended
the fighting. Those of his followers
who were not already stretched upon
the ground threw down their arms in
signal of surrénder. The Uhlans as
promptly sheathed their own weapons
and turned their attention to the prison-
ers and their wounded comrades.

It had been a short but bloody strug-
gle. More than a score of Frenchmen
lay dead or wounded upon the scene of
the contest. Half a dozen of the Prus-
sians had been killed outright and as

many more suffered mjunes more Or.

less severe.

But it had been an equal handed
combat. It was, as St. Albans said, an
epitome of the whole struggle between
France and Prussia, and it showed that

‘France was doomed to defeat.
The party was soon under way again.

Those of the prisoners who were able

to endure the journey were mounted
behind Uhlan troopers. The others
were left behind, to the mercy of the vil-
lagers.

St. Albans soon reined his horse
alongside of Grey’s once more, and
. leaning over the saddle extended his
hand.

“1 ask your pardon for my sus-
picions,” he said. “ A French spy does
not conduct himself as you did just

wutral in the
“1 do not
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fear I can
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You will have an entirely *
port, however, and I can a
considerate treatment. W
will be permitted to pass d
Paris or not I have no
say.”
“'That is just what I ai
do,” rejoined Grey boldly,
have to make my escape frc -
man camp. There’s a day lost now,
and no tellmg how badly my 51ster may
need me.
St. Albans smiled.

“ Escape might not be out of the

question if other means fail,” he said.
“ But at best there would be some risk
in it, and I would advise you to try-per-
suasion first.” =~

The two men looked. at each other
meaningly, and Grey put out his hand
as his companion had done before,

“ You’re-not such a bad fellow after
all, St. Albans,” he said, “ and I forgive
you for the way you tricked me yester-
day.”

St. Albans clasped the hand and held
it for a moment. It was a pact of friend-
ship between the Uhlan and his pris-
oner. ' .

CHAPTER V.
THE MAN OF BLOOD AND IRON.

It was late at night when the Uhlans
reached the icamp at Reims, dusty,
travel stained and weary from the hard
labors of the day.

Grey could make out long lines of
tents, standing white and spectral in
the darkness. He knew that the tents
sheltered the German army, but he was

- too tired to ask questions, and dropped

gratefully on the blankets in the tent
to which the Uhlan lieutenant - con-
ducted him.

St. Albans had gone off to make a-

report of the expedition.

Grey slept soundly—all the more so

that there was a canvas over his head
and a sentry pacing up and down out-
side.



The singing of-bugles awakened him
at daybreak. Instinctively he jumped
from his blankets and beganhastily to
don his clothés: He was half dressed

before he realized that the bugles were.

not calling him. .

“How it takes onc back to old
times!”’ he mused, smllmg at the fancy
that had taken possession of him for the
moment and made him think that he
was among the Virginia hills. “But
the transition from the réle of peaceful
American to that of French spy, and
then suddenly to that of a Uhlan troop-
er, all in one day, is apt to confuse one’s
thoughts. What next, I wonder? [
seem to be getting plenty of experi-
ences, but I'm not making much prog-
ress toward Paris.”

-While these thoughts were coursing
through his mind Grey had finished his
toilet. He stepped outside his tent and
confronted St. Albans, who had come

. to inquire after him. The two men ex-

changed greetings.

“ I came to ask you if you would care
to see the morning inspection,” said St.
Albans. “The king, Bismarck and
Von Moltke will conduct it.”

An orderly brought. up the horses,
and as the two rode along through the
streets of the tented city, St. Albans
added:

“T have referred to you in the report
I have turned in, saying that we met
you at Ardelot, that you describe your-
self as an American officer attached to
the United States legation at Vienna,
that you are on the way to attend a
sister and sick father in Paris, and that
you desire permission to proceed im-
mediately. I have recommended that
the request be granted, as there is noth-
ing suspicious in your story or your
conduct. I didn’t consider it necessary
to describe all the details of what went
on in the inn at Ardelot ” '

“That’s generous,” said Grey. Iwas
afraid that French spy business would
cause delay, if not trouble, in case you
told of it. I appreciate your kindness.”

“Not at all,” protested St. Albans

-

- function in Vienna.

IN BELEAGUERED PARIS. ' . ‘ 205°

lightly. “ I do not wish to appear as
making such mistakes.” But Grey
knew that it was a less selfish reason
that had caused the other to omit men-
tion of the affair at Ardelot.

When they reached the broad field
which had once been a part of the
grounds of a French chateau, but was
now utilized by the Germans as a drill
ground, the troeps were drawn up in
preparation for the inspection. Line
on line they stretched across the
meadow. Beneath the caps of the foot
soldiers and the polished metal helmets
of the horse were bronzed faces and
fair faces, the short, stocky men of
Bavaria and the lithe, long limbed
North Saxon.

There were a hundred thousand of
them—blood of the rich soil of Ger-
many. They were the men of Sedan,
flushed with wctory, and already in
their mind’s view marching along.the
streets of Paris. They were the sons of
warring parents, welded together by
one watchword, the watchword of Bis-
marck and of William, the cry of “ The
Fatherland.”

Grey and St. Albans took their places
among the crowd of aides, unattached
officers and newspaper correspondents
who had gathered to witness the in-
spection, and who were ranged on
either side of the roped off passageway
leading from the quarters over which
floated the royal standard of Prussia.

Presently the heads of these specta-
tors were uncovered, and a little group
of men came riding down the lane be-
tween the onlookers. They rode two
by two, and Grey had no dlfﬁculty in
identifying the first pair.

He had seen William I at a court
The gray haired
man whom he now saw again, stately,
benevolent, smiling, with well trimmed’
beard and modest uniform, looked as .
though he might have come from that
affair direct to this.

"As he rode along he ‘smiled and
bowed to either side ; courtly, yet: pleas-
ant in his manner, the friend of the men
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in the ranks; it was small wonder that
he was beloved by his advisers and rev-
erenced by his troops.

But it was the man who rode by the
side of the king who chiefly interested
Grey. He was the man whose name
was heard oftenest in Vienna and the
other capitals, who was remaking the
map of Europe.

It needed no secortd glance at the
massive form, erect upon the gray
steed, the immobile face and thought-
ful mien, to tell that this was Count
von Bismarck. He gave no heed to
those about him. His eyes were bent
upon his horse’s mane, and the firm
lines of the mouth beneath the mus-
tache gave no indication of what was
passing in his busy mind.

Behind the king rode the “ Prussian
Eagte,” Von Moltke. Alert, energetic,
with an eye for every detail, he looked
the great field marshal.

“I shouldn’t feel comfortable with
those eyes turned upon me if my equip-
ment wasn’t in apple pie order,”
thought Grey, as he noted the hawk-

like features and piercing glance of the

commander.

There was a fourth miember of the
royal party, who had been obscured be-
hind the generous bulk of Bismarck.
Grey gave a start as he recognized the
familiar form, the short stature, the
ruddy face and drooping mustache, the
~~=f~~t horsemanship, the blue coat

three stars of a United States
shoulder straps.
, Phil Sheri-
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turned, and others who had
incident turned to stare at (

“1 was so surprised that I
self,” said the latter, some
fused by the attention he had
“ but the old man won’t mind.”

“ You know General Sheridan? ” ex-
claimed St. Albans. “ Why didn’t you
tell me so before?”

“ Rather,” said Grey, in answer to
the first question. “I served on his
staff for three months. But I didn’t
know he was kere.” '

“ He has, received permission to ac-
company the German army as an ‘ex-

@ert military observer,” explained St.
Albans. “The request was first pre-
sented to the French, I believe, but I
hardly think that he i a sufferer by
their refusal. If he will vouch for you
there should be no further difficulty.”

“'Then all I ask is to get a note to
him explaining my position,” returned
Grey. :

At that moment the imperial party
emerged upon the field. Further con-
versation was cut off by the music of a
band, which struck up the national an-
them that was making France tremble
from end to end.

The sharp orders of the officers rang
out, the arms came to present, and the
long line of men stood silent and at at-
tention, while their leader rode slowly ~
across the field, noting with careful in-
terest the appearance of each company.

Something of the grimness and in-
vincible determination of Bismarck and
Von Moltke showed in the look of the
German ranks.

The confident hopes which Grey had
built upon the expectation of assistance
from General Sheridan proved to be
well founded. No sooner had the note
which St. Albans caused to be sent
reached the American general than he
summoned Grey to his presence, ex- .
pressed the greatest pleasure at seeing
him once more and the profoundest
concern at the illness of Colonel Grey,
and wound up by saying: )

“ There is just one man who can help

s,
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you out of your alﬁiculty without delay
or red tape. That man i3 Bismarck.
‘We will present your case to him.”

Grey’s experience in Washington
and later at the Austrian court, had
made him familiar with the society of
famous personages, but he was con-
scious of a feeling very nearly akin to
awe when he entered the presence of
the man who held the destinies of
Germany in his strong right hand.

The simplicity of Grant himself could
not-have exceeded that of Bismarck’s
quarters. His furniture consisted of a
chest, a rough table, a cot and two
chairs. That was all. ~

When-Grey and his companion en-
tered the man of iron was busily writ-
ing. A courier, booted and spurred,
stood, ‘waiting to take the paper when
it was completed—a message to Ber-
lin, perhaps, for during the time he was
in the fiéld Bismarck did not relinquish
the care and oversight of the central
government.

His white helmet and gloves lay
upon the table. He wore the same
great boots and dusty coat that Grey
had seen in the morning, as though he
had taken up his pen immediately upon
returning from the field.

He finished his writing in a moment,
and turned toward his visitors. In a
few.words General Sheridan explained
Grey’s mission. Bismarck listened at-
tentively. At the conclusion he said,
looking Suddenly full at Grey:

“ You were in haste to reach Paris.
Why. did you come here?”

“ Because I couldn’t get through in
any other way,” replied Grey prompt-

ly. “Your officers told me they had

been directed to stop all communica-
tion from the south.”

“Ah,” said Bismarck, beginning to
write on the sheet of paper before him.
“That is very good. It is well to know
that they are earrying out the orders.”

He called General Sheridan to his
side, and after a few minutes of low
toned. conversation, evidently relating
to the truthfulness of Grey’s story, he
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extended the paper he had penned. It
was a pass to all points in the German
lines, signed simply “ Bismarck.”

“ My aide will conduct you to the
chief of staff. When countersigned by
him this pass is good at all points in
our control.”

Grey began a speech of thanks, but
the other interrupted.

“ You saw the review this morning,”
he said. “ You are a soldier. What did
you think of it? ”

With the query he fixed his pene-
trating gaze once more on the young
American with the manner that seemed
customary fo him when trymg to elicit
information.

“ I think,” said Grey promptly, “ that
there ‘is nothing in France that can
withstand your troops. That is why I
am in such haste to reach Paris and get
my family away before you arrive

" there.”

Another man mlght have smxled at
the ingenious compliment lmplxed in
the latter portion of the remark. Bis-
marck did not. His eyes returned once
more to the papers before him, and he
said slowly:

“T think so myself.” It was the first
time he had permitted himself to speak

“of the outcome of the struggle, and he

added, as though regretting the ex-
pression of opinion:

“1I trust that your mission will be
successful.”

Accepting this as a dlshnssal Grey
bowed himself out, and went in search
of St. Albans, before whom he waved
the precious paper containing Bis-
marck’s signature. Half an hour later
he was well started on the interrupted
journey to Paris; and had left the last
of the German outposts behind him.

CHAPTER VL
BIRDS OF PRELY.

FroMm Reims to Paris is twenty eight
leagues, as the crow flies. By road it is
some four leagues further.

-
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Grey could not hope to reach the
capital on the day of his departure from
the German camp. Therefore, he de-
" cided to make the journey in two stages
and to divide it at Thierry. This would
bring him to Paris on the following af-
ternoon.

He was in fine spirits over the pros-
pect of being soon with his family, and
he took the road easily, noting with
interest the preparations that were
going on for the reception of the Prus-
sians. They were of such a nature as to
* bring a smile to the lips of a trained

soldier like the American.

Detachments of the gardes mobiles
were drilling in the towns. They were
picturesque in appearance, but it need-
ed no second glance at their disarray
and the antiquated weapons that they
carried to tell that they wouldrunbefore
the first volley of the well ordered Prus-

_sian troops. \

In one or two of the towns workmen
were restoring ancient earthworks and
rebuilding the rotted carriages of out-
dated muzzle loaders. There was brave
talk about the inns at which Grey drew
rein, but the pegsants were driving their
cattle to the woods and concealing their
household goods in ricks and stables.
They knew what resistance these raw
guards would make to the German co-
horts.

Thierry was thronged with a disor-
ganized mass of troops. There were
companies and detachments withdrawn
from the smaller towns to aid in the de-
fense of the capital. There was a mul-
titude of stragglers from all quarters
slowly falling back toward Paris.

In the talk about the tables of the
hotel’s public room much was said of a
stand against the Prussians here in
"Thierry, but Grey knew that the offi-
cers had no intention of attempting any

.such rashness. Provincial France was
prostrate, paralyzed. Paris alone re-
mained. .

~ If Paris held out French honor would
be vindicated. If Paris fell the Prussian
‘triumph would be complete. There-
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fore, the bold spirits, the patriots and
the adventurers were all making the
best of their way toward Paris.

At Th:erry Grey learned of what had
taken place in the capital. The empire
was down; the republic was up; Eu-
génie had fled from Paris, and Gam-
betta was the hero of the hour.

“ Now we shall see a change in the
way things' are going,” said one and
another of the red capped loungers as
they rehearsed the details of the 4th
of September. B

Grey smiled, almost in pity of their
ignorance.

“ Poor fools!” he thought. “ They
do not know that the sickness which
prostrates France is too serious to be
cured by a Parisian propaganda.”

On the second day there was a de-
cided change in the character of those
whom he passed on the road. There
were still many men in uniform, toiling
wearily along, but there were more of
another sort.

Some of them were attired in fantas-
tic costumes, half military, half beggar.
These persons, the greater number of
them men, but some women, trooped
along singly, in bands of three and four,
sometimes a dozen together.

Their faces were all dark, lowering,
evil, and they were all turned toward
Paris. It was not difficult to recognize
the motley throng or to know why it
plodded on so persistently. They were
the flotsam and jetsam of the nation,
the thieves, profligates, and adventurers

who had been driven out of the capital,

but who were returning at the scent of
revolution, as vultures flock toward the
odor of carrion.

At Lignon, where he halted for a

-half hour’s rest, Grey found a group of

these fellows. There were half a dozen
of them gathered about a table sipping
from glasses which evidently contained
the dnppmgs of the landlord’s wine
casks.

Three of them wore soldier caps
and belts, which they had probably
stolen. The remainder of their gar-
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-ening horror.

"did not mean to be rude.
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ments, like those of the others, con-
sisted of the tatterdemalion costume of
the Parisian slums. .

The one who by right of greatest
ugliness seemed to be the leader of the
party, was a little man with a bullet
head and ferret eyes. His bulbous nose
was twisted to one side, and his wide
mouth displayed an array of blackened,
protruding teeth.

With such features his face could.

hardly have been attractive under any
circumstances, but it was rendered

more grotesque by the fact that both

ears had been cut off close to the skull.
The lack of ears and the crinkled yellow
skin tightly drawn over the bones of
his face gave his countenance the
frightful, staring appearance of a
death’s head. :

There was something so peculiarly
sinister in the man’s appearance that
the first glance of it impelled a second
look even though it filled one with sick-
Grey stared at him in
wonder that so much ugliness could be
crowded into a single human counte-
nance. .

Presently the earless one looked up
and noted the intentness of the Americ
can’s gaze. His lowering brows cam@

together in a frown that all but ob-.

scured the beady eyes. . ‘ :

He got up from the table and ad-
vanced to the spot where Grey was
sitting, moving with a swaggering walk
that may have come from the wine he
had drunk.

“ Monsieur stares at me,” he said,
thrusting his evil features close to
Grey’s face. “ Perhaps he does not like
my appearance? ”

Grey had no mind to quarrel with a
tipsy cutthroat. He turned his gaze
from the other’s sickening face and did
not note that the ferret eyes were tak-
ing in every detail of his costume, and
resting greedily on. his gold watch
chain,

“1I beg- pardon, he said pohtely, “I
But Mon-
cieur’s face is somewhat——unusual ”

2A

“TItis,” said the earless one, with un-
concealed pride. “There is no other
like it in France. I am known as‘Le
Bete.”

He returned to his companions, and :
after they had drained their glasses the.
whole party disappeared outside the
door.

Grey lmgered for a few moments
over the wine which. the landlord had
set before him. Then, after unavailing
calls for the stable boy, he went ‘to se-
cure his horse, having no mind to waste
further time, with Paris only five hours’
distant.

The animal was gone.

At first Grey thought that the hostler -
might have removed the steed to some
other part of the stable, but a hasty ex-
amination convinced him that the place
was empty. Then he thought of Le
Bete and his companions, and felt cer-
tain that they had taken the horse. If
so they could not be far away, for they
had left the inn only a few minutes be-
fore,

Without ‘waiting to summon assist-
ance or to explain his loss, Grey started
at top speed along the one street of the
little town, gripping the pistol in his
pocket as he ran, and vowing to recover
Colonel if he had to fight all the thieves
between him and Paris.

At the .branching of two roads, a
full quarter of a mile beyond the start-
ing point, Grey paused to ask of a de-
crepit old peasant who was limping
along with a basket of herbs on his arm

whether he had seen a man with a-

broken nose, wearing a red cap, and
mounted on a big bay horse.- The peas-
ant stared stupidly at him, but after half
a dozen impatient repetitions of the
question, a faint gleam of intelligence
came into his face, and he pointed along
the road that led to the right.

Grey ran on, flinging back his thanks
"to his astonished informant, who stood
in the roadway staring after him.

At a turning -of the road a little fur-
ther on he was rewarded for his exer-
tions by seeing Le Bete mounted upon
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his hors¢ and surrounded by the raga-.

muffin troop. They were standing be-
fore a little wine shop which marked
the extreme end of the village.

As he came up, panting and breath-
less, the men stared at him impudently,
but with no sign of recognition. Le
Bete was in the act of receiving a stoup
of wine from the landlord.

“Seec here!” demanded Grey an-
grily, “ what do you mean by running

- off with my horse?”

Le Bete was in no way abashed. He
took a pull at his glass and said affa-
bly :

" Monsxeur mistakes ; the horse is my
own.’

“You thief!” shouted Grey, purple
with heat and rage. “ Do you think
me a fool to let you walk off with my
horse from under my very nose? If you
don’t get down from his back instantly
I'll bring you down.”

Le Bete appealed to the landlord.

“The man is mad,” he said. “ It is "

my horse. You saw me ride him up to
your door.”

An echo of assent came from Le
Bete’s followers. The landlord gazed
from one to another. Then, seeing that

numbers and patronage were on the.

side of Le Bete, he exclaimed:

“ Mon Dieu! it is true. I have seen
you mounted on him often.”

Le Bete turned toward Grey with a
fierce air.
“r Who are you to call an
- ‘1man,
wers :
He

7e to-
3 con-
<e re-
which the
de
fill your skins

wavered. One, bolder

rest, raised his club and ad-

a step. There was a flash, a
report, and the weapon fell to the

ground, while the ruffian clas
hand that had held it and ho
agony.

In a twinkling the four others had
disappeared around the corners of the
wine shop. '

Le Bete, seeing himself deserted by

“his men, struck frantically at the sides

of Grey’s horse in an endeavor to_es-
cape. In this he met an unexpected
difficulty. Colonel, accustomed orily-
to Grey’s familiar hand, resented the
new rider’s blows by plunging and rear-
ing frantically, with very little forward
progress. ’

“Drop or I'll shoot,” commanded
Grey.

Le Bete, more terrified by the horse’s
antics than by Grey’s threats, clung to
the animal’s neck and frantically bela-
bored him with his heels. There was
another report; Le Bete’s right arm
loosed its hold, and at the next plunge
he rolled to the ground.

The horse galloped on for a few
yards, and then began quietly to munch
the grass by the roadside.

- Grey paid no heed to the figure-
writhing in the roadway, but hurrted
after his horse. Reassuring the fright-
ened animal with gentle patting, he
sprang to the saddle. Then he glanced
back at the scene of his late encounter.

Le Bete was sitting upright in the
roadway clasping his injured arm with
his left hand, and shouting curses after
his assailant. Grey waved a hand to-
ward him in derisive gesture of farewell.
Then he put his horse to the gallop, his
face once more turned toward Paris.

CHAPTER VIL \
TWO RIFLE SHOTS.
For a quarter of a mile Grey rode at
a gallop, then eased the horse, mentally
thanking his lucky stars that he had es-
caped so cleverly what might have been
a serious difficulty.

Ahead, the road seemed clear, save
for an occasional peasant, who, at the
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voked assault upon his life.
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sound of galloping hoofs, drew to one
side and stared stupidly at the rider.

Grey knew that the fortifications of
Paris could not be far away. He was
surprised, therefore, to encounter no
detachment of regular troops.
country seemed filled only with the rab-
ble, an insight into whose characteris-
tics he had so recently gained.

He settled himself comfortably in the
saddle preparatory to making a last
rapid dash for the distant city. Sud-
denly the horse pricked up his ears,
swerved from the middle of the road,
and, nearly jerking the reins from the
rider’s hand, bounded. forward in a mad
gallop.

The instinct of the ammal probably

saved Grey from death, or at least from
a serious wound. At the same moment,
when, uttering an exclamation, he
tightened his grasp on the reins, the
zip of a bullet whistled past his ear, to
be followed by the crack of a rifle from
the bushes beside the road.
. For an instant Grey, too startled to
realize his narrow escape, clung to the
reins. Then, with a quick movement,
he grasped the butt of his revolver and
looked back over his shoulder.

The rapid progress of the horse had
already carried him a hundred paces be-
yond the ambuscade, the location of
which he could note by a cloud of
bluish smoke which hung above the
shrubbery. Even as he looked, a head
appeared, and a second and a third.

Instinctively Grey ducked, nor was
he mistaken. A gun barrel glittered in
the sunlight, and a second shot was
fired from the bushes. Whether from
over haste, or the poorness of the
marksman’s aim, the bullet went so
wide that its whirr was lost to him.

The dastardly nature of the attack
aroysed the American to action. Jhe

‘first momentary fear gave place to an-

ger and a desire to avenge the unpro-

ond shot had scarcely died away when
the crack, crack of his heavy Colt’s re-
volver answered- it.

. magic,

The -

The sec-
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The faces disappeared as though by
but, whether his bullet had
found a mark or the would be assassins
feared another shot, Grey could only °
surmise.

His first care was hurriedly to reload
his revolver, his second to urge the
horse to a fresh burst of speed.

‘He had gone scarcely a quarter of a
mile when a new and unexpected dan-
ger was revealed to him.

The highway swept in a great curve
to the right, then to the right again.
Whether from intent or to avoid an ob-
stacle, the designer of the road had
formed it into a gigantic horseshoe, the
outer rim of which he must follow to
continue on his way.

As, urging his animal forward, he
glanced over his shoulder, he saw half
a dozen figures running across the open
ground toward the spot where the sec-
ond curve of the road would bring him
parallel with the first calk of the horse-
shoe, from whence had come the.rifle
shots.

On the instant Grey realized that it
would be an easy matter for the runners
to gam their object, and be ready to
receive him as he passed the second
calk of the shoe. If he kept on he must
run the gauntlet of six rifles; to return

“was equally dangerous.

Already the men were half way
across the ground between the points
of the curve.’ He could see the sunlight
sparkle on the barrels of their guns,
and knew that he could expect no
mercy. They were either companions
of Le Bete, or others of their ilk. But -
he would fool them yet, these cutthroats
of the Paris slums. :

Thrusting his revolver into his belt,
he tightened his grip on the reins, and,
with a skill which came from long prac-
tice and experience, checked the mad
gallop of the horse ere the flying hoofs
had covered a dozen. paces.

The animal, trained to obey the well
known touch and voice of its rider,

" stood quivering in the highway. Grey

rose in the stirrups and made a hurried

I WU



212

examination of the country beyond the

rim of the horseshoe.

Close to the road was a ditch flanked
by a growth of thorny bushes rising to
the height of a man’s shoulder. Be-
yond the hedge the country stretched
in a broken line of hillocks and depres-
sions.

The men were already nearing the
second ambuscade. So intent were
~ they upon their object that Grey’s sud-
den action was unobserved.

For a moment he watched the six
dash across the field. Then, encourag-
ing the horse by a kindly word, he
touched its flanks lightly with the spur.

Obedient to the rider’s will, the steed
gathered his feet together, and, sum-
moning all its energy in a supreme ef-
fort, rose at the hedge like the thor-
oughbred he was.

With a sense of exhilaration Grey
felt himself rising, but the sigh of relief
was frozen upon his lips.

time in his life the bay failed him.

"~ Whether the hedge was higher than
he thought, or the horse wearied with
its mad gallop down the road, the
horseman could only conjecture. One
moment steed and rider were in the air,
the next the horse was floundering up-
on the ground beyond the hedge with a
broken leg, and Grey, hurled from the
saddle, sat stupidly upon the grass,
shaken into semi unconsciousness.

‘The struggles of the wounded animal
aroused him to a sense of his situation.
Fortunately, the turf, softened by re-
cent rains, had broken his own fall and

- nobones were broken.

- He stood up, but a dizziness seized
him, and for a moment he reeled like
a drunken man, He knew that each

. moment was precious. Those who
awaited him beside the highway would

‘presently discover that a trick had been
played upon them. He had no hope
that they would give up thelr purpose
so easily.

His first thought was to make his
way along the hedge, trusting that be-
fore the bandits discovered the horse

For the first
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and learned the manner of his escape, he.
would be too far away to be oyertaken.
He turned toward the horse, and a
_lump rose inhisthroatthathe mustleave

his faithful companion in sore distress.’

Even in its agony the bay knew him,
and it seemed to Grey that the dark
cyes pleaded for him to stay.

Kneeling beside the tortured ammal
he gently stroked the soft nose—a silent
farewell. A spasm of pain contracted

the great limbs, the horse rolled in its-

agony, and a groan almost human came
from between the parted lips.

Grey hesitated. To leave the horse

thus was the act of a coward. His hand
went to his revolver.

He realized what his contemplated
act might bring upon him. The sound
of the shot would reveal his position.
He would be discovered, and, lame -as
he was from the effect of the header he
had taken, it was almost a certainty that
his pursuers would get within rifle shot.

. As he stood deliberating, a cry from
the direction of the highway reached
him. Already those who sought his
life had discovered they were the vic-
tims of a trick, and were doubtless com-
ing upon the run to learn the meaning
of it. Grey’s fingers loosened from the
butt of the revolver, then tightened with
a grip like iron.

“Ttis cowardly ! ” he muttered, ““ and
it is my fault that Colonel took the
hedge.”

Stepping back, he drew the revolver
from his belt. At the click of the ham-
mer the horse pricked up his ears. How
many times he had heard that click
when Grey was in the saddle.

For an instant longer the young man
hesitated, then, pressing the muzzle of
the weapon behind the panting animal’s
ear, he pulled the trigger.

-

CHAPTER VIII.
AN OFFICER OF CHASSEURS.

For a moment following the report
of the shot all was silent. Then a sec-

~
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ond shout came from the direction from
which Grey knew his pursuers were
coming.

He had accomplished his purpose
and done his last duty to a comrade;
with the flash of the cartridge, Colonel
died.

Holding the revolver in his hand, for
he knew not at what moment he might
__be called upon to use it, Grey hurried
‘along the inner side of the hedge, keep-
ing close to the shrubbery. :

The force of his fall had wrenched
one of his legs badly, but, despite the
pain the exertion caused him, he ran
on, intent only in putting as great a dis-
tance as possible between himself and
the enemy.

It was evident that the report of his
shot had made the men wary, for it was
some moments before they appeared
through the hedge near the body of the
horse. Then they halted, as though
. suspecting that the American lay in am-
.bush and that the dreaded revolver
might speak again.

Grey knew that only a momentary
respite was-granted him, but he accept-
ed it thankfully. A half mile separated
him from the pursuers. Had he been
sound of limb he would have laughed
aloud ; not a man in France could have
overtaken him, with such a start.

But already the injured leg hurt him
cruelly. Twice he stopped, his lips
white with pain; the unevenness of the
- ground augmented the torment.

He realized that there was but one
chance of escape; to strike the level
highway, where at least one cause of his
slow progress would be removed.

Glancing back, he saw the men ex-

amining the dead horse and heard their

yell of triumph at the discovery. The
next moment a figure ran into the open
. and looked up and down the hedge,

- Then Grey knew that nothing except
his legs would save him.

Dropping upon his hands and knées,
he found an opening in the hedge,
through which he crawled; for a few
moments longer he would be concealed
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from those whom he knew had discov-
ered his whereabouts.

The curve of the highway- leit half a
mile of meadow between the track he
had been following and the thorough-
fare. He saw the white, dusty road
winding like a great serpent far to his
right. By making a sharp angle with
the hedge he could reach it without fear
of lesing ground.

The pursuers were already hot upon
his track, coming like a pack of hounds
along the inner side of the hedge.

Gritting his teeth, Grey broke into.
that long, easy lope which had placed
him among the best long distance run-
ners at the Point in the old days. -The
pain from his injured leg was almost
forgotten in‘the excitement of the race,
but it hindered him so much that, be-
fore the first quarter mile was passed,
the enemy had gained a dozen rods.

A stretch of level land still separated
him from the highway when they broke
through the hedge and came dashing
across the open ground.

A rifle shot sounded behind him; al-
ready they thought to end the race in
that way. But the distance was still too
great and the firing ceased.

Limping painfully, Grey climbed up
the slope which slanted down from the
road, paused for an instant to regain
his breath, and ran on in the direction
of Paris. .

A peasant, trudging along with spade
on shoulder, stopped and gazed at him
in amazement. Grey spoke no word as
he ran panting past the fellow, and’ the
man, noting the pursuers, sprang into
the ditch and made off across the
fields.

The incident aroused a new fear in
Grey’s heart. At any moment he might
come upon those stamped with the
same mark-as the six behind him. In
that case—well—there were five shots
in his revolver.

The crack, crack of an irregular vol-
ley behind gave warning that the others
were rapidly gaining. The sharp zip,
zip of the bullets cut the air above his
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‘head. At any moment -he ‘might be
struck.

With a desperation born of peril, he
turned suddenly and fired twice at his
pursuers. They were, he knew, out of
pistol range, but, as he surmised, his
unexpected action brought them to a
standstill.

For a few moments the unequal duel
continued. A bullet plowed the sand
at his feet; another came so close that
mstmctwely he dodged, like a raw re-
cruit in his first battle.

Then, unexpectedly, the rifle ﬁnng
ceased, and he perceived that the enemy
were holding a consultation. - Its object
was soon made plain to him.

Suddenly three of the six separated

from their’ companions, and, jumping.

across the ditch, ran toward him, while
those in the road resumed‘the firing.

With a sinking heart he turned and
ran, knowing full well that the next
quarter of an” hour would decide the
race in favor of the Frenchmen.,

Some rods ahead the road ascended
a steep hill. If he could reach the sum-
mit he would, for a breathing spell, be
hidden from his enemiés.

The three who had crossed the ditch
were drawing gradually nearer; the
shots from the road redoubled. A bul-
let grazed his sleeve.

The zip, zip was like the humming
of a swarm of bees. Little clouds of
dust arose from the road; a splintered
stone hit him in the face.

Expecting that each moment would
be his last, he reached the base of the
ascent. His strength was gone, every
gasp was an additional pain; he knew
that to toil up the long hill was impos-
sible.

As, whitg to the lips, he stopped and
faced his pursuers, there came to him
upon the soft autumn breeze a sound

“which sent a thrill tingling through his
veins. It was the thud, thud of gallop-
ing horses, beyond the summit of the
hill.

Standmg in the highway, panting,

~covered with dust and perspiration,

" THE ARGOSY." -

every nerve and muscle racked with
pain, he waited.
The dull echo of the advancing

hoofs grew louder. With the hoof beats -

upon the hard road was mingled the
jingle of steel, the rattle of cavalrymen’s
sabers.

Upon the summit of the hill appeared
waving plumes streaming in the wind,
metal helmets, then bewhiskered faces
and the glimmer of polished cuirasses.

What followed, Grey scarcely com-
prehended. He knew the road behind
him was filled with galloping horses
and the {attle of a charging troop. In-
stinctively he staggered across the
highway and dropped inertly into the

friendly shelter of the ditch. Then all

became a blank.

When he opened his eyes a dozen
faces were bendifg over him. Then
the mouth of a flask was thrust between
his teeth. The strong liquor strangled
him, but drove away the faintness.

“ Tiens!” cried a voice; “ that is
well ; he is coming around again.”

Grey raised himself upon his elbow.
The highway was filled with dismount-
ed troopers—the Chasseurs of the Line.
One, who appeared to be an officer,
held a brandy flask.

. His late pursuers stood sullenly a
little way off, surrounded by an equal
number of the French cavalrymen.

_“Diable!” said the officer, “ but it

was close, mon ami. Are you
wounded? ” .
Grey smiled famtly “Thank you,

no,” said he; “ in another ﬁve mmutes
they would have riddled me.” Then
soberly : ““ I have to thank you——"

The Frenchman waved his hand. ** 1
am only too glad of the opportunity to
meet these Franc-tireurs.” )

“T did not think they were of your
army,” replied Grey, “ they fired at me
from ambush, and

“ Dame!” cried the Chasseur, “ you
mistake, mon ami; Frenchmen they
may be, but of the army—never; these
cutthroats who disgrace the name of
France.”
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Grey understood. He had heard
something of the Franc-tireurs—irreg-
ular troops banded together, seeking
whom they might rob and assassinate,
in the name of France.

He rose painfully and attempted to
brush the dust from his clothes. The
officer regarded him narrowly.

“You are an American?” said he.
“ I have had the honor to meet many of
your countrymen.”

In a few words Grey explained his
. position, and produced the passport
which permitted him to pass safely
through France.

“You are going to Pans, said the
officer. ‘“ It’s lucky we happened along
just as we did; those fellows have no
regard for the rules of war.” Then, ex-

tending his hand with a frank smile: “ T

did not know what the firing meant, un-
less it was a scouting party of the Prus-
sians, and—we charged down the hill
hoping to have a brush with those slip-
pery Uhlans.

“But I haven’t introduced myself;

I’'m Jean de Marc, captain in the goth’

Chasseurs, and at your service. I'dlike
to hear more about your brush with
thése fellows, who will be attended to.
A horse is at your disposal, if you are
able to ride.”

Grey thankfully accepted the gener-
ous offer. At the command, the cav-
. alrymen fell into rank, the one whose
horse Grey appropriated mounting be-
hind a comrade.
fallen Franc-tireurs closely guarded,
the cavalcade took. its way toward
Paris.

CHAPTER IX.
A VACANT HOUSE.

As they rode along Grey explained
to the Breton captam the adventures he
had éncountered in his journey, and the
ebject of his visit to Paris, at a time
when mntost foreigners were hurrying

away from the threatened city. De

Marc expressed his concern, and cour-

Then, with the crest-
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teously offered to.be of any possible

assistance to the Grey family. ‘
“'Thank you!” said the American,

with the cordiality he was always ready

- to show toward an acquaintance who

impressed him favorably. “If the
Prussians spring the trap before we can
get away from Paris I may call upon
you for some favors. At present the
principal thing I want is—" he

- paused and consulted the address up-

on an ,envelope which he drew from his
pocket—“ to know the shortest way to
49 Rue Avon.”

De Marc started slightly and repeat-
ed the address after him.

“T can direct you there easily,” he
added after a moment, “ but I advise
you to remove your family from that
section as soon as possible. The house’
must be under the very shadow of the
fortifications at the Porte Dauphine,
and I’'m afraid your rest will be dis-
turbed when the big dogs on the ram-
parts begin to bark.”

Grey looked anxious.

“ We'll move bag and baggage if the
governor is able to travel,” he said.
“I’'ve seen a part of the German army,
and it’s my opinion that if we don’t get
out of Paris within the next few days we
can’t get out at all.”

Grey parted from De Marc before
the latter’s quarters, one of the fashion-
able hotels of the Boulevard des Ital-
iens, now turned into a barracks for the
Breton regiment, and set off in search
of his family. As he went along he con-
trasted the appearance of the city with
what it had been a year before when he
passed through on his way to Vienna.

Then he had seen the Paris of pleas-
ure and fashion. Now he beheld a som-
ber, silent Paris, subdued by the im-
" pending threat of siege. .

The shops were closed. The cafés
still held their throngs of frequenters,
but these were gathered in little groups
about the tables discussing the latest
news, the rumors from the front, and
the preparations for defense.

The streets had lost all their bright
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colors. The few women whom he
passed wore gowns of black or gray or
violet, the colors of mourning. Car-
riages had almost disappeared from the
streets. 'Their places had been taken
by men on horseback, officers, aides,
and couriers galloping hither and
thither.

But while civilian Paris had disap-
peared, martial Paris was everywhere in
evidence. Four out of every five mehn
wore some badge of war. Those who
could not display the red stripes of the
Guard appeared with the Geneva cross
of the ambulance corps.

The theaters had been converted into
hospitals. A regiment of the National
Guard was quartered in the Bourse, and
marched up and down the inclosed

space before the building to do its pre- .

scribed amount of daily drlll

No dramatic effect that could height-
en the tension of the situation was
lacking. In characteristic fashion Paris
was preparing to resist the invader to
the last.

Grey knew the city well enough to
find his way under ordinary circum-
stances, but its aspect had changed so
greatly that he paused frequently to in-
quire the proper direction from one of
the uniformed “ guardians of the
peace” who had replaced the gen-
darmes. They answered his question
_ readlly enough, and the answer was al-
ways the same:

“Over yonder by the Porte Dau-
phine.”

It was taken for granted that every-

body in Paris knew the location of the -

Porte Dauphine. It was the spot to
which the eyes of the Parisians turned
often and anxiously. .
There were planted the great cannon
which were the final defense of the city.
. The newspapers and the popular ora-
tors declared that the Prussians would
never get within range of those cannon,
but the populace liked to gather about
the big, silent, black guns and address
them by affectionate names, and esti-
mate how many Prussians could be ex-
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terminated by each dlscharge from
their brazen throats.

Grey found a crowd of two hundred
or more collected there when he finally
reached the fortification. Their necks -
were craned upward as the necks of
similar crowds had been craned every
day for two weeks watching the soldiers
who were adjusting. the pieces in posi-
tion, training them on the hills outside
the city where the Prussians were pres-
ently to appear, and signaling to other
detachments on the other fortifications
to north and south.

Grey paused to watch them for a mo-
ment, and a friendly bourgeo:s at his
side said with a chuckle, as he pointed
to a piece just placed in position :

“‘That new one is the largest of them
all. The soldiers call it the Terror. Its -
range is three thousand meters. It will
give the Prussians a shaking up if they
come too near. They say that when it
is fired it will shatter every window for
ten squares around.”

Grey nodded and pressed on through
the crowd. The Terror was well
enough, he thought to himself, but its
vicinity was no place for the colonel and
Celia. He inquired of a civil guard with
a grimy tricolor in his cap for the Rue

~Avon.

“There it is,” said the guard pomt—
ing to the entrance of-a deserted street
directly before them, “ but it is in the
hands of the military.”

- “In the hands of the mxhtary? ”
gasped Grey in alarm. “ What for? ”

In his excitement he spoke in Eng-
lish, but the man evidently understood
the import of his question.

“They are tearing down some of the
houses,” he said, “ so that ammunition
and additional guns may be hauled up .
there,” pointing to the top of the forti-
fications. “ The others have been or-
dered vacated because it would be un-
safe for people to remain in them after
the cannonading begins.” '

‘Grey pressed on to the entrance to
the street, where he was stopped by .a
national guardsman, who presemnted the
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bayonet of his farbetaire at the Ameri-
can’s breast, but spoke civilly enough.

“It is not permitted to pass here,
he said.

“But I must go inside,” replied
Grey. “I am an American, and have
just arrived in Paris. My father and
sister have been residing here. If they
have removed I may at least find where
they have gone.”

The gnard bowed politely to show
that he understood, but kept his weapon
poised before him, and said merely :

“ We have our orders. No one is to
pass.”

Grey protested volubly in French
and English, but with no effect on the
guardsman. Presently a sergeant came
up. Grey appealed to him, but he was
as polite and as firm as the other had
been. He finally consented, however,
to lay the matter before the lieutenant
in charge of the guard.

A third timé Grey went over his
story. The lieutenant protested that

_ the proceeding would be irregular, but,

yielding to the urgency of the case, he
offered to accompany Grey to Number

49. :

The result was disappointing. The
house, a roomy, old fashioned one, was
empty and deserted. The floors and
walls had been stripped, the doors stood
open, and the windows had been taken
out. There was nothing to show what
had become of tlie occupants.

On the trampled grass plot before
the building men were piling cannon
balls, food for the capacious maw of

" the TFerror, frowning above them.

They searched in vain for the con-
cierge or for any one who could tell
them whether the late occupants of the
kouse had gone. _

At length one of the workmen re-
membered. that Calcart, the concierge,
was now a sergeant in one of the regi-
ments of reserves. He could not recall
the number of the regiment, but be-
lieved that it was the 27th. =~

" Wearily Grey set out to follow this -

slender clue. He succeeded better than

-

he had dared to hope, for he found Ser-
gant Calcart without difficulty, going
through wonderful evolutions in com-
pany with his regiment in an open space
near the Jardins des Plantes.

Calcart remembered the old gentle-
man and his daughter perfectly. The
father had been very ill, but improved
of late. When the order to vacate the
house came he had been able to go
away in a closed carriage driving very
slowly. Where they had gone Calcart
did not know.

It had all happened - so suddenly;
there had been much confusion; no-
body left any address; he had enhsted
on that day.. Probably monsieur and
his daughter had gone to a hotel; but,
on the other hand, they might have
gone to some other apartment. Really,
Calcart could not tell anything about it.

Finding that he had followed a blind
trail, Grey turned to retrace his steps.
He was tired out from the exertions of-
the day, and sick at heart from his dis-
appointment.

The short September afternoon had
waned. Darkness was coming on.
There were few lights along the ave-
nues, and the interminable rows of
buildings showed in ill defined outlines
in the dusky twilight. Somewhere in
that great forest of brick and stone were
the colonel and Celia. But where?

Grey could not answer that ; he could
only search for them through Paris.
Meanwhile, the march of the Prussians
came steadily nearer and nearer. Time
was passing, the precious time which
they three should improve by putting
the greatest possible distance between
themselves and the doomed city.

CHAPTER X.
A MEETING IN THE RUE ST. LAZARE.

UNDER ordinary circumstances, to
find a person of unknown address in
Paris would have been no easy matter.
At a time when the city was turned up-
side down by the presence of war, when
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troops were everywhere, and many
houses had been closed by their owners,
it became doubly difficult.

It was with small assurance of suc-
cess that Grey set ‘out on his quest the
following morning. )

He resolved to go first to the Ameri-
can legation. At a time like this the
minister should be informed as to the
whereabouts of all the Americans in
Paris.

He found the legation readily
enough, but no tidings of those whom
he sought. . The minister had been
away, had returned since the outbreak
of the war. He had heard nofhing of
Colonel Grey and his daughter.

At the hotels Grey met with no better
success. In most of them he was in-
formed curtly that no Americans were
stopping there. Thus another day
passed—the fourteenth. On the mor-
row the gates of the city were to be
closed, and nobody could pass in or out.
without special permission.

As a result of his experiences on his
second day in Paris, Grey learned to be
careful in the matter of asking ques-
tions. The manner of every person in-
terrogated at once became suspicious.
He found that the fact of ‘his being an
American was the reverse of a recom-
mendation to most of the inhabitants.

He saw many instances of the sense-
less suspicions of the populace. On the
. Fauborg St. Antoine an old woman was
‘anine along with a basket half full of

les on her arm. She had the
form of a peasant, though
bent with age. Her face was
" “ded, and she had the
isplay. a perceptible
her upper lip.

was observed by the
one of the wine shops,
were several gardes mo-
ly they surrounded the
creature, demanding to know

1ess and her destination.

‘L'hose on the outskirts of the crowd
that gathered were unable to see what
had happened, and repeated the story
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told them by those in front—that a
German officer had been arrested dis-
guised as a woman. .

The poor creature, bewildered by the -
cries and shouts that arose on every
side of her, stood helpless in the center
of the mob, which, with Parisian aban-
don, soon worked itself into a frenzy.
The dame was hustled from side to side,
and half her garments were torn off be-
fore an officer of the guards, seeing her
plight, drove back the crowd and car-
ried her away to a police station for
protection.

Other instances of the unreasoning

“suspicions that filled the minds of the

citizens Grey encountered at every turn.
These affairs filled him with anger and
alarmed him for the safety of his family.
He must find them, and must find them
quickly. The mood of Paris was one of
violence that would not respect either
age or weakness. ‘

Having reached the end of his own
resources, Grey resolved to go and visit
his new found friend, the Breton cap-

_tain, in the hope that he might be able

to suggest something.

De Marc showed genuine concern
when he heard that the other had been
unable to find his family. He looked-
thoughtfully at the floor for a few mo-
ments. Then he said:

“It is a difficult matter. The con-
fusion in the city makes it impossible to
seek one out by the ordinary means. I
can think of only one recourse that you
have not tried. That is to go to the
prefect of police. He is the Count de
Kératry, a Breton, and a man who can
be trusted. I know him and shall be
glad to accompany you to his office in
the morning. Meanwhile do not be dis-
turbed. The fact that you have been
unable to get tidings of your family is
the best indication that they are safe.”

It was cold comfort, but the hearty
sympathy of De Marc was reassuring,
and decided the American to follow the
captain’s advice. Accordingly, he
promised to be on haid at noon on the
following day, and returned to the lodg-
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ing he had occupied the night before,
declining De Marc’s offer of a bed in
his own quarters.

The visit to the -prefect did not help
the case. The officer listened to his
recital, took down his name, and a de-
scription of Colonel Grey and Celia.
He would call the attention of his

agents to the matter, but he could*

promise nothing.
On their return they visited the sta-

tion of the Western Railway." De Marc

had a package which he desired to send,
and it was feared that communication
with the outside world would cease in
Thence they
strolled slowly back toward De Marc’s
quarters.

In the Rue St. Lazare, near the
Church of the Trinity, they came upon
one of the gatherings that were fre-
quently met in the streets of Paris in
those days of alarm and violence.

A gesticulating crowd had gathered

~ about a carriage, which was endeavor-

ing to make its way along the street.
The carriage was closed, the curtains
were drawn, and the driver made his
way slowly and with care.

Curiosity or some other motive had
led a few loiterers to follow after the
vehicle. Others saw and joined them,
until there was a good sized crowd on

_either side, keeping pace with the prog-

ress of the coach.

None of the crowd knew quite why
they were following the carriage. The
various additions to the mob inquired
of the others who was inside. Nobody
knew, but there were plenty who were
ready to hazard guesses.

Somebody averred that it was an
aged royalist who was making his es-
cape from the city. Another added that
it was'the Marshal Vaillant. A brawny
workman from the Fauborg St. An-

toine caught the remark and shouldered

his way forward.
“ Running away, is he, the old aris-
tocrat? ” he said loudly. “ We'll make

a republican of him bpfore he goes, at-

any rate.”

e e e A T — e

He seized the horses by the b;'idle-
reins and brought them to:-a stop, un-

- heeding the expostulations of the

coachman.

*“Tell the aristocrat to step out and
shout ‘Vive la Republique !’ if he wants
to go any further,” he «called out to the
crowd.

As the carriage came to a stopAthe
mob had closed in on it. Now they be-.
gan howling like wolves after a quarry.

“The oath! Let him take the
oath.”

De Marc and Grey, who had been ad-
vancing in the same-direction as the-
carriage, had watched the proceedings
with interest. As the shouts arose, De
Marec said bitterly : : 4

“ Paris is always Paris. When revo-
lution stirs the cup the dregs rise to the-
surface.”

Suddenly he uttered a sharp excla-

mation. Grey, who had been intent in
watching the burly workman who had
begun to harangue the crowd, looked
inquiringly at him.
. “There is. a2 woman inside the car-
riage,” said De Marc. “I saw her face an
instant as she drew back the shade. By
Heaven! she shall not be insulted by
this canaille,” he added hotly, moving
hastily forward toward the ¢rowd.
Grey followed.

“ Stand back there! ” cried De Marec,
commandingly, as he came up to the
outskirts of the group. ,

The men near at hand gazed at hlm
without moving, while the speaker:
stopped his harangue for-a moment in
surprise at the interruption.

“ Stand -back,” the Breton cned
again, but nobody moved. : '

The captain’s dark face flushed. He
drew his sword impetuously and struck
the men nearest to him ‘across the
breasts with the flat of it. There was a
sudden murmur from the crowd, but
they fell back slowly.

Force could command its way with
them where fair words would have
availed nothing. -

Breaking his way through the crowd,
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De Marc took his place at the horses’
heads, while Jack took the opposite
side. They moved slowly forward into
-the open space before the church, while
the crowd stood in silence watching
them. .

When they were clear of the throng,
De Marc relinquished his place and
turned to let the carriage pass, gazing
at the window as though he hoped for
at least a smile from the fair face to re-
ward him.

The shade had been raised a few
inches. The young woman was look-
ing out. De Marc received the expect-

- cd smile and raised his hat gallantly.
He ' was not prepared, however, for the
sequel to the affair.

Grey had come around from the op-
posite side of the carriage and paused
beside him, As he appeared the car-
riage door was thrown open and the
young woman stepped hastily out.
There was a cry of “ Celia” and an-
other of “ Jack.” In an instant the two
were embracing each other.

De Marc stood in amazement, his
plumed helmet still in his hand, while
the crowd melted away, convinced that
it had been mistaken in believing that it
had unearthed a treason aO'alnst the
republic.

Explanations followed quickly. Grey
grasped the bony, wasted hand of his
father, who lay on an improvised pallet
inside the carriage. Then he intro-
duced De Marec. -

“ We are nearly at the end of our
trip,” said Celia, when they had begun
to recover their composure. “.You
see, we are moving to new quarters.
Our first place, a pretty old house well
* outside the city, was torn down to make
room for the fortifications. Then we
went to an obscure little hotel, hoping
to remain undisturbed, but the govern-
ment took that to quarter troops in. I
hunted two days before I found an
apartment that seemed to be safe and
at the same time what we wanted. Ttis
just ‘around the corner in the Rue
Clichy.”
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“'Then drive there at once,” said
Grey; “ we can talk later.”

They did talk later, going step by
step over the story of their various ex- -
periences..

Grey found that the colonel was still
too ill to think of leaving the city. ‘The
excitement and the moving about had
made him worse once more.

“ It’s just as well you have this apart-
ment,” said the son, finally. “ The gates
of Paris are to be closed tomorrow. I
reckon we shall want to occupy these
quarters for some time.”

CHAPTER XL :
THE NINETEENTH OF SEPTEMBER.

SINCE it was 1mpossnble to remove
his father from Paris in his weak con-
dition, Grey settled down to make the
best of affairs. What with remaining
in the invalid’s room, making himself
familiar with the surrounding neigh-

‘borhood, and visiting the inner fortifi-

cations, the first three days passed
quickly. .

Everywhere he found a spirit of rest-
lessness. Wild rumors were rife as to
the Prussians. Bulletins appeared on
every corner, each a contradiction of
the others.

At one hour it was announced that
the black and white pennons of the
Uhlans had been seen fluttering in the
direction of Versailles. This was su-
perseded by the report that the enemy

- were yet two days distant from Paris.

Of one thing Grey was sure. The
circle of invasion was closing in like a
garotte, to throttle Paris. Twenty times
each day he cursed the luck that held
his father from attempting a ]oumey

There was yet time to leave the city;
once outside the fortifications, the or-
der signed by Bismarck would assure a
passage through the encircling Ger—
mans.

He had thought to conduct the col-
onel and his sister to a place of safety,

_then attach himself, as an observer, to
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- St. Albans’ Uhians, or perhaps to the

general staff.” All the excitement was
to be found in the Prussian ranks; the
French were like rats caught in a trap—
and he with them. « "
. On the nineteenth of September all
doubts were removed asto-the location
of the Germans. On the morning of that
day Grey accompanied- Captain De
Marc to one of the outer forts, a chain
of which encircled Paris.

Standing on the ramparts, he exam-
ined through his glass the horizon to
the east. Dark specks hovered every-

_where, the advance guard of the be-

siegers. De Marc, who had been gaz-
ing intently in the same direction, shut
his glass' with a snap.

“The siege has begun,” said he bit-
terly, “ but those Prussians have reck-
oned without their host. We shall see
if Paris is helpless.”.

Grey shook his head. Mentally he

“was calculating how long it would take

that magnificent fighting machine,
welded together by Von Moltke and
Bismarck, to batter down the defcnse
of a desperate people.

“Today,” continued De Marc,

“ there will be.a sortie against those fel-
lows, and—you will see. My Chasseurs
are to take part,in the engagement.”
Then, more soberly: “ You have been
in Paris for some days; what is your
opinion as to the mind of the people?”

“ Paris will fight,” said Grey, “ and
she comprehends the seriousness of her
position. Last night I dropped into a
billiard room, and picked up a cue. The
proprietor raised his hands in protest.

“‘ Mon Dien! would you play at such
a time?’ cried he; ‘it is the hour for
muskets.’ :

:“ Your women are dressed in_black.
Your theaters closed. Yesterday I saw
a cartoon of the emperor ; the peOple'

‘remember Sedan.”

The captain of Chasseurs smlled
faintly.

“You are a keen observer. M. Grey,”-
“ if the, Prussians entered the
streets of Paris they would find a barri-
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cade on every corner. Even the women
would fight.” .

-“You.say there is to be a sortle° ”
asked Grey.

“ Today, replied De Marc. “ 1 must
return at once to prepare myself. You
should see my Chasseurs then, mon
anmi. :

A sudden idea seized Grey S

‘“ Captain de Marc,” he said, would
there be an objection to my accom-
panying your Chasseurs? ™

The Frenchman ralsed his eye-
brows.

“ As to objections, there could surely
be none,” he replied; “ it would be an
honor to have one who has served un-
der your famous Grant, ride by my side
against the Germans, but——" v

“ I did not mean in that way,” inter-

'_rupted Grey, seeing the other's mis-

take. “ The nature of my errand to
Paris and the probable necessity. of
again passing thropgh the German
lines, force neutrality upon me. But [
wotild like to see the fight just the same
and—your Chasseurs in action.”

The last touched the Frenchman, as
Grey knew it would ; De Marc was very
proud of his Chasseurs.

“Dame!” he cried, “I cannot deny
you that; to see them break those ter-
rible Prussians. But has M. Grey con-
sidered? There will be bullets in plenty,
and your father is still in Paris.”

Grey’s face sobered.

“You speak truly,” said he, scarcely -
able to conceal his disappointment.
“ I’'m not afraid for myself, but the col-
onel and my sister; that’s another mat-
ter.”

De Marc looked his sympathy. Born
a soldier, he understood his compan-
ion’s eagerness to witness the prospect-
ive battle.

“ Tiens!” he exclaimed, “ there is a
way—the ambulance corps, and you
need not be idle.”

Grey jumped at the suggestion.
With the Red Cross he would be less
exposed to danger, which, for his fa-
ther's sake, he must avoid, and the sem-
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blance of breaking faith with the Ger-
mans would be obliterated.

Returning to the city, he found it as
De Marc had said. The streets leading
. to the fortifications on the west were

filled with soldiers. There were infan-
trymen of Rénault’s corps, in baggy
scarlet trousers, short blue frocks, and
white gaiters; chasseurs in blue and
silver; zouaves with bewhiskered faces
surmounted by the little fez cocked
over ohe ear, their jackets heavily

braided, the deadly ‘saber bayonet
dangling at belt.
There were also battalions of mo-

biles, vicious, insubordinate, armed
with breech loading rifles, the use of
- which they understood but little.

Grey could not but compare the ap-
pearance of these French soldiers who
were to be hurled against the Prussians,
with the Prussians themselves, and the
odds were all in favor of the latter.

Keeping close to Captain De Marc’s
side, he wended his way through the
crowded streets to the headquarters of
the 4oth Chasseurs.

Already the command was under
arms, their faultless equipment and sol-
(herly bearing forming a striking con-

trast to the regiment of mobiles drawn'

up along the street opposite.
De Marc pointed to a brick building
a few rods away.
- “Tt is the quarters of the ambulance
corps,” he explained; ““ I will introduce
you to the officers.”

A score of sober faced men were hur-

rying to and fro when Grey entered the
building.. A row of stretchers stood
against the wall, ready to be borne out
to receive their ghastly burdens. The
red cross on its white background was

- everywhere ; on the sleeves of the mem-_

bers of the corps, on the little square
flags hanging limply from their poles,
stacked in a caorner.

A white haired surgeon greeted
Grey’s companion.. In a few brief words
De Marc explained his errand.

“You are welcome to accompany
us,” said the surgeon, extending a
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moist hand to Grey ; “ we are rushed to
death; the order to accompany the
troops came only an hour ago.”

Grey declined the offer that the red
cross be attached to his sleeve, It
seemed to him a betrayal of trust in any’
way to ally himself with the French ser-
vice, but he told the surgeon he would
accompany the corps and assist if his
aid were required. :

The morning was yet young when -
the sallying party was put in motion.
The Germans occupied the plateau of
Chitillon, and it was the purpose of the
French commander to drive them pell
mell from their position. ’

The troops were well out of the city
when Grey, with the ambfilance corps,
passed the inner fortifications and
moved toward the plateau. The sun
shone clear in a cloudless sky, a gentle
breeze swept up from the west; all
about the fields were green.

‘Grey’s mind went back to the days
of his campaigning in the Shenandoah.
The blare of bugles, the glitter of arms,
the rumble of the artillery stirred his
blood. A wild desire filled his breast
to be in the saddle once more, knee to
knee with Captain De Marc’s Chas-
seurs, but he plodded along beside the
stretcher carriers, nursing his impa-
tience.

Had the Germans refused him' en-
trance into Paris, or obstructed his way,
it would have been different, but he re-
membered Bismarck’s kindness and the
friendliness of St. Albans.

Suddenly, far in front, the crack,
crack of an irregular discharge told that
the infantry were opening the battle.
The plateau of Chatillon was in sight.
A cloud of white smoke floated heaven-
ward, marking the firing line.

The rattle of the discharges grew
more frequent. Then the deep cadence
of a cannon rolled over the plain. The
pieces of twelve on the earthwork re-
doubt by which the French command-
ed the plateau, were smoking like“a
hundred forges.

The ambulance corps quickened its
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step, the stretchers would not long re-
main empty.

CHAPTER XIIL
THE PLATEAU OF CHATILLON,

THE battle was raging fiercely. Grey,
from his place of vantage, swept the
ﬁeld with his glass.

" The red legged mfantry of the lme
was crawling like a snake toward the
curling bar of smoke which marked the
German position. To the right he saw
the battalions of Zouaves standing mo-
tionless as though undecided what to
do. On the left there was an inexplic-
able inaction; what was the French
commander thinking of?

The center was hurling itself upon

the Prussians; firing, charging, stag-
gering, under the deadly fire from the
needle guns.

An almost uncontrollable impulse.

seized Grey to rush forward and urge
‘the wings to advance upon the enemy.
Already the Germans were taking ad-
vantage of the stupid blunder. Their
fire was concentrated against the val-
jant soldiers of the line, pushing
straight across the center of the
plateau.

In the excitement of the scene before
him' he forgot the ambulance corps of
which he was supposed to be a part.
-Its members were already busy at work
upon the field; the snowy whiteness of
the stretchers was gone; the blood of
France had changed it to a darker
hue.

Far to the front Grey saw the dark
" lines of the Prussians, their front flecked’
with the drifting white smoke from the
‘needle guns. The plateau was covered
by-vapor, which concealed the prog-
ress of the battle.

Suddenly, on the right, the raw Zou-

aves wavered. He heard the cries of
their officers bidding them stand firm.
A shell from a German gun exploded
above their-heads, scattering a rain of
iron in every direction, and the next
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moment the Zouaves were gone, flee-
ing like frightened . sheep toward
Paris. - v

Grey swept his glass around the ﬁeld
until it rested on the Prussian ranks.
They were moving forward, firing as
they advanced, halting, moving on,
firing again. Here and there fluttered
“the black and white pennon of a Uhlan,
above the smoke floated the flags of
Germany; but advancing, always ad-
vancing.

“'They come on bravely,” muttered.
Grey; “ in a moment it will be too late;
if the Zouaves had only stood firm.”

Even as he spoke the Prussians broke
into a run, seized the position which
the Zouaves should have held, and
turned to outflank the French division
under Caussade. A third of the battle
was already lost. :

Suddenly Grey’s attention was riv-
eted upon a movement in the center;
the Chasseurs of the 4oth were advanc-
ing to the charge.

On its flanks thundered the French
artillery, sweeping the plateau with a
shower of lead and iron. The fire of
the Prussians slackened; flesh and
blood could not withstand that torrent
of death from the French guns.

The smoke, piled up in rolling clouds,

-drifted away. Grey heard the shrill

tones of the cavalry bugles; through
the smoke he saw the glitter of steel as
the Chasseurs hurled themselves upon
the lines in blue. '

He knew that De Marc was there,
but in the seething mass of chargmg
horsemen he could not distinguish in-
dividuals.

Suddenly, from the grove of Clamart.
the objective point of the Chasseurs’
wild dash, burst a great puff of white
smoke. The Germans had unmasked
their mitrailleuses and received the in-
trepid horsemen with a storm of iron.

Grey, trembling with excitement,
stared through the glass until his eyes
ached. It was glorious—the grandsons
of those who made that famous charge
at Waterloo were repeating history.
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The boom, boom of the Prussian can-
non seemed to increase; then it died
away, and the war cloud hung sullenly
over the plain. In his eagerness to see
what was happening, Grey could have
brushed it aside with his hands.
~ He lowered the glass and wiped the
lens with his pocket ‘handkerchief.
When he raised it again a groan burst
from his lips. The Chasseurs were
coming back—their ranks decimated.
The deep boom of the iron guns had
given place to the crack, crack of the
Prussian rifles.

Grey could see that the sortie had
failed. The Zouaves were probably
well within the second fortifications.
The battalions of Mobiles, unable to
stand against the fire of the German
cannon, were in full retreat. The re-
pulse of De Marc’s Chasseurs ended all
hope for the French.

From his elevated position Grey
could see the center, which had for
hours beaten against the wall of invad-
ers, fall sullenly back. There was no
disorder, no tumult, but the French
were in full retreat.

First a few companies, dust €overed
and smoke stained, drifted past. The
soldiers moved as though overcome

with weariness, but the tricolor snapped

defiantly in the evening breeze. Then
‘came some pieces of artillery; the ma-
jority of the batteries were in the Prus-
sians’ hands. Behind the artillery the
plateau was filled with the red legged

soldiers of the line—falling back upon

Paris.

"Mingled with the infantrymen rode
the Chasseurs; Grey sought for De
Marc. At last he sayw him, blackened
and blood stained, but sitting upright
in the saddle beneath the flag of France.

At the same moment their eyes met and

a faint flush sprang to the Chasseur’s

cheeks; the American had witnessed

the triumph of the Prussians.
Prckmg his way out-of the crowd, he
reined in his hoise at Grey’s side.
“Mon Dien!” he muttered, “ you
saw it all, and—my Chasseurs! 2
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Grey seized the hand hangn
at the rider’s side.

“ Could valor. have won, th
would have been cut in pieces,”
kindly. - “It was magnificen
Waterloo, but against those c
the best troops in the world cot
have crossed that plain.”

“ It was those cursed Mobiles,” said
the captain savagely; “ had they stood
their ground—but wait—you saw the
line stand firm; next tlme it will not be
the French who run.” .

The troops fell back rapidly, leaving
the plateau in possession of the Ger-
mans. These did not follow up their
advantage; the cannon in the forts of
Issy and Vannes kept them at a respect-
ful distance. Perhaps they were con-
tent to have held their own.

Grey reéntered Paris with the weary
soldiers. The streets leading from the
fortifications were thronged with mili-
tary. News of the defeat was in every
mouth. There were angry murmurs
against the officers who, it was said, had
sold themselves to the enemy.

A man was nailing a placard to a
wall. It announced the “ momentary
check of the sallying party,” and called
upon all Frenchmen to take up arms
for the defense of Paris. .

Nearer the center of the city the
crowd was more boisterous; it was
composed of those who later would
plunge Paris into a senseless :
tion ;' the embryo of the Commu

Grey’s path led him throug
crowd. Everywhere he saw sc -
faces, evil looks, and heard the mutter-
ings against the governor and the min-
isters. Some one shouted, “A4 bas trait-
eur!”

The .cry was taken up and
along the street. A man craze

wine and ' ruck wildl
space, anot 1 frantically
ha "

s+ step, anxious to

es so unpleasant a locality.
*a corner, he found the way
blocked by a shouting mob, one of

-
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reading aloud from a plac-
thing flashed before his eyes.
ly he turned, his fingers up-
of his revolver. It was none

; close at his side stood Le:

Bete, an open knife in his hand.

CHAPTER XIIL
A WAIF OF PARIS.

A THRILL of something akin to fear
swept over Grey as he noted the savage
grin with which Le Bete regarded him.
There was something uncanny, devil-
ish, about the fellow’s ugliness.

Le Bete seemed in nowise discon-
certed by the failure of his attempt to
He backed
quickly away into the crowd after his
first ghastly grin.

Nobody in the throng made any ef-
fort to interfere with him. The news of
the bulletins was too engrossing for an
attempted assassination to divert them.

Grey’s impulse was to shoot the crea-
ture down. He could never feel secure
in Paris with the thought that this ear-
less being might spring upon him at
any moment. Then he reflected that
such a course might lead to complica-
tions, might interfere with his plans for
leaving Paris.

He advanced in Le Bete’s direction.

‘He would at least show the fellow that

he was not frightened.

Le Bete, who had converted himself
into a presentable garde mobile by the
addition of a uniform coat and trousers
to his previous outfit, watched his com-
ing. He did not seem to be afraid

either, but backed against the wall of -

the street, holding his right hand in his

" pocket. Probably it grasped a knife or

revolver.
Grey observed with satisfaction that
“* “"  arm was bandaged and in a
was a memento of their
ing, and the motive of Le

'close to the ruffian’s side.
vardly sneak!” he began

3a

o

in the tense, quiet tone that always in-
dicated his fiercest anger. “ Frying to
knife me in the back, were you? T’lllet
you off this once, but if ever you come
near me again, I’ll shoot you down on
sight.”.

Le Bete’s answer was a torrent of the
vilest abuse. Grey paid no attention,
but turned back to take his former place
beside De Marc. As they went on he
related his previous experiences with
Le Bete and his fellows.

“Oh,” sajd the Breton bitterly,

“ there are many cutthroats, such as he,
who disgrace the uniform, seeking not
fighting, but pillage. You should have
turned him over to the police.”

“To tell the truth,” replied Grey,
laughing, “ I did not want him to think
that I was afraid of him. I will admit, -
though, that when I first caught sight.
of him it gave me a queer start.”

“You cannot afford to laugh at him,”
said De Marc. “XKnaves of his ilk
know the byways of Paris as a fox does
his burrow. A knife thrust in a dark al-
ley is their reliance. You must not be
too rash.”

“'Oh,” rejoined Grey carelessly, “ I'll
be ready for him next time. You see, I
never thought of his being in Paris, or
he wouldn’t have caught me napping.”’

The conversation turned to other
matters, and Grey dismissed the inci-
dent from his mind. Only, as he was
turning into the courtyard of his new
home in the Rue Clichy, he caught
sight of a figure shambling along in the
obscurity of the trees on the opposite
side of the street.

There was something familiar in the
slouching gait. Grey looked intently,
but was certain that he must be mis-
taken. He had come at a brisk pace.
Could it be that Le Bete had kept up
with him, was dogging his footsteps?

“T'll keep a weather eye out for that
gentleman,” he thought, as he turned
to enter the yard.

And he whistled cheerily to dnve off
the uncomfortable feeling that the
thought of Le Bete inspired in him.
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At the breakfast table the following
morning Grey recounted the events of
the preceding day.

“ That means that Paris is bottled
up,” he explained at the end of his nar-
rative. “ Von Moltke will see that the
cork is well driven in. The city is in no
danger for the present, but we had best
lay in a good stock of provisions. I
don’t fancy that anything-- without
wings will get in or out for some time
to come.” .

Celia had taken it upon herself to do
the marketing, and went out every
morning to buy fresh meat and such
vegetables as were to be had.

Grey accompanied her at first, but he
soon found that she was much better
able than he to cope with the extortion-
ate shopkeepers. For himself he found
much more enjoyment in roaming
about the city, visiting the fortifications
or chatting with De Marc.

The latter had called at the house in
the Rue Clichy several times on Grey's
invitation. Colonel Grey and he soon
became great friends. The old soldier
and the young one admired and re-
spected each other for the courage com-
mon to both. Even Celia, who affected
to despise all foreigners, admitted that
De Marc was a charming companion
and an exception to the general rule.

To"the mind of the young girl, their
experience was highly entertaining.
With Jack’s presence and the.gradual
recovery of her father, she began to
enjoy it thoroughly. It was her first
taste of war. She knew nothing of the
dangers and privations that were hkely
to occur.

But it was thrilling te think of being
shut up in this great city with an army
outside pounding at.the walls which,
the Parisians said, would never yield.

So she went wherever she pleased un-
der the guise of marketing. She pro-
posed to see whatever of interest was
going on in the city, and made her way
about with the self possession charac-

_teristic of an American girl.

She took flowers to the hospitals,
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little delicacies to the ambulance head-
quarters, and a dozen times a day un—

- derwent risks that would have made

Jack’s hair stand on end had he known
of them.

One morning, some ten days after
the beginning of the siege, Miss Celia
reappeared at home, followed by a
queer bundle of tatters, that proved, on
closer inspection, to be a girl of twelve
or thereabouts. Her hands were black
and grimy, her short hair was twisted
into an unkempt braid, and her feet
were incased in sabots of different sizes.
Her face had the old, drawn look of the
street child. .

Her eyes were black roving, hawk-
like, with the glance of the scavenger,
the look that distinguishes the waifs of
Paris.

Celia introduced her new charge at
luncheon.

“’This is Héloise,” she said ; “ I found
her near the Quai d’Orsay. Some boys
were tormenting her, and I drove them
off. She said she had no home to go to,
so I brought her here. You know I
have the care of the house on my hands,
and I really need some one to help me.
Héloise can do the rougher work.”

Jack surveyed the new acquisition
with distinct disfavor. He did not like
those eyes. Somehow they reminded
him instinctively of the eyes of Le
Bete.

But he had not the heart to interfere
with his sister’s charitable designs, so
he kept his distrust to himself.

Héloise seemed to feel little interest
in the change that had taken place.in
her fortunes. She was obedient and

silent, carrying out Celia’s orders with

doglike fidelity.

She ate ravenously for the first few
days whenever food was offered to her.
Evidently she feared that a state of af-
fairs which included enough to eat was
too good to last. -

Gradually, however, as she found
that there was to be plenty of food and
no beatings, -her first attitude of mis-
trust wore off, and she evinced a will-
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ingness to do whatever was requu-ed of
her. -
Little by lxttle Celia got her story,
and detailed it to her father and Jack.
Her mother Héloise could not re-

member. She had had a father, but had.

not seen him for a long time. He had
been kind to her sometimes, though he
had beaten her often. The woman in
whose charge he had left her when he
was taken away by the gendarmes had
beaten her always. She had sent the
chjld into the streets to beg, and had
whipped her because she did not bring
home money enough

Since the siege there had been little
giving to beggars, and Héloise had not
dared go home. On the day when Celia
found her she had intended to throw
herself into the Seine. That was the
history of Héloise.

The supervision of her household
and the care of her new charge afforded
plenty of occupation for Celia. But as

- day after day went by with no change,

it began to pall upon the others.

Now that he had recovered enough
to get about, Colonel Grey was impa-
tient of the circumstances which kept
them shut up in the besieged city. Jack
was in despair at the inactivity.

* There’s absolutely nothing doing,”
he declared ruefully. “1It’s simply a
game of freeze out, and we are on the
losing side.”

One evening early in October, how-
ever, he came in with a more cheerful
countenance than usual.

“ General Burnside is in the city,” he
said excitedly to his father. “ He came
through the German lines today. You
and I will call upon him at the legation
in the morning, and if it can be ar-
ranged, we will go out with him when
he leaves, in a day or two.” :

CHAPTER XIV.
A VISITOR FROM THE PRUSSIANS.

" WHEN Jack and his father reached
the house of Minister Washburne on

N
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the following morning, they found that
they were by no means the only Ameri-
cans desirous of leaving the besieged
city. There was a crowd of their coun-
trymen there, all anxious to meet Gen-
eral Burnside, and more anxious to
know when they could get out of Paris.
The minister explained the situation
to them, saying that the great number
of requests for passes made it impos-
sible to grant any of them without con-
sulting the German authorities.
Through General Burnside, he was
sending a message to Bismarck asking
the latter to set a day when all properly

accredited Americans who desired to -

leave the ‘city might pass through the
Prussian lines. The twenty seventh of
October had been suggested as a satis-
factory date for this purpose.

There was every reason to believe
that Bismarck would assent to the plan.
His answer would be received in the
course of a few days. Meanwhile the
best that they could do would be to
contain themselves in patience.

This arrangement was far from satis-
fying the Americans. They had at first
announced their intention of remaining
in Paris to the end of the siege, but as
its rigors became more and more severe
they decided that they would much pre-
fer tb be outside the walls.

The prospect of a definite date on
which they would be permitted to de-
part, however, was something, even
though that date was three weeks’ dis-
tant. Most of them were suffering no -
great inconvenience by their isolation
from the world. It was.the prospect of
long months of this dreary waiting that
was discouraging to them.

Therefore, they accepted the minis-
ter’s plan with the best grace possible
under the circumstances.

Grey did not wait for the conclusion
of the conference at the legation. A
balloon was advertised to leave Paris on
this day, and he was anxious to reach
the station at Montmartre, from which -
it was to depart

His mission was an important one,
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nothing less, in fact, than the sending
of a letter to the young woman in Ver-
mont of whom he had spoken to St. Al-
bans, and who had not heard from him
for & month or more.

A balloon could carry only one hun-
dred pounds of mail, and there was
nearly a hundred tons of it wait-
ing to get out of Paris. But Grey had
secured the favor of sending his missive
from the American who was one of the
managers of the balloon express, and he
did not propose to miss the oppor-

" tunity.

Having delivered the tiny package
and wished his compatriot a successful
voyage, he joined the waiting throng
of thousands who had gathered to wit-
ness this attempt to communicate with
the outside world.

An adverse wind had made the de-
parture of the airship impossible on the
preceding day, but now everything was
favorable. Four persons were to make
the hazardous attempt. Two of them
were the aeronauts who managed the
enterprise. The passengers were M.
Gambetta, who was going to take the
management of French affairs outside
the city, and his secretary.

At the aeronaut’s cry, “ Lackez tout!”’
the balloon was freed from its moor-
ings. It swayed to and fro for a mo-
ment, and then rose slowly into the air.
The immense crowd burst into exated
cheers at the sight.

" Presently the balloon paused for an

instant; then, catching the breeze, it.

swept'away to the northward. M. Gam-
betta waved his handkerchief to the
dense crowd below. There was another
torrent of cheering.

All at once this ceased. The balloon
had dipped from view behind the
heights of St. Denis. The Prussian
camp lay there. Were the bold voy-
agers to fall into the hands of the
enemy?

No, the balloon reappeared now a
speck in the distance, growing smaller
and smaller, until it vanished altogether
in the blue haze to the northward.
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With a final cheer, the crowd scat-
tered in various directions. Grey; hav-
ing viewed the spectacle to its end,
turned to betake himself homeward.

He paused here and there to catch a
word from the conversation of the little
groups on the street corners and about
the bulletin boards. 'There was much
excitement everywhere, but little real:
information.

Rumors had crept into the city that
Strasburg and Toul had fallen. All the
groups were discussing it, but nobody
could say for certain whether the repor't
was true. The authorities denied all
knowledge of it, and the newspapers
gave nothing but rumors.

There was a group larger than the
others at a corner of the Rue Cardinal.
Its members were listening to a man
in the center of the circle ‘whose nar-
rative appeared to be highly interest-
ing. At any rate, it held his auditors
silent.

Grey attached himself to the crowd.
He could hear the speaker’s voice,
though it was impossible in the dense
throng to see what manner of person it
was.

The narrator was giving the details
of the recent engagements between the
French and Prussians in the provinces.
He confirmed all the rumors that had
depressed the citizens. It was true that
Toul and Strasburg were both in the
hands of the Prussians, and that a new
corps of 15,000 men would_soon ad-
vance from the latter place to reinforce
the besiegers of Paris.

“I know the truth of what I tell
you,” he went on, “ for I reached Paris
only today, after making my -escape
from the Prussxans, who gave me this
memento.”

He held up the sleeve of his coat so -
that all could see the two bullet holes
through it and the bandage wrapped 7
about his arm. »

Grey had listened, at first with a puz-
zled look inspired by some familiarity
in the speaker’s tones. Gradually a
light dawned upon him, and he wormed
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‘o*the inner circle of the listen-
rder that he might see the

ached this vantage point just
as the man finished his story and held
up his injured arm. As he did so he
turned about and stood face to face with
Grey. It was Raoul St. Albans.

CHAPTER XV.
RAOUL ST. ALBANS.
ALTHOUGH the voice of the speaker

- had forced into Grey’s mind a suspicion

as to his identity, the sight of St. Al-
bans filled him with astonishment. -
Unconsciously a greeting sprang to

" his lips, but he checked it ere its utter-

ance betrayed their acquaintanceship.
The eyes of the Uhlan gazed straight
into his, but the expression of the face
or the cadence of the voice did not

, change.

A start, any manifestation of surprise
might have been dangerous. Were the
suspicions of the crowd aroused it
would become an infuriated mob.

After that one glance St. Albans
turned and readdressed the crowd
about him. Grey surmised his purpose.
With pitiless words he laid bare to the
murmuring Frenchmen that which the
authorities were desirous of keeping
hidden.

“Dame!” cned he, pointing to his
bandaged_arm, “this was received a
league from the walls. I tell you, my
friends, the Prussians are everywhere;
a cat could not pass through their
lines.”

“And you? You say you came

through How was that?” cried a-

voice. .
“ Like a snake!” replied St. Albans
quickly. “ Between the legs of their
der the cannon, close to the
Mon Dieu! the army of the

murmur drowned hisvoice.
hed them where the wound

“1 will tell you, my friends—some-
thing,” continued he, his voice growing
confidential. “I $aw the emperor—
after Sedan—seated before an inn,
smoking with Bismarck. Why was he |
there? He who should have defended
France? Will you tell me that, my
friends? ”

A wave of passion swept through the
listening hundreds ; the faces about him
grew black and threatening.

“A bas traiteur!” cried a score of
voices ; “ he dare not come to Paris.”

“ He cannot,” replied St. Albans;
“ the Prussians are everywhere. In the
fields the plows dre idle, but the furrows
are deep—cut by the wheels of German
cannon. They would deceive you—the
ministers, but my eyes have seen it, and
—we should have crossed the Rhine.”

Driven to frenzy by his words, the
crowd surged up and down the street
like an angry torrent seeking a channel
through which to vent its wrath. Even,
Grey was moved by the speaker’s pas-
sionate words ; a few such speeches and
Pariswould have to contend with some-
thing worse than the iron grasp of the
Prussian, Von Moltke.

St. Albans pushedhis way into the
crowd, casting, as he did so, a meaning
lcok at the young man.

Grey also moved away, pushing,
jostling until he reached the outskirts
of the mob, and turned into a narrow,
deserted street. Walking slowly, he ber
came aware that footsteps were follow-
ing. A shadow fell athwart the pave-
ment ; then the voice of St. Albans, low
but distinct, reached his ear.

“ Do not notice me, Herr Grey,” it
said, “ but tell me where you live. T
will come tonight.”

Mechanically Grey replled The tall
figure of the Uhlan passed him and -
turned the corner; a shutter clattered
above his head ; some one had been lis-
tening, but the words had been too low
to be overheard. )

During the remainder of the day
Grey thought much of the meeting in
the street and the approaching visit of



the Uhlan officer. The hardihood of St.
Albans in venturing into Paris at such

a time filled him with admiration for the.

man. Any one of a hundred trivial in-

_cidents might disclose his identity to his

enemies ; he was a spy, and if taken his
fate was sealed.

Grey had heard that nothing hap-
pened in the French capital which was
unknown to the Germans. The state of
the city, the restlessness of the popu-
lace, and the miserable condition of the
troops. It was to such as St. Albans
that the Prussians were indebted for
their information, and to others—who
were bound less closely to the cause of
Germany.

At first he thought he would tell the
colonel of his meeting with the Uhlan
and of the expected visit. But the in-
formation would doubtless alarm the
invalid. If St. Albans was recognized
as a spy, and found in their apartments,
even the American minister could not
save them from the evil consequences.

As night drew near the young man’s
restlessness grew stronger. He began
to wish that he had appointed some
other meeting place with St. Albans;
he was burning with impatience to hear
from his lips the condition of affairs
outside of Paris, and to tell him of the
movement set for the twenty seventh,
but it might be wiser if they did not
meet in the colonel’s apartments.

Finally he left the house and paced-

restlessly to and fro upon the pavement
before the door. Half an hour passed;
he would return and await the coming
of the Prussian.

As he turned the knob of the inner
door voices from within arrested his at-
tention. His sister’s and another—a
- manly voice, deeper and gruffer than
the colonel’'s. Astonished that any-one

should enter the house without his:

knowledge, he pushed open the door
and crossed the threshold.

Hisfather wasin hisaccustomed place-

in the big armchair; Celia sat beside the
table; oppeosite them, his elbow upon
the mantel, stoed the Uhlan spy.
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Grey stared Blankl-y from omne to-an-

other. A smile played about the-cor-
ners of St. Albans’ mouth.

“ I obtained your address,” said.he,
advancing with' outstretched: hand;
“and hastened to renew old acquaint-

anceship. I have been telling Colonel

Grey that we campaxgned ‘together in
the Shenandoah.”

Had the colonel regarded his son
closely he would have seen that some-
thing was amiss; the young man’s face
was a study. He pulled himself to-
getherand welcomed St. Albans as be-
fitted the occasion, as an old acquaint-
ance whose coming was a surprise.

" The Uhlan hastened to explain his
unexpected presemce. There was a
garden back of the house. He was per-
fectly familiar with the neighborhood.
It was a liberty, but he had come in by
the back way; it was always wise to be
careful in everything, and—the thing
was simple.

Grey accepted the explanation in si-
lence. What manner of man was this

reckless Prussian who knew Pans like:

a street gamin?

The conversation turned upom the
war and the investment of the city. St.
Albans spoke bitterly, as a Frenchman
who realized that his country’s cause
was lost. The colonel noted that his

knowledge of the Prussian army was-
wonderful; he had no idea that the-

French wereso well informed.
To Celia St. Albans related incidents
of the campaign in the provinces, the

battle of Sedan, and the meeting of Bis- -

marck and the.emperor.
An hour passed quickly. The Uhlan

rose to take his leave, promising-to call .
again if his duties permitted: Reachimrg'
the street door, he linked arms with -

Grey, and sank his voice toa whisper.”

“You are surprised to see me,” said:
he, “ but perhaps you-do not know, mon -

ani, how easy it is to get into Paris.

Already I have learned much, and a few

days will see-my.task completed. Have
you had enough of this fated city?””

Grey acknowledged that he had; and-
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the plan for the twenty

:y there will be no trouble,”

. Albans, “ but the matter lies

ck’s hands, and—he is friend-
. the Americans, as you have
seen.

"7 uld advise you,” he continued,

no time in removing Colonel

i.your sister from Paris. It is

w, our forces are not ready, but
some day—the city will be filled with
bursting shells, famirts, and revolution.
You heard the mob today? ”

“ France is lost,”
*“ Chatillon showed me that.”

“’They will try again,” replied the
Uhlan, “ but the result will be always
the same; a few sorties can gain noth-
ing, but these Frenchmen have not
learned their lesson.” '

Reaching a corner, he stopped and
held out his hand. “ T will not say fare-
well,” said he, “for we shall meet again ;
then I may be of service to you.’

Breaking into a swinging step he
moved away, humming an air of the
Latin quarter.

Grey retraced his steps thoughtfully.
When nearly opposite his door, he saw
that he was being followed. Upon the
‘threshold he turned, suddenly. The
light: from a street lamp fell upon the
sidewalk across the way.

Crouching against the wall stood the
form of a man. It was Le Bete.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE PIGEON’S FLIGHT.

It is always some little thing that up-
sets the best laid plan. If a pigeon had
not flown out of the yard of the house at
30 Rue Clichy it is probable that Grey

iily would have left Paris on
seventh of October. The
it changed many things.
n was innocent enough. It
racted by the crumbs which
out every evening for the
fit of their feathered vis-

interrupted Grey;
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itors. It had been coming there daily
for a week before the evening of Octo-
ber twenty sixth. But its movements
had been unnoticed.

This time when the pigeon flew over
the low wall alongside the street it
lighted in a small tree directly above
the heads of two volunteer officers of
the Guard, who were taking an evemng
stroll. ~

The men halted and gazed up at the
bird. -Then they looked significantly
at each other. They had been talking
of the manner in which the Prussmns
got information of every incident that
occurred inside the walls. Perhaps they
had found the key to the mystery.

*“Who occupies the house?” asked
one of the men.

*“ I don’t know,” replied the éther,
who had been a concierge in the vicin-
ity. ‘It was vacant until a month ago,
when it was taken by a family of for-
eigners.” ’

The two men remained staring in the
direction of the house, from which a
dim light could be seen shining above
the wall. Presently other passers by
halted and likewise began gazing to-
wards the house. In fifteen minutes
after the pigeon had disappeared in the
direction of St.-Cloud a hundred per-
sons were gathered in the street. :

The newcomers inquired eagerly
from those already on the scene as to
the cause of the excitement. The two
men who had first halted before the
house had told them of the pigeon’s
flight. These passed on the informa-
tion that some one within the house was
sending off pigeons to the Prussians.”

By the time the crowd had grown to
a hundred, those on its outskirts were
relating that a Prussian spy had been
tracked to the house and caught in the
act of sending pigeon messengers to the
army outside.

The populace, eager for excitement,
placed ready credence in this last re-
port. Some one inquired if the military
had been sent for.

* Why the military? ” shouted a red
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shirted fellow who carried a big bludge-
on in his hand. “ The people are here.
Let them take care of the spy.”

The crowd took up his cry. “ Bien!”
they shouted. “If the spy is within,
bring him out. We know how to deal
with such as he.”

.The red shirted one shouldered his
way to the front and jangled the bell
beside the courtyard gate. Presently
the gate opened a crack, and a child’s
face, the face of Héloise, peered out.
At sight of the man her narrow eyes
half closed.

“What do you want’ ” she de-
manded.

“ We want to come in,” said the lead-

er roughly. “ We have business in-
side.”

He took a step toward the child, but
she was too quick for him. Slamming
the gate, she sped quickly back toward
the house, while the mob, howling with
rage, hurled itself against the wall.

It was a large crowd now, and
stretched far along the Rue Clichy in
both directions. The scent of pillage,
as precious to the rabble as the breath
of sweets to a swarm of flies, had been
carried along the Fauborgs and the
dark alleys leading from the side
streets.

In response hundreds had emerged
from their quarters and followed the
trail to the Rue Clichy. They were the
dregs of Paris, a gathering of dark
browed, evil eyed men and women, and
among the foremost was Le Bete.

No intimation of danger had come:

to those gathered within the house until
Héloise, now white with alarm, ap-
peared among them. St. Albans was
" there, chatting with Colonel Grey.
Jack and Celia had been making their
final preparation for departure.

It was to be their last night in Paris.
On the morrow they would go outside
the walls and leave the hungry and de-
spairing city behind.

When Héloise made her appearance
Jack looked up inquiringly. He saw
from her face that something-wasamiss.
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Héloise was breathless from- running
and terror. She could only gasp:-

“ The mqgb! They are outside:’ They
demand to come in. They will kill us
all.”

At the same moment, in corrobora-
tion of her story, came the angry shouts
of those outside, the sound of heavy
clubs pounding upon the gateway, the
wild cry of the pack in pursuit of its
prey. .
The five in the room instinctively
moved closer together. Celia placed a-
hand upon her father’s shoulder. Hé-
loise cowered behind St. Albans. Jack
and the latter looked inquiringly at
each other.

St. Albans drew out his revolver and
laid it on the table before him. Jack
motioned it away. ’

“ Not that,” he said, “ there is ho use
in fighting. Some mistake has -been
made. They will not harm us. I will
go out and speak to them.”

“ If any one here is wanted,” said- St
Albans quietly, “it is I. Let me go
alone.”

“ No,” answered Jack, “ you are a
guest here, in an American house, and
with the rights of an American citizen.
Let these bloodhounds satisfy their-
curiosity. If they try to do more-than
that I shall demand reparation from the
authorities.”

The yells from outside were becom-
ing more and more fierce. Jack saw
that he must act quickly or the gate
would give way before the onslaught.

He stepped outside and advanced to
the iron grating in the gateway. Peer=
ing out, he could see only a confused
mass of human faces lodking evil and
distorted under the flickering shadows
from the street lamps.

“ Citizens,” he said, in the best
French at his command, “ 1 fear that

you are making a mistake. What is it
you want?”
“ We demand entrance,” roared: the

red shirted:leader.
sian spy inside.”
Jack felt his face pale.

“ There is a Prus-

He feared-
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that the mission-of St. Albans had been
discovered. -~ But. he replied com-
posediy-:

“'There is no o Prussian spy here. We
‘are Amiericans and friends of France.
But you are welcome to enter. Stand
bacleand I will:unbar the gate.”

The crowd relapsed. into silence at

“this unexpected acquiescence in their

demand. They hesitated a moment
when Jack swung wide the heavy iron

‘portal. Then the red shirted man

sprang forward, shouting out:

“ Now for the spy!”

“The spy the spy! ” echoed the mob
and poured into the garden.

Those in front were swept on by the
pressure from behind. They could not
have halted had they desired to do so.
The mob of plunderers in the rear, ex-

- cited by, the hope of loot, were pressing

all before them.

Jack led the way to the house. At
the threshold of the outer door he
turned and faced the crowd.

“T,et ten men enter and search the
rooms. The others can.remain outside
to see that.nobody escapes.”

The man with the cudgel, who had
taken the chief part in the proceedings
thus far, led the way. Jacklet him pass.
One by one nine others followed him.

Then Jack barred the way. “I don’t
mind your searching the house,” he
said, addressing the throng before him.
“ But ten men are surely enough for
that. My father and sister are within.
I won’t have them insulted. The first
man that tries to force his way in I'll

shoot.”

He raised his hands, and those before
him saw the gleam of a pair of pistols.
There was an angry murmur, but sev-

eral of the men in umform shouted:

out:

“ That’s fair. Let us hear what they
find within.”

Whether this logic or the sight. of the

weapons pointed steadily at them con-.

vinced the attacking party, they ac-
cepted-this arrangement and contented
themselves with a few jibes and jeers

)
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'at the Americans until the searchers

emerged from the house. Their leader
faced_ the crowd.

“ An old man and a girl,” he report-
ed, “ both Americans. There'is also a -
servant and one of our fine aristocrats,
who is merely a guest. Thatisall. We

- find nothing suspicious.”

He turned to Grey as though to apol-
ogize for the action of the crowd. At
that moment a man who had pushed his
way forward from the rear confronted
the group at the door.

It was Le Bete: His ghastly face was
inflamed, and there was a malignant
gleam in the ferret eyes as he fastened
them on Grey.

“This man is a Prussian spy, ’ he
shouted hoarsely. “I know him as
such, and I denounce him in the name
of the republic!” :

CHAPTER XVIL
IN THE HANDS OF THE MOB.

A this'fresh turn of events the crowd
surged forward again with another an-
gry howl. Jack’s heart sank as he
recognized the seared face of his enemy,
but he did not lose his outward com-
posure. .

As the first outburst of the rabble
subsided, he spoke again.

“This man,” he said, pointing in the
direction of Le Bete with one loaded
pistol; “ is a thief and an assassin. He
tried to rob. me, and because I foiled
him he now seeks my life.”

The mob hesxtated but was not ap-
peased. '

“Search him! Search him!” shout-
ed one and another."

Involuntarily Grey took a step back-
ward. He thought of Bismarck’s pass
which he had carefully placed-in his
pocketbook for use when they should
reach the German lines. It was likely
to prove damning evidence against him
here. .

Those in the crowd who were nearest
to him saw his hesitancy and redoubled
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their cry of ““ Search him!” Grey saw
that it would be useless to resist.

“Very well,” he said, lowering his
hands, “ you may search me, but I pro-
test against this outrage on an Ameri-
can citizen,”

Without more ado the men nearest
Jack began to ransack his pockets.
They found several letters, and after
glancing them over laid them in a little
pile at his feet.

When they had nearly completed the
inspection the red shirted workman
thrust his hand into the breast pocket
of Jack’s waistcoat and drew out his
pocketbook. -

Grey’s heart stood still as he watched
the. man open the book upon his knee
and begin to run hastily over its con-
tents. Would he discover the fatal pa-
per or would he overlook it?

The latter scemed likely. He had
reached almost the end of the list when
his eye seemed to light suddenly upon
something important. He called ex-
citedly to two men with torches to hold
their lights nearer. Then he spread out
the paper and ran over its contents. He
sprang excitedly to his feet.

“ It is true!” he cried. “ Here is a
pass, a pass through the German lines.
It is signed ¢ Bismarck.””

The mention of the hated name
seemed to throw the mob into a frenzy.
A hoarse cry of triumph broke out. It
was followed by jeers and catcalls.

Missiles hurled by men in various
parts of the crowd began to fall about
Grey. Le Bete fairly danced before the
accused man in a delirium of joy.

*“ A thief.and an assassin! Is it so?”
he cried, showing his ugly fangs. “1It
would have been better if you had
-thought less of my thieving and more of
your own affairs. I warned you that
you should hear from me in Paris. You
see that I spoke the truth. “

Grey paid no attention to this out-
break. He was waiting for the shout-
ing to subside so that he could make
himself heard. At the first lull in the
uproar he called out:
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“1 demand to be examined by the
authorities. - I can explain all, but it
must be before the prefect of police or
some officer.”

A chorus of jeers greeted this de-
mand.

“We can deal with spies as well as
the prefect,” shouted one. The rabble
continued its one outcry: “ Hang him!
Hang the spy!”

Grey backed into the doorway.

* Perhaps you can take me,” he
shouted, “ but somebody will bleed for
it first.”

He closed the door, shutting out the
crowd. St. Albans was in the room, his
weapons ready.

He had prevailed upon the colonel
and Celia to retire to another apart-
ment. The two men placed themselves
side by side, behind the upturned table,
and prepared for resistance.

In a moment the door crashed in.
The red shirted man had broken it
down with his cudgel. As he appeared
on the threshold one of Grey’s pistols
spoke, and the intruder fell to the floor.
Those beside him would have drawn
back, but others behind pushed them
on.

“Crack, crack, crack!” went the
shots from the weapons of Grey and St.
Albans. Their fighting blood was up,
and they proposed to make their assail-
ants pay a dear price for their cap-
ture.

» Four more men fell in the doorway
before the tide of battle turned. Then a
shot fired from without struck St. Al-
bans in the shoulder. With a groan he
sank to the floor.

The child Héloise had been crouch-
ing in one corner of the room, unob-
served in the excitement. As she saw
St. Albans fall she rushed forward with
a shrill cry. At the same instant Le
Bete, who had climbed to a window
ledge outside the room, ﬁred upon the
American. :

His aim was true, but the shot came
at the moment when Héloise was be-
tween the two. The ball struck her in
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the side and she fell, clutching» wildly
at the air.

So much blood: lettmg calmed the
frenzy -of the foremost assailants. The
shooting of the young girl put an end
to the combat. .

A dozen of the uniformed guards
who had worked their way as far as the
door formed themselves ‘in line and
drove back the crowd.

The mob itself had lost its leaders—
the red shirted brawler and Le Bete.
Therefore it offered no resistance to
the guardsmen. ’

It was true that Le Bete had not been
injured, but he was in no mood for fur-
ther fighting. At the very moment

when he fired upon Grey he had caught.
sight of Héloise rushing across the

room.

In an instant he had smashed in the
window and was kneeling beside the
prostrate girl. He seemed to be in an
agony of fear and remorse. Beads of
perspiration stood upon his forehead
and his hands trembled.

“ Holy Virgin! I have killed her,”

" he cried, as the white face was upturned
‘ to his; then piteously, “ No, it was not

I, but some evil spirit that directed the
shot.”

He paid no attention to the crowd of
uniformed men and officers of the police
that gradually filled the room, but con-
tinued to call alternately upon the Vir-
gin and the unconscious Héloise.

. At length the girl opened her eyes
and looked up at Le Bete bending over
.her. She smiled and. then closed her
lids again, murmuring softly: “ Pére!
mon pére!”

At that Le Bete drew back as though
ashamed of his exhibition of feeling.
But he continued to hover near until a
surgeon had dressed the girl’s wound
and declared that it was not dangerous.

Then he slipped away and disap-
peared in the crowd outside.

Meanwhile news of the affair in the
Rue Clichy had sped through Paris.
Officers of the police appeared on the
scene and took charge of the house and
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its inmates. Ambulances. clattered up
and bore away the injured men—all ex-
cept ‘the leader of the fray, who was
beyond the help of surgeons, and St.
Albans, who remainediin the house, a
prisoner like the others.

Captain De Marc, breathless and'ex-
cited, soon made his appearance. He
lent his aid in reassuring the hysterical
Celia, gave orders to the guardsmen as
though he had been the governor of
Paris, and then hastened-away to bring
his friend, M. Kératry, the prefect.
~ The latter arrived in company ‘with
Mr. Washburne, the American minis-
ter, who had come to see that the'rights
of Colonel  Grey and his family, as
American citizens, were respected. .

M. Kératry listened to.the various
accounts of the affair, and expressed his
regret for it to the minister. The at-
tack of the mob had certainly been un-
warranted. There was no ground for
believing Mr. Grey to be a Prussian
spy. But he must consider himself un-
der arrest for the killing of a citizen.

Doubtless he had been justified; it
was a mere matter of form ; but the laws
must be respected. Curiously enough
nobody seemed to think of accusing or
suspecting St. Albans. The manner of
an aristocrat is a valuable possession at
timeés.

Jack had listened to the discussion
with mingled hope and fear. At its con-

- clusion he let his head fall on the table

before him with a relieved laugh that
was half a groan.

“ 1 suppose we ought to be glad it’s
no worse,” he' said, “but it’s bad’
enough to know that we cannot leave
Paris now.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE OPENING OF A WINDOW.

THE twenty seventh of October
passed, but Grey and his friends still

. remained in Paris. The efforts of Cap-

tain' de Marc had saved the young
American from a persomal accounting

P L
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for the “ affair of the pigeons,” as it was
called by St. Albans.

The wound in the Prussian’s shoul-
der proved to be of small moment; a
few days under the care of the colonel’s
doctor set the disguised Uhlan upon
his feet again.

With Grey, he was forced to undergo
the embarrassment of having every
movement watched. De Marc could
make no headway in that direction. A
soldier was always stationed beside the
gate opening into the street.

When Jack or St. Albans appeared a’

second guard arose from somewhere
and followed at a respectful distance. It
was plainly the purpose of the authori-
ties to run no risks.

Grey chafed under his enforced con-
straint. A week had passed since the
twenty seventh ‘of October, and he
brooded over the lost opportunity to
leave Paris with the colonel and his
- sister.

The colonel took matters quietly.
When it came time to leave the city he
was ready. To Celia the matter did not
seem one of great importance; she was
comfortable enough and—De Marc
was a frequent visitor at the apart-
ments. |

And St. Albans? He was always the
same ; the cool, cynical aristocrat; bit-
ter against the empire, smiling when
the name “ republic ” was mentioned in
his hearing, accepting his surroundings
with a calmness which exasperated
Grey.

Sometimes he would retire early to
his room, and remain there until morn-
ing. One night Grey knocked repeat-
edly upon his panel; the result remind-
ed him of their first night upon the
road—there was no answer.

He began to suspect that the Uhlan
had a purpose in accepting his lot so
contentedly. A subsequent incident
confirmed his theory.

One night, ten days after the affair
.with the mob, Grey left the house, and,
followed by the guard, strolled aimless-
ly through the streets.

Turning a corner, he came upon a
body of Mobiles crowding about the
door of one of those second rate cafés
in which the neighborhood abounded.
He was unknown to any one in ‘the
crowd, and, pushing his way through
it, entered the low, smoky room, in
which two score or more men were
smoking and drinking.

- The thirty first of October had wit-

nessed the first outbreak of the Com-
mune, and the majority of the occu-
pants of the place belonged to the law-
less element.

Grey found a vacant chair, and,
seized with a sudden feeling of hos-
pitality, beckoned to his guard to
join him in partaking of what the house
afforded. The fellow, nothing loath,
cleared a place for himself, and was
soon hidden in a cloud of smoke.

~Grey watched the occupants of the
room with idle curiosity. There were
Mobiles in their slovenly uniforms, half
a dozen infantrymen of the.line, and a
goodly number of less favored person-
ages. It was such a place as Le Bete

must love to frequent, and Grey caught

himself glancing from face to face,
thinking to come upon the evil features
of his enemy.

Suddenly he started and leaned for-
ward in his chair. At a table not far
away five men were seated; a sergeant
of the line, three Mobiles, and a fifth,
who, to all appearances, was a cross be-
tween a respectable citizen and a bully
of the streets.

Grey caught the drift of the conver-
sation. The sergeant, drunk and talk-
ative, was making free with an interest-
ing bit of information he had picked up
at headquarters. On the morrow, at

* dusk, there was to be a grand sortie:

The Prussians would be taken com-
pletely by surprise, and their lines scat-
tered to the four winds.

The Mobiles remained passively
quiet ; they had had enough of sorties;
the Germans were always ready; they
could shoot better than the French
and—the authorities were fools.
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Not so with the citizen. 'The sound
of .his voice, as he dropped here and
there a question, which the sergeant
readily answered, sent the blood surg-
ing to Grey's heart. Despite the dis-

- gunise, he recognized the questioner.
- It was St. Albans.

Bewildered almost out of his senses,

. the young man could only sit and stare,

until his fixed gaze attracted the Uhl-
an’s attention. There was a slight up-

raising of the eyebrows, a lurking smile .

about the corners of the mouth, and St.
Albans went on with his questioning
until he knew of what would be of in-
calculable value to the Germans.

Then he arose, lighted a cigarette
and strolled to the door. Few noticed
him. The Commune was stamped upon
every feature. If any one thought of
him at all, it was with the conviction
that he was some person in authority,
a maker of new conditions, and a man™
who was best left alone.

When he was gone Grey paid his
score, and, followed by the guard,
wended his way homeward. In the
morning- St, Albans was late at break-
fast, and there was a sleepless look
about his eyes.

The sortie was made and failed, as
so many had before. De Marc com-
plained bitterly that in some unknown

manner the Prussians had leatned of °

the plan, and were fully prepared to
meet it.

St. Albans took the occasion to rail
against the authorities. What was the
use, he asked, of sending the citizens
of France to pour out their blood fruit-
lessly? Evidently those in command
were fools.

Grey caught his eye, and saw the
smile lurking there. A feeling of pity.
for the French filled his breast. There
were probably in Paris half a hundred
employed in the same duty as St. Al-
bans.

Later, when they were alone, the
Uhlan broached the subject.

“ There come many surprises,” he
said, and I have often astonished you,
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my fnend I was not sent to Paris to
be cooped up in idleness; theére is al-
ways a way.

“The thing is very simple. There is a
garden beneath my window, perhaps
twenty feet. A rope is easily obtained,
and the guards—they watch closely the
front door. Perhaps some night you
will go with me; it is so easy.” )

“ But afterward? I do not under-
stand? ” said Grey.

St. Albans laughed. “ How the in-
formation is carried to my country-
men?” said he. “That I am not per-
mitted to tell. It is a secret which even
you, my friend, need not know. There
are more ways than one, and these
Frenchmen are very blind.”

A few nights afterward Grey accom-.
panied him on one of his secret expe-
ditions. He found that St. Albans had
concealed in his room a knotted rope,
and that the descent to the garden was
an easy matter. Once there, all that.
remained was to scale the low wall,
creep along in the shadow for a few
rods, and they could go where they
chose.

Matters continued in the same mo-
notonous way until the beginning of

.December Paris was commencing to

expenence the rigors of a protracted
siege.

As yet the Prussian cannon were si-
lent, save when the French attempted
a sortie; then they spoke loud enough.
But at any moment the first shell might
shriek over the devoted city.

One evening Grey prepared to ac-
company St. Albans, as it had become
his habit to do. The weather was bit-
terly cold, and a threatening storm
made the night intensely black.

Lowering himself from the window,
Grey turned to steady the rope that St.
Albans might descend. Suddenly a
hand touched his shoulder. Letting
go the rope, he sprang back, expecting
to hear the gruff command of the guard
to surrender quietly. Instead a low,
whining voice fell upon his ear.

“ Monsieur,” it said, “do not be
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alarmed. I have come to take you out
- of Paris.”
The voice was Le Bete’s.

- CHAPTER XIX.
THE THIEF OF PARIS.

GREY remained motionless, dumb
with surprise and bewilderment.

The shaking of the rope told him
that St. Albans was descending. He
felt him at his side and heard the click
of a pistol hammer. Le Bete heard it,
too, and spoke quickly.

“ Monsieur fears treachery? Bien!
it is natural. He asks himself why is
Le Bete here? M. St. Albans has a
pistol, but too much noise is danger-
_ ous; the guards would be aroused,
and then—if I were still your enemy—
Dame! a knife thrust is quick and—
there would have been no need to
speak.”

St. Albans drew closer to his com-
panion,

“There is something in what the fel-
low says,” he whispered; ‘ he could
have knifed you in the back and gone
over the wall like a cat.” Then, loud-
er: “We have reason to believe you
our enemy. Why have you come
here?”

They could hear Le Bete shifting
uneasily from one foot to the other.
He was not five feet away, but the
darkness hid him completely.

“Come!” said the Uhlan, “ why
are you here?”

“To save M. Grey and his friends,”
replied the man. “ There is but little
time; in a day, perhaps two, then——"

St. Albans took a step forward and
laid his hand heavily upon Le Bete.

“T could kill you now,” said he,
“ before the guards could reach the
garden.”

The sound of steel ringing upon the
ground reached Grey’s ears.

“I have thrown my knife away,”
whined Le Bete. “I wish to speak
to M. Grey.”
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St. Albans hesitated a moment.
“ See here,” said he, “ we are desper-
ate and will stand no fooling; this is
no place to talk. How did you know
we could get into the garden?”

~ “I have watched,” replied Le Bete,.
“ many times.

I have often followed
you, but you did not know.”

The Uhlan turned to Grey. “If it
is as he says,” he said, “the fellow
must be sincere; it would have been
an easy matter to have betrayed us to
the police.” Then, to Le Bete: “ We
cannot listen to you here, but if you are
not afraid, there is the rope. M. Grey
will go first, you will follow, I shall
come afterward. At the first sign of
treachery—the guards cannot save
you.” :

Le Bete growled a reply: Grey,

obedient to St. Albans’ suggestion, .

seized the rope and went up, hand over
hand; when he reached the window
he drew back and awaited the coming
of Le Bete. v

The man went up like-a cat, so
quickly that he was in the room be-
fore Grey realized that his hands were
upon the rope. St. Albans followed,
closing the window behind him.

The turning up of the light revealed
the shivering form of the thief crouch-
ing against the wall. His features

were sunken and haggard; he was

without coat and hat, an object of pity
rather than of scorn.

St. Albans motioned to a chair; it
seemed to him that Le Bete would
tumble in a heap.

“ Now,” said he, “ what have you to
say? Why are you here?”

Le Bete refused the proffered seat
and faced the speaker with more bold-
ness than he had yet shown.

“ Monsieur  knows of the
mune,” said he. “Bien?”

“What has the Commune to do
with us? ” asked St. Albans. “ We are
not here to discuss the Commune.”

A sickly smile distorted Le Bete’s

Cam-

" features; evidently he was trying to

choose his words.
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““ Monsieur does not understand,” much; I have a mind to kill you now—

said he; “we have our societies, each
one is rewarded according to his zeal
for the cause of freedom. I had an
enemy. It was M. Grey. So, when

it was asked of me by the society:

‘ What is that which may be done for
you, Le Bete?’ I replied quickly:
‘ There is 2 man in a house in the Rue
Clichy ; he is my enemy and an enemy
If I have done any-
thing to deserve a favor at the hands
of the citizens, I ask a simple matter—

* the death of the American, who' has

9

sold himself to the Prussians.
Le Bete stopped and gazed at Grey

as a.dog does at the face of one who

holds the lash above his head. A dark
frown settled upon the forehead of
the Uhlan officer; Grey was too
amazed to utter a word. :

For the first time since he had ar-
rived in Paris a sense of fear seized
him. He realized fully the danger in
which he stood. He knew something
of the societies of Paris; to be marked
out as one deserving death, proscribed
at the request of a member as zealous
as L.e Bete must have been, meant
only one thing—a merciless death at
the hands of an assassin.

“My God!” he muttered, turning
to Le Bete, “I expected you would
avenge yourself against me for that
pistol wound, but—in another way.” .

The look which had crept into Le
Bete’s face vanished. He turned his
bloodshot eyes from St. Albans to the
young American.

“ 1 have told monsieur all,” said he,
“ and now—I have come to save him;
there is yet time.” ‘

Grey'’s head was in a whirl; he could
not understand ; he was thinking only
of the colonel and his sister. What if
Le Bete had proscribed them also?

St. Albans’ hand was clenched upon
the edge of the table; there was a-ter-
‘rible sternness in his voice as he turned
;'.rathfully upon the ragged man before

im.,

you coward!”

For an instant Le Bete cowered be-
fore the look in the Uhlan’s eyes, then
he straightened himself and turned to
Grey.

“ Monsieur wonders why I have
come. He thinks the thief of Paris has
no heart. Monsieur has a sister!”

Grey started as though a lash had
struck him. “You dare to mention
her name!” he cried, “ you who——"

“ Tiens!” whined Le Bete, but there
was less of the whipped ‘cur in his at-
titude. “ May not a dog think of the
angels, monsieur? You will listen to
me, then you will know.”

He shuffled his feet uneasily; evi-
dently the réle he was playing was new
to him. )

“ A few days ago, when the pigeon
flew from monsieur’s garden, M. Grey
had no worse enemy in Paris than Le
Bete ; that you perceived plainly. Mon-
sieur remembers the day the citizens
came hither; he surely has not forgot-
ten. I was here also; during what fol-
lowed I climbed to the window and—
monsieur remembers the wounding of
the child, the little servant of Mlle.
Grey.”

He stopped to wet his lips with his
tongue.

“Go on!” said St. Albans gruffly,
half suspecting what the man had yet
to say.

“ Bien!” continued Le Bete, “ mon-
sieur remembers it, but he does not
know the shot which hit the girl ‘was
intended for M. Grey. I fired it.”

“ So it was you, you coward!” burst
out Grey. “ You shot the child, and
—you come here to tell us that.”

“ I did not know she was here ; I had;
not seen her for many days; there was
no time to attend to children.

“On the day of the affair of the
pigeon I learned something—some-
thing which monsieur does not know.
Mlle. Grey had been kind to the little
one, to the waif of Paris whom I, Le

“By God!” cried he, “it is too Bete, had left to the mercy of the

-~

AN

'



240
streets. And, monsieur—even the
thief of Paris has a heart.”

He stopped and gazed hard at the
floor, as though ashamed that he had
acknowledged what he considered a
weakness. Grey understood ; there was
a touch of gentleness in his voice as he
replied :

“'Then the child is yours? There
was always something in her eyes
which reminded me of you. Yet—
yet, I am not sorry my sister took her
in; she is too good—to have such a
father as you.” '

There was a suspicious moisture
about Le Bete’s eyes as he raised them
from contemplation of the carpet.

“ Monsieur now knows why I have
come tonight, and—and—monsieur
will take the child with him from
Paris? Le Bete will not forget.”

Grey gazed at the man curiously.
Was it possible that this creature,
after all, had a heart, a glimmer of
tenderness for the homeless waif whom
he had turned loose to live or perish,
as fate directed, on the streets of Paris?

St. Albans replaced his revolver in
his pocket. “ We can trust this man,”

sajd he, with conviction; “let us sit .

down and talk it over.”

CHAPTER XX.
LE BETE PAYS A DEBT.

LE BETE’s plan, when reduced to a
system, was a simple one.

. The following night promised to be

dark, and he proposed that under his
guidance the occupants of the house
should make their escape from Paris.
The most difficult part of the under-
taking would be when they reached
the fortifications.

To leave the house by the rear door,
which had been locked and sealed by
the authorities, would be no great task
for Le Bete to engineer. In an un-
known manner he had obtained pos-
session of a key, and when it was dis-
covered that the seals had been

" the fortifications.
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broken the birds would already have
flown.

Once in the garden he would con-
duct the party by means of an under-
ground passage to a building close to .
There the real dif-
ficulty would begin, but that, also, Le
Bete hoped to overcome.

During the conversation Grey dis-
covered the power for good or evil in
this creature of the slums. His brain
was filled with resources and cunning
devices. Reduced to a few lucid in-
structions, Le Bete’s plan was as fol- "
lows:

Early in the evening he would drop
over the wall into the garden a bundle
containing uniforms for the eéntire
party; it was necessary that even Celia
and the child should, for the time be-
ing, become soldiers, members of one
of the many Mobile companies which
had been organized for the defense of
Paris. The party would, therefore, be
taken as a squad of militia. Its pres-
ence near the fortifications would .oc-
casion no comment ; at all hours of the
day and night detachments of Mobiles
were moving about all parts of the
city.

If possible, Le Bete would obtain
the password of the night upon which
the escape was to be made. With it,
they would have no difficulty in get-
ting by the inner fortifications. Be-
yond that point they must depend
upon their wits to carry them through
the outer lines into the territory occu-
pied by the Germans.

Once there, Le Bete’s mission would
be accomplished. St. Albans would
then undertake to see the affair to a
satisfactory conclusion.

What Le Bete intended to do after-
ward, did the plan work successfully,
he did not say; perhaps he had taken
no thought of that. In any case, the
Uhlan determined that no harm should
come to him. '

St. Albans  himself was perfectly
ready to leave Paris. As he told Grey,
his duties were finished. He had en-

N
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tered the city for a specific purpose;
his subsequent actions in obtaining in-
formation was a side issue, undertaken
because he did not.choose to remain
in idleness. -

Grey could not but smile when Le
Bete’s plan to put Celia in a uniform
was broached. He pictured to him-
self the girl’s indignation and embar-
rassment. But he knew how sensible
she was, and the idea might appeal to
her romantic nature.

The colonel would doubtless object
—at first. The undertaking would re-
quire much exertion, and he had small
inclination for escapades of that sort,
in which underground passages, the
danger of being fired upon, and a hun-

. dred hair raising incidents formed a

part.

There was one thing which the
young man determined upon, but of
which he made no mention to Le
Bete.: He would reveal the prospec-
tive plan to Captain de Marc, know-
ing full well that he could count upon
his assistance.
would‘insure safety while passing the
inner fortifications. .

The conference being finished, Le
Bete, who during the interview had
remained standing beside the window,
opened it softly. He was ill at ease and
desired, his errand being done, to re-
turn whence he had come.

“The cold blast from outside sent a
shiver through his ill clad frame. Grey
filled a glass with liquor and proffered
it to him. Le Bete hesitated a mo-
ment, extended a dirt begrimed hand
and held the glass poised in the air.

A faint smile touched the corners
of St” Albans’ mouth. Filling two
other glasses, he pushed one toward
Grey.

“M. Le Bete,” said he, raising the
liquor to his lips, “ success to our un-
dertaking and—happiness to Héloise.”

A look of gratitude flashed into Le

‘Bete’s eyes. It was the first kind word

he had received since he could re-
The next moment he had

.4A

Besides his presence

‘gulped down the contents of the glass,

set the crystal gently on the table and
disappeared through the window.

St. Albans drew up the rope and
closed the sash.

“ Let us retlre my friend,” said he

to Grey, ‘ tomorrow mght will be a
hard one.’
* * * *

The night of the tenth of December
opened cold and stormy. In the house
in the Rue Clichy there was repressed
excitement. One who chanced to look
therein would have thought that a
company of Mobiles were gathered in
the dimly lighted reception room.

Garbed as they were, in the uni-
forms which Le Bete had dropped
over the wall, no one would have
taken the party for a company about
to undertake a desperate venture.

De Marc was there in his uniform
of the Fortieth Chasseurs. Under his
ardent gaze Celia’s face was the color
of a poppy, and she shrank timidly be-
hind the full form of the colonel. :

But the Chasseur’s glance was one
of admiration. The slim figure of the
girl was as though molded into the
tight fitting uniform. The cap con-
cealed the long braids wound about the
top of her head; the blue eyes danced
with merriment. If Jean de Marc’s
heart beat more quickly it was not

- alone because of the danger which lay

before.

The childish figure of Héloise, with
the drummer’s straps across her shoul-
ders, looked shrunken and deformed;
the privations of the streets were not
to be easily obliterated.

Le Bete was not present. Some-
where in the garden he was crouching
beside the wall awaiting the appear-
ance of those from within.

Presently the door, sealed by order
of the authorities, creaked upon its
hinges. St. Albans crossed the thresh-
old, guiding the colonel by touch and
low whispered word. Celia and the
child followed, then Grey and the cap-

tain of Chasseurs brought up the rear.
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Le Bete arose from his hiding place.

“This way, messieurs,” he whis-
pered, “ we have but to cross the street
to reach the passage.”

Silently he led them to a gate con-
cealed beneath a tangle of vines, the
presence of which no one had-sus-

pected.

" Weird shadows of the night, they
crossed the narrow street and fol-
lowed their guide through the door
- which he opened for them.

In the dark hallway Le Bete struck
a match, and the rays of a bullseye
lantern pierced the blackness, reveal-
ing the rough stone walls of the pas-
sage, which seemed to disappear into
the bowels of the earth.

How long . it took them to follow it
to the end Grey could not tell. The
way turned and twisted, ascended and
descended, until Le Bete threw open
a doof, and the cold wind set them
shivering. R

Grey saw that they were near the
fortifications. The muffled tramp of a
. sentinel, reached his ears. Suddenly it
ceased, and the man’s challenge rang
upon the crisp air.

De Marc replied, “ Versailles”; the
chassepot of the sentinel grounded
with a crash, and—the first danger was
safely passed. .

Twice again they were challenged
while hurrying across the ground be-
tween the inner and the outer works.
Each time the voice of De Marc re-
plied. He had come provided with the
necessary “open sesame.”

Suddenly Le Bete held up his hand;
in the darkness no ome except St. Al-
bans perceived the movement.

“What is it? ” whispered the Uhlan.

Le Bete pointed to the right. “ The
outer fortifications,” said he; “ we do
‘not know the password.” Then, shrug-
ging his shoulders: “Let monsieur
wait; I know a way?

The next moment he was” gone, a
vanishing phantom in the darkness.
Five minutes passed; to those await-
ing him it seemed as many hours.

THE ARGOSY. -

All at once Le Bete appeared before
them. There was a chassepot in his
hand; his knife was bloody, but they
could not see it. )

“ Messieurs may go forward,” he
whispered, “ the sentinel is—sleeping.”

St. Albans shrugged his shoulders,
Grey and the colonel shuddered. De
Marc bit his lip; he had not thought
it would come to that. S

Le Bete led the way, cautioning the
others to step softly. Ten rods, fifty,
a hundred. He stopped and pointed
to the distant gleams in the darkness.

“ The Prussian camp fires,” he said.

De Marc laid his hand upon Grey’s
shoulder. “I must say farewell,” he
whispered. “I can be of no more
service to you, and—" _

Their hands met; the young Ameri-
can knew what the other would say.
The bloody object lying beside the
passage through the fortifications
would shortly be discovered. De Mare
must be well in Paris before that time
or his life would not be worth a mo-
ment’s purchase.

The Chasseur wrung the colonel’s
hand in silence, and returned the
hearty pressure which St. Albans gave
him, in kind. Turning to Celia, he
hesitated. The girl’s face was white
as the linen at her throat, but none saw
it; De Marc took her hand.

“Good by!” said he softly. “ Some
time—some time——"

What Grey saw he did not reveal
for many months, not till long after-
ward. Extending his hand to draw
his sister away, he felt her clasp slip
from his own. Through the darkness
he saw her face uplifted and heard the
“Jean” so brokenly uttered. Then
the captain was gone, and Le Bete
stood in his place.

“ Monsieur has no mcre use for
me,” said he; “I will go——"

Grey caught his arm. “ You are
going with us,” he said sharply. “ St.
Albans will see that no harm comes to

_you. I shall not forget this night, mon -

ami.”’ . . .
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Le Bete hesitated.

“The child will ask for you,” con-
tinued Grey; “what shall we tell her
if you are gone?”

“ It is as monsieur says,” replied Le
Bete gruffly; “ yonder are the Prus-
sians.”

Picking their way over the uneven
ground, the party hastened forward,
St. Albans and Grey supporting the
colonel, the girls following closely be-
/hind.

The lights from the distant camp-
fires grew plainer, glimmering red in
the darkness; the faint sounds incident
to a picket camp reached them through
the crisp wintry air. In another fif-
teen minutes they would reach the
German lines.

Suddenly from out of the darkness
came the clatter of hoofs, the clank of
sabers, the flap, flap, of little pennons.

Le Bete started like a frightened
deer. ,

Then a dozen dark forms appeared

around them, and the click, click of as °

many gunlocks sounded sharp on the
night air. A voice, in German, cried
to them to stand where they were.

Before St. Albans could reply, Le
Bete was off like a greyhound. His
inborn terror of the dreaded Uhlans
overcame all other feeling.

“Stop!” cried St. Albans. “ For
God’s sake don’t shoot ; it is a friend!”

His voice was drowned by the deaf-
ening report of a carbine. Le Bete
threw up his arms and pitched head- .
long upon his face. There was a mo-
ment’s silence, then the voice of St.
Albans rang like a clarion through
the night: .

“ Gott verdammt! 1 am Captain St.
Albans, of the commander’s staff, re-

‘turning from Paris on secret service.

We are friends!”

The Uhlans closed around them.
The officer in command peered into St.
Albans’ face.

“ Gott im himmel!” cried he; “it is
you, St. Albans!”

The latter turned to Grey. “ They
are my Uhlans,” said he, “but Le
Bete?”

“'The man is dead,” replied a voice;
“two of the men have just examined
him. The ball went through his
heart.”

. : THE END.

LINES FROM THE PAST.

A rEW lines written in a long lost book :
‘“With love, from Jack;’’ and swift my soul takes wings

To a fair scene, where summer gladdened springs

Make murmurous answer to the brawling brook :
I sit once more within an arbored nook,

' While high in air the tireless skylark sings;

To a strong hand my own responsive clings ;

Heart beats to heart, and eyes give look for look.

Alas for summer dreams! Stern winter’s feet
Are pressing now on autumn’s lagging heels.
.. Brown leaves—like dead hopes—idly float up stream ;
The ink is faded—I wake from a dream; .
Wake to a present whose pain naught conceals—
Nor will—till we in God’s own springtide meet.

-

Elsie Harringlon,
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BY FRANK SAVILE.

*Being some surprising details of the voyage of the steam yacht Racoon on a trip undertaken
by her owner with a full consciousness of its foolhardy nature, but without the faintest
conception of the extraordinary happenings that were-to become part and parcel of it.

CHAPTER L
A GREAT DEPRESSION.

THE purr and throb of London was

quivering in stuffily through the
open windows. The heat of a London
summer lay heavily over us; the un-
dying rattle of wheels beat up to us
wearily, the midseason blare and hurry
of town echoing irritatingly in their jin-
gle and clatter as they streamed cease-
lessly by. The stew and hubbub of the
afternoon inclosed us as with a pall of
depression.

By us I mean Gerry and myself.
Flung back listlessly was I in my club
chair, and watching him as he strolled
monotonously up and down before
the great bow windows that gave upon
Pall Mall.

His hands were scabbarded hilt
high 'in his pockets.
the corners of his eyes were hard and
wrinkled. His gaze was cast stead-
fastly before his toes. He did a very
sentry ‘go of moody vexation. -

Each time he paused, as he turned
against the light, every wrinkle and line
was silhouetted mercilessly. Wretched-
ness covered his face as with a mask.

My heart began to go-out to him,
bursting through its own crust of de-
jection. Wretched we both were, but
I was seven years his senior. I began
to commune with myself, seeking com-
fort for him out of my own hard won
store of disappointment, and trying to
forget that our sorrows sat upon an
even base.

*Copyright, 1809, by Frank Savile.

His brows and-

Suddenly he turned towards me and
broke the silence that had lasted be-
tween us the greater part of the after-
noon. B

“ Well,” he said harshly, “ that’s the
end of most things for me.”

“ Possibly,” answered I, “ but prob-
ably not. The€ future’s very spacious
yet, my dear boy. I don’t say.it in
any patronizing spirit, but you're only
twenty four. Try to forget the ‘ might
have been,” and buck yourself up into
imagining the ‘may be.” It’s not all
over yet.”

He grunted contemptuously, tramp-
ing off again upon his beat.

A waiter who chanced in with the =
evening papers coughed ostentatious-
ly, and with obvious intention to-

“‘wards the cloud of dust that followed

hard upon his track. Gerry stared
him down, and as the door cloSed be-
hind him, brought himself to anchor
before me again.

“That’s all rot, and you know it,
Jack,” he said dogmatically. “ Do you
think I’m going to stay here and see
Vi come back another man’s wife?
I'm sick of it all—sick of the work,
sick of the play. Deathly sick of the
utter sameness of what we call life.
I'm going to chuck it, I tell you.
Hausa Police, Egyptian Army, Hong
Kong Regiment—something of the
kind I'm going to try. There’s noth-
ing most assuredly to keep me any
longer in Her Majesty’s Foot Guards.
I'm dipped, and I've lost the one thing.
that might have kept me to the collar.
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Great Heavens!' what in the name of
goodness should 1 stay for?” _

I stared back at him answerless. I
knew he was talking cheap sentiment
which a month or two later he would
be the first to despise.

1, too, was feeling in a modified
form all he felt. To me had also come
the animal desire for action that follows
hard upon mental stress. ,

But that seven years made the dif-
ference. Though that day had brought
me the supreme discontent of my life,
I was still aware that the world con-
tinued to wag, and that we should
swing along with it. Yet how could I
comfort ‘without offending?

Now the reason of all this affliction
was simple enough and old as time.
To each of us had come the desire of
his life, and in each it had been
denied.

That morning we had spent at the
Albert Docks, and seen a tall ship sail
out for foreign lands, and she bore

" upon her decks two maidens who were

taking with them our hearts to the
world’s end. ,

I never was much of a chap for
lover’s rhapsodies, so I will make no
effort to "explain to you how sweet a
girl was Gwen Delahay, nor why she
'held my heart in the hollow of her
hand. She was one of the many good
and beautiful women—God bless them
—who walk this earth, and are to their
lovers peerless.

And fas I worshiped ther, so dld
Gerry worship Vi, her sister—a thing
perhaps inexplicable, in that he had
seen Gwen, but one to be truly thank-
ful for, seeing that we were friends be-
yond the ordinary sympathies of life.

- And now were we left hopeless.

- Plain Captain Dorinecourte was I,
with a slender six hundred pounds be-
yond my pay, and Gerry, poor lad, had
less. You will not exhaust yourself

.with wonder then, when I relate the

fact that Lady Delahay declined on

behalf of her daughters our attentions, .

contemned our eligibility, and hated
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poisonously the sight of our ingenyous
faces.

For all these things, T take it, a so-
ciety mother is bound by her allegi-

“ance to society to do. Yet though we

felt that she played the game as we
understood it, none the less did we cry
out upon our luck in being the losers.
And now it_seemed that we mlght well
throw down our cards.

The fond mother’s fears of the bhght
which our undivided attentions might
throw upon her  daughters’ careers
had culminated that morning. A
month before an announcement in the -
Morning Post had spurred her to an
action which her fear alone would
never have conceived. It ran as fol-
lows:

Among the passengers by the S.S. Madagas-
car, which sails on August 4 for her winter’s
cruise around the world, will be the Earl of
Denvarre. His lordship will be accompanied
by his brother,the Hon. Stephen Garlicke,

This item of intelligence had caught
the dutiful mother’s eye, and taken
vigorous root in her somewhat languid
intelligence. Two eligible young men
were to be shut up for eight or nine
months in a space of one hundred yards
long by twenty wide.

Walking lawlessly in London were
two extremely ineligible youths, un-
chained, ready and willing to wreck
her daughters’ happiness. Why not
extract the victims from this hazard-
ous propinquity, placing them at the
same time in the financially commend-
able vicinitude of a live earl and his
brother.

Action was born only too rapidly
from reflection. We had seen them

~ off that very mormng

So there sat we in the desolatxon of
a mere club, disconsolate amid the roar
of the city, while the sunset became
twilight, the shadows of the lamp posts
lengthened, and darkness fell upon the
town, even as upon our hearts.

And out of my plentitude of my re-
gret I fiiled to find the word of sym-
pathetic comfort for Gerry.



246

Silently we entered the dining-
room, chose a table apart, and my
companion endeavored to find what
solace he could in the columns of the
Westminster.

Suddenly the decorum of the room,
received a shock. A sound burst from
Gerry’s throat which I can only term a
crow. He endeavored frantically and
indecently to masticate the portion
which he had placed between his teeth,
beating the paper at me furiously.

The sounds which continued to is-
sue from his lips were such as no one
could approve. He mouthed unutter-
able things at me.

Hastily I arose and thumped him on
the back, and noticed that his finger
continued to tap viciously upon a
headline which he thrust into my face.
As the distressing symptoms modified

- themselves, he gradually found his.
breath, but ceased not to bulge his
- eyes upon me. : : ;

“T,00k, old man, look,” he insisted
faintly, and I took the paper from his
hand. .

We regret to aunounce the death of Vis-
count Heatherslie at Greytown, Central Amer-
ica. His lordship had lately been traveling
in the vicinity, and his death is ascribed to

malarial fever. As yet no details can be
ascertained.—Reuler.

The words turned red before my
eyes as they danced up and down the
green columns. . Uncle Leonard was
dead—was dead. And I—well I had
to think it very hard indeed before I
dared repeat it silently even to myself
—1I was Lord Heatherslie.

Only one thought had possession of
my mind. Not a regret did I spare
for the dead, not a single reflection as
to what this thing meant to me or my
prospects did I give beyond the fact
that my luck—my cursed Irish luck—
had been too late. That one idea had
possession of me.

A week earlier—a few hours earlier,
and what might have beén?—what
might have been? A curse ‘snarled
from! between my teeth as I sat-down
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again to stare white faced across at
Gerry.

The excitement had died. from his
face. His sympathy was quicker than
mine had been. He stretched his hand
across the table and gnpped mine
hard. .

“ Frightful luck, old chap,” he mur-
mured; “I know what you’re think-
ing. But—but it needn’t be too late
yet, Jack.”.

I shook my head. Thmgs had be-
come blurred in my brain, but one fact
stood out bright as a searchlight to my
mind’s eye. Gwen was going out of
my life, going away from me as fast
as breeze and steam would take her.

And the thing that might have
stayed our separation—have given
her to me—was a week—nay, only a
day—too late. I could have smitten
my head against the wall in my agony
of disappointment.

And yet 1 had resigned Gwen as
fatalistically as any son of Islam. I had
schooled myself to think of her as al- -
ready belonging to another. I ‘had
bidden her good by without a quiver.

Even the look she had given me at
the last—a tender, questioning look it
was too, and straight from her heart
through her dear eyes—I had met
with a smile that told of nothing.

And now—now I had the right to
win her, and honorably. Only a sol-
dier I might be, but I had a place of
my own to take a wife to. Nor would
she come to me to sink into anobody.-

Half a county would welcome Lady
Heatherslie, though half that county
might be in rags. Poor we should
always have been, but not hopelessly.
Modestly we should have had to live,
but we could have kept our rank befit-
tingly. And now the chance was gone.

Away beyond the seas she would
set herself to forget me, and Denvarre
would show her how. The black curses
fell over each other in their haste to
reach my tongue, and the salt tears

"nigh fled out along with them. I made

an effort and pulled myself together.
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“ Come along,” said I.hoarsely to
Gerry in a voice that I hardly knew

~ myself, and blundered out of the room.

Without another word I crept into
the hansom the commissionaire called
and together we drove down the glar-
ing streets to.my rooms, Gerry offer-
ing no sympathy but a silence which
I understood and was grateful for.

The next day I was summoned to
our family lawyers, Meadows and
Crum.

“ Desperately sudden, my lord,”
quoth old Mr. Crum, makjng me twitch

‘in my chair as I heard myself ad-

dressed by my title for the first time,
“ desperately sudden. We received ad-
vices from his late lordship on financial
matters only a week ago, and now—it’s
come like- a thunder clap, I assure
you.’

“ These are matters of fate, my dear
Mr. Crum,” said I piously. “I sup-
pose there’s no doubt about the re-
port?”

“ Noné whatever, as I learn this
morning. We cabled his lordship’s

valet last night and got the press mes-,

sage confirmed. Death took place ap
country it seems. Baines, his man,
talks of bringing the body to the coast

and sailing next week by the Pacific

Mail steamer.”

“ That, of course, is the only decent
and orderly thing to do,” said I, “ and
no doubt you’ll kindly see to all these
matters—arranging for the funeral and
so forth. But what about funds now?
I expect this horrible succession duty

will make me as poor as a rat for the

first year or two, won’t it? ”

He lifted his glasses, regarding me.

with a curious expression. I immedi-
ately divined by a sort of intuition that
he purposed giving himself the pleas-
ure of surprising me. There was a de-
corously cunning light in the corner
of his eye that made him appear not

,unlxke a respectable and intelligent

magpie.
“1 think vou and your uncle were
comparatively. strangers to each other,

were you not? Ah, I thought so. You
have the impression; doubtless, that he
was restless by choice and tempera-
ment alone? I can assure you, in that
case, that you are mistaken. Your
uncle, for the last few years of his life
at any rate, has been dominated by a

‘very determined purpose.”

“ Philanthropic or personal?” 1
queried. ““ Not the former, I sincerely:
trust, or the pickings will be even less
than I hope for. I know he’s been
roaming the wide world mysteriously
ever since I can remember, but I
thought it was the inherited taint -of
travel. We’ve had a lot of sailors in
the family, Mr. Crum.”

“'That i§ very true,” answered the
man of law impressively, “and in a
certain indirect sense I won’t say you
are altogether wrong. But the simplest
way will be to put the whole matter
before you as I learned it from your
uncle. Excuse me for a moment.”

He turned to where a row of tin box-
es, shiny and white lettered, lined the
walls along a broad shelf.

Old Crum found what he wanted at
last. Replacing all the papers but one
—rather a musty looking document—
he kenneled his legs comfortably be-
neath his writing table and began his
revelation, tapping his fingers upon the
dusty law books before him to em-
phasize his remarks.

I'll give you the tale as he gave it
to me. Then judge me if I was a con-
summate fool or not, in that I followed
in the footsteps of my uncle.

CHAPTER II.
THE TALE OF A COINCIDENCE.

“Tug late Viscount Heatherslie,”
said Mr. Crum, tapping the desk be-
fore .him like a school master demand-
ing silence for a lecture, “ was a col-
lector, and at the same time an econ-
omist. These, you will probably think,
are walks in life entirely incompatible
one with the other. I will explain fur-



248

ther. Though he lived far within his
- iricome, he had the mania for collection
and gratified it. But he did this by
making it a rule never to buy what had
a merely temporary or sentimental
‘value, but only what was likely to be
intrinsically marketable.

“I never knew a man with a
sounder sense of finance, or one who,
without professional knowledge, made
such use of unprofessional experience.
I doubt if he ever struck a bad bargain
in his life. You will today reap the
benefit of his judgment. I do not
think I exaggerate when I say that you
may safely count on his treasures fetch-
ing a-sum of not less than one hun-
dred thousand pounds.” =~

I gasped in amazement, nearly boun-
cing from my chair. My excited shuf-
fling upset a blob of ink from the ink-
stand before me. With an air of re-
spectful deprecation Crum began to
mop it up methodically, before answer-
ing the questions I fired at him like
bullets.

“Great Heavens!” I exclaimed,
“ the leery old dog! You mean to tell
me in sober earnest that he has amass-
ed all that money by simple grubbing
after curios, when we thought he just
roamed around for mere amusement
and love of travel. Where has he
stuck them all? Not at Kilberran, I
sincerely hope, or they’re all rotten
with mildew by now. And what are
. they? Pictures, bronzes, china? Why,

neither my mother nor my poor old

dad had an inkling of it.. Great Scott!
. One hundred thousand pounds. Now,

really, don’t you think you may be ex-

aggerating, my dear Mr. Crum?”

" “T may say that it is not a habit to
" which I am given, my lord,” he an-
swered drily, “ but it will not be hard
to convince you. The collection has

been valued by more than one expert,

and the lowest figure rendered by these
gentlemen was a hundred and thirty
thousand pounds, and the collection
has been added to since then.”

“ But what in the name of goodness
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can be worth all that money? Why, it
would take a large gallery to house
pictures up to that figure.”

“ Certainly. But I may as well ex-
plain at once that the whole collection
is within these walls. It is in a large
safe in my cellars. It consists wholly
of coins.” .

“Coins,” I bawled delightedly,
“ then I hope the half of them have her
majesty’s face on them, God bless her.
I see what you’re getting at. You mean
the old boy was a miser.”

- He drew himself back into his chair
with an air of offense. ,
“I am not given to jest on business
matters,” he said in his stateliest man-
ner. “ No, your uncle was simply one
of the first numismatists of the century.
His is the finest harvest of ancient
coins ever made by any private indi-
vidual. If you see fit to turn it to its
marketable worth, you will create an
excitement among collectors unparal-
leled for the last five decades. And till
the catalogues are published, not one of
them will have an idea of the treasures

they will find listed there.”

# Well, as far as I am concerned, I
don’t mind how soon they’re gratified
and surprised,” said I, “ but I should
like to have a look at the lot now, if it’s
not seriously inconveniencing you.
Can we descend to visit them? ” for I
itched to view this astounding hoard
with .my very own eyes. :

“ Of course, my lord. It would be
only natural that you should wish to
inspect such an important part of your
inheritance. But I have something
more to say. It was not in mere zeal
for collecting that your uncle had late-
ly traveled so widely. I have another
astonishment in store for you—not so
entirely agreeable, no doubt, but out
of the common, I think I may say, ab-
solutely out of the common.”

“ Well, as we’re out of the range of
coins this time then, I trust it’s noth-
ing less than bank notes,” I answered.
« But for goodness sake what is it?”
I added impatiently. for his self im-
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portant deliberation began to get on
my nerves..

" He did not suffer himself to be the
slightest degree flurried by my impa-
tience. His sentences, in fact, seemed
to gather a yet more leisurely accent as
he unfolded his tale.

“You must let me tell the thlng in
my own way, my lord. It will be far
more conclusive than jerking it out at
you in scraps. The facts in sequence
were as follows:

“ Among the family treasures which
have come down the.centuries—and I
sincerely wish there had been more of
them—was a certain amount of old
coins which have been in the custody
of my firm for at least five genera-
tions. They ¢omprised for the most
part specimens of the gold and silver
coinage of most European countries
during the fifteenth and sixteenth cen-
turies. Some were of great value.
Some were by no means rare.

“ Evidently one of your ancestors—
“probably, I should say, Sir John Dor-
inecourte, the famous Elizabethan ad-
miral—had the craze of collection,
which has since broken out in your
late uncle’s case. At any rate, the box
contained moidores, zecchins, pesos,
crowns, and every sort of currency of
every known land—known to our an-
cestors of that time, at least—to a very
considerable amount. The mere bul-
lion, I should say, would be worth a
considerable sum. Among them were,
however, a couple of gold pieces placed
apart, and these had no signification
opposite them in the catalogue, and
bore no sign'either on the face or the
reverse in any language known at the
present day.”

“It sounds charmingly mystenous,
my dear Mr. Crum,” I interrupted.
“ Now you aren’t going to tell me that
the secret still remains unfathomed?”

“My lord, my IOrd ” said the old
fellow entreatingly, “ you must allow
me to tell you the thing methodically,
or not at all. If I’m hustled I shali for-
- get some detail, and I have given time

~
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and effort to memorize the matter com-
pletely.”

I apologized humbly, settling my-
self back in my chair resignedly to hear
the thing out without further interrup-
tion. Crum continued in his slow,
modulated tones.

“T think that it was the sight of that
hoard, when your uncle saw it on his
accession to the title, which first woke
in him the craze for collecting. He no
doubt reflected that here was the nuc-
leus for an exceedingly fine numis-
matic museum, and from that day he
set himself steadily to add to it, with
an increasing knowledge of his sub-
ject, of which you are now reapmg the
benefit.

“ But those two unknown coins-were
always a spre mystery to him. Many
a time have I seen him take them up
—he used to visit me two or three
times every year to place what he had
possessed himself of in that time with
the rest—and turn them over and over
in his fingers wistfully, studying every
line and figure as if there must be some
concealed clue which he had missed.
But it was only last year that he gained
the trace which put him on the road to
success, and also, as it has unfortu-
nately turned out, to death as well.”

“What?” I shouted, nearly jump-
ing out of my chair. “ Do you mean
to say—"

He held up hlS hand deprecat-
ingly.

“Please, my lord, please restrain
your impatience. You shall have every
detail in good time, I assure you. I
only mean to say that it was in pursuit
of his intense desire to solve the origin
of those coins that he was traveling in
Central Ametrica, where he caught the
fever which has been fatal to him. The
rest I will tell you as shortly as possi-
ble.

“ It was last year, as I was saying,
that the first trace came to his hand
by the merest accident. His lordship
was in Portugal. From there I got a
-letter from him on business matters,

—

AY
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and at the end—his lordship was aware
that, of course in a modified form, I
was interested in his quest—he re-
marked, ¢ A most extraordinary thing
has happened. 1 have found a dozen
more of the unknown coins, and
what is more, an ancient document—
no less than a letter written by Sir
John Dorinecourte, my ancestor. I
will tell you more on my return.” It was
some three weeks after that that his
lordship came to see me.

“ Nearly his first words to me were,
‘ Well, Mr. Crum, the mystery of the
coins is pretty well solved, but a greater
mystery has arisen on the ashes of the
first. The gold pieces are Mayan.’

“The word Mayan, I must confess,
conveyed nothing to me at the time,
but he very soon explained it. The
Mayans inhabit—though perhaps your
lordship knows as much—the land of
Yucatan to the south of Mexico. They
are a wild and savage race, but there
is every reason to believe that cen-
turies ago theirs was a mighty empire.
The coins dated from this extinct civ-
ilization of long ago. And now for
the method by which your uncle as-
certained as much.

“ He was wandering along the side
streets of Lisbon one afternoon, when
he espied a small curio shop. Outside
the window were displayed various ar-
ticles of furniture, china, etc., for sale,
and among these was a curious cameo
brooch which rather took his fancy.
He entered to make a bid for it, and
managed to secure it for what he con-
sidered a fair price. _

“ He wandered listlessly about the
shop, as the woman in charge was
placing it in a box for him, and sud-
denly came upon a glass covered box
full of coins. You may imagine his
surprise when, among the rows of cop-
per and silver pieces, he saw staring up
at him no less than twelve gold replicas
of these mysterious coins of his own.
His astonishment was great, but he
managed to conceal it from the shop-
keeper when he asked her the price she

~—

demanded for these ‘ medals,” as he pru-
dently called them. '

“ She named one very little higher
than their simple worth as bullion, in-
timating at the same time that, as
they did not seem to commemorate
any special event, customers for them
had been few. She went on to relate
how she came to possess them. A
strange story indeed.

“ With some pride she told your
uncle that her husband was really of
noble blood, but sunk to a narrow pit-
tance beyond the keeping up of his
title. Ruined by the failure of vintage
after vintage, he had at last compound-
ed with his creditors by giving up his
landed possessions, and she and he
were now living by the sale of art cu- |
rios, a good proportion of which, she
sadly explained, was from their own
dwindling inheritance.

“Further inquiry elicited the fact that

-the ‘medals’ had been discovered in

an ancient box of cedar wood, which
had been left to rot and molder in an
attic of their former mansion, where
wrapped in papers covered with writ-
ing in a foreign tongue, nigh fifty of
them had been found strung together
on a slender chain. She pointed out
that all of them had a small hole be-
side the rim, and your uncle remem-
bered that the sante thing was notice- .
able in those he possessed himself.

“The first and most natural thing
was to inquire for the paper wrap-
pings, but for some time these could
not be discovered, and it was feared
they were lost. However, the next day
his lordship received a message from
the woman to the effect that she had
found them thrust away among a heap
of similar refuse, and that they were at
his service if he chose to purchase them
for a small sum.

“Your uncle did not dally in re-
turning to the shop, as you may sup-
pose. You may also imagine his sur-
prise that one of the documents was
not only in English, but absolutely
signed by his own ancestor. You shall
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see the original, so I will not stop to

. describe it. It is of the other document

PR

that I wish particularly to speak.

“ It was inscribed on a peculiar yel-
low looking fabric, more of the nature
of linen than of paper or parchment,
and experts have since decided that the
coloring matter used as ink is the fluid
emitted by the octopus. But the most
curious part was the writinggif writing
it can properly be called.

“It consisted of squares, oblongs,
parallels, and other geometric figures
ranged in a sequence which was not
easy to understand, but the chief point
of interest was that these figures re-
sembled in every particular the figures
on the coins. His lordship immediate-
ly and willingly paid what was asked
for them, took his passage straight-
way home to England, and, armed with
his document, paid a visit-to the Brit-
ish Museum to get what expert help
he could in translating them.

“1It is an extraordinary thing how
circumstances dovetail into one an-
other. No sooner had he entered the

department where he had so often been

before to get light on his coins, than
he was greeted with the following ques-
tion by Professor Barstock, the head,
before he had even mentioned his er-
rand. -

“‘I am particularly pleased to see
you, Lord Heatherslie,” said the pro-
fessor, ‘ because information has lately
.come to hand which I think will settle
the origin of your coins, which we have
so often pored over. Monsieur Lessau-
tion, of Paris, the well known Egyptol-

ogist, has discovered that there is a-

connecting link between the ancient
Egyptian script and that on the monu-
.ments of Yucatan. It seems absurd,
considering that they are divided by
five thousand miles of sea, but he puts
his points very plausibly, and I think
you should see him.’

“ When you have seen the other pa-
per which your uncle discovered—the
one in English—I think you will un-
derstand that these words came as a
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most -astounding confirmation of his

- suspicion that he was on the right track

at last. He simply opened his bag and

spread the mysterious scroll before

Professor Barstock, laymg one of the
coins beside it.

“You may imagine the astonish-

ment of the latter on seeing not only
the coin, with which he was familiar,
but the scroll covered with similar
symbols. Nor did he fail to astonish
your uncle in his turn.

“Taking him to another part of the
building, he showed him some gray,
fibrous looking slabs of dried pulp, and
they, too, were covered with the ob-
long, square and parallel figures of the
document, only that instead of being
raised they were indented. They were,
as Mr. Barstock explained, squeezings,
taken from the temple fagade at Chic-
hitza, where M. Lessaution was now
conducting his investigations..

“The Frenchman’s theory was that
by comparing the Egyptian symbol
with that in Yucatan, and using the
grammar and accidence of the former

language as a guide to the latter, these - -

inscriptions, which have as yet been
undecipherable, would be made clear,
and much would be learned about the
Mayan civilization of long ago.

“ This was quite enough for your un-
cle. He decided that he would not wait
for M. Lessaution’s return, which was

_not expected for another six months,

but would cross the Atlantic and inter-
view him on the spot where he was
conducting his experiments.

“ After reading the letter left by
your ancestor, I can quite understand
that to a man of leisure like his lordship,

_and a man with a taste for wandering to

boot, the fascination of such a gqnest

would be great. At any rate, he sailed -

for Greytown about five months ago,
and with the exception of a single letter,

.purely on business matters, I have

heard no word from him since.”

“ Well,” said I, “I am certainly as-
tonished, but I cannot say I am greatly
moved by your tale, Mr. Crum. It

.
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would certainly never have occurred to
me to cross three or four thousand
miles of ocean to interview a foreign
savant about a coin or a document.
But then, I am not made that way.”
“Very likely, my lord,” submitted
the lawyer, “ but you will pardon me
if I say that you have not seen the letter
by Admiral Sir John. That sheds a

very curious light on the question, and .

certainly adds vastly to the interest one
of your ‘family must take in it. But I
will show it to you at your leisure.”

“ I am as leisured now as I am likely
to be for the rest of time,” said I, “ but
before I see the letter I'should just like
to squint at the coins, if you are not
particularly occupied for the next
hour.”

He rose at once and preceded me
to the outer office, where a door open-
ed on to a flight of stone steps. Down
these he guided me, ushering me at
last into a broad, whitewashed cellar,
wherein not less than half a dozen
great safes faced each other from wall
to wall. He clicked a key in the lock of
one, and turned a handle.

The great door swung back, and
showed row upon row of numbered
sliding drawers, lined with velvet, and
covered—every square inch of them—
with coins of every degree of dirt, an-
cientry, and denomination. One drawer
alone was nearly empty, and this held
two gold pieces, and placed beside
them on the velvet a sheet of ancient
paper, covered with crabbed writing
and faint with the dust of ages.

The lawyer took it up and unfolded
it carefully, and then I saw for the first
time the screed that Sent my uncle
speeding across the ocean at its behest,
and which was to leave its mark on my
life also.

CHAPTER III.

THE TESTIMONY OF SIR JOHN DORINE-
COURTE, KNT.

THE lawyer pushed back the drawers
methodically, clanged to the safe door,
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and turned to me as I labored toil-
somely to decipher the faint, scratchy
handwriting. He held the two coins
in his hand.

“TI think,” he said slowly, “if you
will permit me to read this document
out to you, you will find it much easier
to interpret if you decide to read it
yourself a second time. I may say that
I have conned it pretty thoroughly—it
took time to master it, I confess—and
faint and yellow as it is, I can decipher
it at sight.”

I was-only too glad to accept this
benevolent offer, and we returned to
the upper office again. Here I settled
myself back in my chair, old Crum
found and very deliberately donned his
spectacles, unfolded and smoothed the
sheets of dirty parchment, and then
began to expound the writing as fol-
lows: : ,

“ 1, John Dorinecourte, of the parish
of Sellwood, in the county of Somerset,
here make oath and declare that the
writing hereto, to which I have set my
hand and seal, is the very truth, so help
me God. :

“ On the seventeenth day of August,
in the year of our Lord one thousand
five hundred and seventy eight, being
in command of the ship Pride of Barn-
staple, and Captain Fowler of that port
and Dom Pedro da Suhares of Ma-
ceira being my fellow adventurers, we
were in mid ocean, having passed the
straits discovered by the Admiral Ma-
gellan about two days, and were bear-
ing north along the coasts of the In-
dies.

“ It happened then that one of the

“ship’s company at masthead hailed the

deck, declaring a ship to approach;
whereat we, as was but reasonable,
supposed the same to be some Spanish
craft, and beat to quarters, tricing up
boarding nettings and getting powder
on deck. But as we approached nearer
to the strange sail, we perceived it to
be a lateen and under no control of
steering, for she yawed and came
about, and then of a sudden fell away
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upon the other tack, being water-
logged, and as it seemed deserted.

_“So, calling to me the crew of the
pinnace, I set to board her, which, the
day being calm, we accomplished eas-
ily enough. Then we weré horribly
astonished to find upon her decks no
living man save one, and him at the
point of death. Six bodies there were,
and one living soul, and the men were
a fair and noble company, but like to
no other men whom I have seen.

“ Now Da Suhares, who hath been
in Mexico—for being renegade he
joined our vessel at La Guayra after
slaying the nephew of the governor in
duello—protested that in most respects
these unfortunates resembled the in-
habitants of that ill fated empire, now
ravished and enslaved by the devil serv-
ing Spaniards. Which might be like
enough, for the men were covered with
gold oOrnaments, and bedecked with
the plumage of bright tropic birds,
such as is the custom of these tribes, as
I have always understood..

“’Twas evidently thirst that had
brought them all to their death, for no
drop of sweet water could we find upon
the craft, and the tongue of the living
-_man swelled forth from his lips, forcing
his jaws asunder, and his sweatless
skin cracked as tense parchment. We
_ hastened, therefore, to bring our sur-
geon, and water with a little wine.
With difficulty he swallowed it, and
revived, though but slightly. He gazed
upon us as one affrighted, and shud-
dered, placing his hand upon his breast

as if holding there what he would fain

‘conceal. By which, I take it, he im-
agined us Spaniards, and expected
their deviltries, as well he might.

“ But we spoke to him gently, and
tended him, taking sails to make him
a couch tolie upon: Yet he rallied but
little, murmuring we knew not what,
nor could Da Suhares understand him,
though he had knowledge of some few
words of Mexican.

“'Then the poor wretch raised his
finger slowly and pointed toward us,
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and afterward held up his open hand
many times, which we took to mean
that he had been of a numerous com-
pany ; making gesture also to our ship,
which swung, heaved to, sorhe quarter -
of a mile away. He swept his hands

abroad wildly towards the waste of

waters, implying doubtless that his

was one of a great fleet of vessels.

“As in a flash came to me then
that tale which was at that time a by
word in the South Seas, of the great
expedition ‘of the natives which had
set sail from the coasts of Southern
Mexico, the which was witnessed by
the-Spanish forces advancing from the
north, yet could in no way be pre-
vented of them. Mayax is the name of
the land whence they sailed, and the
fiendish warfare of the Spaniards—
ravishers of women and slaughterers
of babes as they be—had so prevailed
by terror upon these simple folk, that
they had committed themselves to the
deep to escape their villainies, and had

‘vanished, forty sail or more, no man
knew whither.

“ The memory of this tale came back
to me, as I say, vividly—and indeed it
had been the common talk of every
port along the coasts of the Southern
Indies this year past—and I pointed
inquiringly to this poor fellow as he
languished and lay dying at my feet,
and then swept my finger northward,
as if determining that to be the direc-
tion whence he came.

“Whereat he nodded, and then
swung his hand southward again, as
if to say that now he sailed from the
opposite direction. Then, reluctantly,
as it were, he drew from his breast the
scroll which I have here set aside for
your care and consideration, and I be-
held for the first time those symbols
and the presentation of that wondrous
beast which are to me now as the al-
phabet for familiarity. As he gave me
the relic, he feebly took from his wrist
the golden bracelet which hung hag-
gard thereon, and from his neck a
string of gold pieces. The armlet he

e e . =
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gave to me, and the necklet to Da
Suhares, as if in thanks for our con-
sideration, which came thus too late.

“'Then, with the last throb of
" strength left in his withered frame, he

raised himself from the loins, and turn-
ing, faced the sun, which sank clov;%
free and ruddy into the open main.
Bowing himself toward its fading
glories, he spread abroad his hands
with a single word and fell back and
died, unconquered remnant of a con-
quered race. And for a space we stared
silently at the dumb dead, wondering,
half afraid, but full of pity for his sad
case, and of admiration for his un-
complaining end.

“ Then did Da Suhares, Master Fow-
ler and I take counsel together upon
the matter t6 imagine what this might
mean. For I called to their memory
the tale of the escaping Mayans, and
Da Suhares vouched for the truth of
the same. For his own brother had
been of the company of conquistadores
that had advanced south from Mexico,
had seen the men of the escaping fleet
fare out into the deep, and had with
others made strenuous effort to over-
take and capture them before they
launched forth to sea.

“ For report went that they carried
with them the ancient treasures of that
hapless race for centuries back. Ad-

ding that within a month an expedition .

of adventurers had set forth to track
them along the southern coasts, but
had returned empty and rewardless.
And common talk held that he who
. should find that company would also
find ,.wealth beyond desire or concep-
tion. Here he doubted not that we
had one of them. For when we came
to examine their bark there was great
store of gold upon her, not as treasure
indeed for the most part, but put to
plain uses; for though the ornaments

upon each corpse were of gold, yet

were the very bailing vessels made of
wood shod with golden bands and held
with strips of golden metal.

“ Upon each man’s breast also was a
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medal, or some such decoratis
ing upon it the similitude of -
wondrous beast that appears -
mystic scroll which you have |

‘So we reasoned upon the ma

in much thought the solution thereof
came to us. ’ -

“ The expedition had sailed, and had
come to some secure sanctuary as they
had desired. Now they sent back this
small company to advise their fellows
left in bondage of the same, that they .
too might leave their own land, over-
run by the Spaniards, and come also
to safety and a sure dwelling place. And
the more we thought on this, the more
the truth of it came home to our minds.

“ Now this I write in the glorious
year of our Lord, one thousand five
hundred and eighty eight, when the
Lord hath, by the destruction of the
Spanish oppressor, so signally shown
His favor to His children who hope in
Him. The news of which final deliv-
erance hath come fo us long months
after by chance of our meeting Captain
Bostock of Bristol, who saileth in the
Guinea and West India trade.

“Ten years have I and my com-
rades, Da Suhares and Captain Fow-
ler, sought wearily for this people, and
naught hath come to us in reward. Yet
have we got to ourselves sufficient of
this world’s goods, in that we have
taken more than one of his Catholic
majesty’s treasure .galleons, and three
years agone five of his pearling fleet,
which. we fell upon when they were
storm sundered from their fellows.

Rich are we therefore in possessions,

but not yet in knowledge, and the mad-
ness of the quest hath bitten into the
souls of all of us. Not an island, not a
bay, not a single river’s mouth, have
we missed for nigh two thousand

‘weary miles, but unavailingly. And

now I draw into years, but I cannot
rest from it. ) )
. “'Thus have I put down the matter
plainly for my children to wot of, and
if I come not back to them, a charge do
I lay upon them. Ten years have I
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sought, and wrought, and toiled, spar-
ing none of mine and least of all my-
self, and it may well be that from this
last adventure I come not back. Ten
years, therefore, do I lay upon you that
come after me, ten years each of you
unto the tenth generation, and the
blessing of the Almighty be with you
in your search.

“Do the matter diligently, but in
secret, lest it come to the ears of the
Spanish folk, and they triumph at the
last. If ye find this people (and of a
verity I know in my soul that they still

- walk God’s earth) be to them a safe-

guard from their enemies, using the
might of England to bulwark them
from their foes, and get to your race
and family great honor. So do, and

- my blessing be upon you. Forego this

quest, any onte of you, and my curse
test with you unceasingly. To which
charge I put my hand and seal this

_nineteenth -day of December, in the

Annus Mirabilis, one thousand five
hundred and eighty eight.
. “JoAN DoORINECOURTE, KnT.”
Crum placed the musty sheets of
lettering on the table before him, sol-
emnly took off his spectacles and wiped
them, and then stared across quietly

at me without a word, as if he would let

this astonishing balderdash sink deep-
ly into my all too shallow soul.

There was a silence in the office, un-
broken save by the buzzing of the blue-
bottles at the windows and the distant
roar of the Strand, filtered by inter-
vening acres of brickwork. For my
part, I found no words to express my
emotions. For really it came upon me
as a shock-to think what crack brained
enthusiasts our fathers were.

Here was a sound, apparently intelli-
gent old British seaman, who had
knocked about the world more than a
little, worrying himself to set curses on
the head of his unborn descendants if
they should fail to be just such fools as
himself. He meets a half dozen of for-
lorn savages in midocean, by purely cir-

. cumstantial evidence connects them

with another band of niggers of whom
he has only got word by hearsay, and
proceeds to spend ten years of his life
in tracking the latter to a lair which °
probably never existed.

And not satisfied, as I say, with this
astounding waste of time and energy,
but he expects ten other fools to do
the same. 1 stared, therefore, at the
good Crum with these unvoiced mus-
ings extremely vivid in my brain, the
while I thanked God softly below my
breath for civilization and common
sense. ’

It was the lawyer who broke the si-
lence before it got strained.

“1 may say, my lord,” he remarked,
“ that we have compared this writing
with the signature of “your ancestor’s
marriage record in Sellwood church.
It is identical, and there seems to be no
doubt that it is authentic. I would re-
mind you that it is beyond question
that he spent many years in what was
called ‘The Indies’ at that date—the
Southern Seas of America, in point of
fact—where he left the reputation of a
valiant sailor—I'm afraid I must say
buccaneer. But you must remember
that times were different,” he added
hastily, feeling that as.a supporter of
the law he must not seem to favor
equivocal methods. :

“That, I believe, is entirely true,” I
conceded. “ Tradition has it that he
was one of the most energetic old
pirates of his day. But may I ask how
you propose to explain his document
getting to Lisbon into the shop of the
local rubbish dealer, or whatever he
may have been. Why did it not come
home to those for whom it was in-
tended? My unfortunate forefathers
for twelve generations have had these
curses hanging over them, and have
lived in comiortable ignorance.”

“1 don’t think there is much diffi-
culty in finding explanation,” he re-
plied deliberately. “ You know that
Sir John did perish out there, and to
this day no news has been heard of his
ultimate fate. My own suspicions are

Lt g s o e~
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that Da Suhares—by. the way, the peo-
ple from whom your uncle purchased
these documents bore the name of
Soares—very possibly brought him
treacherously to his death to possess
the "wealth that they had reaped in
company.

“ 1Tt is a very possible solution of the
mystery, and we are not likely at this
time of day to find a better one. But I
must say, my lord, that to my mind the
authenticity of the document is abso-
lutely determined, and I have had ex-
perience of similar matters, I may say
for over half a century.”

“It’s plausible enough,” said I,
shifting my ground, “but not goed
enough in my discretion to send a man
fussing over to Yucatan for furthér ex-
planations. Supposing the thing is ab-
solutely correct, both in itself and in
its deductions, what good is to be
made of it at this time of.day? Surely
my uncle did not expect to find this
unknown race after they had been lost
three centuries or more? At any rate
I shouldn’t have thought it of him. He
showed no signs of brain softening ten
years ago—or twelve, was it?—when I
last interviewed him.”

The lawyer leaned his elbows on the

table, and drew the tips of his fingers .

together in a judicial attitude before
he made answer in his intolerably
cautious accent. Then he delivered
himself of his opinions weightily.

I think you are forgetting the
other scroll—the one in symbol which
was purchased with the one now before
you. Recollect that if this could be in-
terpreted, the mystery in all probability
was one no longer. Your uncle was
a man of leisure, fond of travel, and
with the collecting mania: I am bound
to say that under these circumstances
I can understand his attitude.

“He knew that in Central America
was the one man who could translate
—if anybody could—this extremely re-
condite document. He also knew that
in any case at his journey’s end he
would find a vast field of interest in
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the lately discovered mor
Yucatan. I must say that
these things I should have
prised if he had not gone. If

“of the astounding possibilities opened

up to him in discovery if he d
meaning to this scroll, and, re

the enthusiastic nature of his

ment on matters of this kind,

for wonder is left—at any rate not to
my mind.”

I was fairly dumfounded. To think
that a little cut and dried old solicitor
could absolutely find, not only excuses
for this absurd conduct, but a positive
encouragement, was more than I could
have believed possible. I gaped upon
him.

“ My dear Mr. Crum,” said I pity-
ingly, “we are not in the sixteenth-
century. I can conceive a rampant ad-
venturer like Sir Walter Raleigh, let
us say—a man with the heart of a lion
and the brains of a four year old child
—setting out on some such wild goose
chase, but that a British peer, of good
health and wealth, nigh three score
years of age——" :

He interrupted. His spectacles were
tilted rakishly on the bridge of his
nose, and his eyes positively glinted
behind them. He absolutely barked an
explanation at me.

“Yes, my lord; he was all you say.
And I am not ashamed to add, that in
his case, and with his opportunity, I
should have done the same!” ’

“You!” I shouted—yelled, in fact,
so taken aback was I. “ You would
have gone to this unspeakable climate,
to seek out a forsaken French adven-
turer, to get a clue to a fudged up
cryptogram three musty centuries old!
Mr. Crum, Mr. Crum, I should have
as soon believed it of the lord chancel-
lor.”

He had regained his aplomb by now,
and arranged his papers methodically
in front of him before he ventured an-
other word. ‘Then he looked up again,
his calm and judicial air entirely re-
gained.
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ve no wish to pose as a sen-
ist, or to have it thought that
2 glamour of a mystery would
carry me outside the realms of common
sense. But I must say, my lord, with all
due deference, that it seems to me that
your uncle was simply guided by
weight of evidence in what he did.
From the facts connected with its find-
ing and those since elicited, I should
say there can be no doubt that the doc-
ument before us was written by Sir
John Dorinecourte, and that the mat-
ters detailed in it were true. The good
knight’s supposition about the identity
of the persons he encountered seems
to- me extreniely reasonable.
“ Your uncle had nothing in his life
to check his desires for adventure and

. discovery. It would have been marvel-

ous to me if he had let such an oppor-
tunity escape him. I can see, too,” he
went on with a smile, “ that our tem-
peraments differ, my lord, and that
though you are the soldier and I the
lawyer, our blood flows with an irregu-
larity that is not in sympathy with our
professions.”

It is not pleasant to be called a cow-
ard by your own lawyer, I confess, and
I will own that I flew into a rage. I
rose and took my hat.

“ Thanks, Mr. Crum,” I said coldly,

“ it is more than probable that I am in
every particular the absolute inferior
of my late uncle. However, I fear that
I am using your valuable time for re-
flections and deductions which are not
professional ” (put him back in his
place there, thinks I). “Is there any
other business you wish to see me
about this morning ?"”

The old chap flushed and rose in his

. turn,

“I—I'm sure I trust I have not been
offensive or indiscreet, my lord,J he

stammered. “I only wished to grove
that in my poor opinion your unclf was
justified in the course he took. There

is naturally much I should like to talk
over with your lordship in connection
with the estate, but it can wait till the
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will is proved. But perhaps you will
not consider it necessary to employ me
further.”

I saw I had hurt the worthy old
chap badly, and could do no less than
make immediate amends.

“Is thy servant a dog? ” said I hold-
ing out my hand, “that he should do
this thing? No, my dear. Mr. Crum,
though I may be of a slow blooded, not
to say poltroon-like spirit, and you are
still in the midst of the middle ages, if
you will excuse my saying so, as far as
the practicalities of life go, I'm sure we
shall get on together as well as two
thorough opposites always do, and I
can’t say more than that.”

Then I wrung his hand heartily and
fled, but for the life of me I couldn’t
say for certain that I was right and he
was wrong.

-

CHAPTER 1IV.
WHAT BAINES KNEW.

It was three weeks after my first in-
terview with Crum that I found myself
traveling down to Liverpool to meet
Baines, my uncle’s man, who was
bringing home his body. It was a dull,
rainy, depressing day as I stood upon
the dock side above the landing stage
and watched the tender come sidling
up with the crowd of umbrellaed pas-
sengers upon her deck, and my errand
was not of a kind to elevate the spirits.

Beyond the mournful circumstances
that had brought me there, I had a
sense of foreboding as if undefined evil
was coming to me with the dead,
though, considering my very slender
acquaintanceship with my uncle, it
seemed extremely unreasonable. But
there it was, all the same. I put it down
to the weather and the worry of the last
three weeks.

For really I had had a very trying
time. Gerry was more or less at the
bottom of it, and Crum and my own
conscience helped largely. The fact
was that in a moment of weakness I
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had detailed to Gerry the story of the
screed and the two mysterious coins
left by my old buccaneer ancestor. He
had fastened upon the thing like a dog
chewing a meaty bone, and rested not
day or night dinning into me his opin-
ion that my bounden duty was to in-
vestigate the affair “ up to the hilt,” as
he inappositely remarked. And in an-
other astoundingly weak phase of ab-
sent mindedness I had taken him with
me on one of my visits to Crum.

The two had managed somehow to
get on the subject of the mystery, and

then they started in full cry together

to browbeat me for my lack_of enthusi-
asm, proving—Gerry with terse vul-
garity and the lawyer with deliberate
decorum—that I was throwing away
the chance of a lifetime, failing in my
duty to myself, my honor, and my na-
tion, and showing forth a pusillanimity
and poverty of imagination which was
a disgrace to the name of Dorine-
courte,

And out of their badgerings a wild
and hasty promise had grown—wrung
from me by pure bullying—that should
any further news of the ancient scroll
of hieroglyphics come to hand, or per-
chance the scroll itself, I would not
fail to do my utmost to obtain transla-
tion for the same, even to the extent
of crossing the Atlantic myself and in--
terviewing Professor Lessaution.

Pondering, therefore, this rash
mortgaging of my future happiness and
freedom of movement, I stared down
upon the snapping little steamboat with
melancholy eyes, reflecting that she
possibly bore to me a cargo of worry
and unrest which would shadow my life

with unmerited discontent.

There was the usual fuss when the
dripping passengers landed, the usual
rush for the customs, the grating of the

" rolling luggage stage, the interchange

of impudence between the dock porters

~and the crowd, in fact the everyday

hurly burly of a liner’s incoming, and
it was not till after an hour’s patient
toil and the signing of various detesta-

-

ble documents, that Baines and I were
permitted to load our burden upon-the
hearse that waited, and get it to ‘the
railway station. I had no chance in-
the crowded train of conversing with
the man in any sort of privacy, so ar-
ranged that he should call at my rooms
that evening, and that there he should
tell me all there was to tell.

Fortunately Crum had notified a
firm of undertakers to meet us at Eus-
ton, and there take charge of the coffin,
and finally I was at liberty to make my
way home, change, and eat with what
appetite I could. Then lighting my
pipe, I set myself to await Baines and
his revelations with all the apathy I
could command.

And then Gerry saw ﬁt to drop in.
He was brimful of inquiry and investi-
gation regarding the day’s doings, and
showed unbounded disappointment
that as yet no further developments
had ensued. He hinted, in fact, that I
was burking all further knowledge of
the subject and sat arguing and dis-
cussing like an Embodied British As-
sociation.

It was in vain that I tacitly agreed to
all his premises, and passed over his .
insults. He sat and sat, and there he
was when Baines arrived, and then I
knew that the game was fairly up. Un-
der Gerry’s encouraging cross exam-
ination I felt sure that the worthy valet |
would  have seen and heard marvels
which no man could gainsay, and
would be guided into revelations of my
uncle’s last words and messages which
might bear any sort of meaning that
Gerry chose to apply to them.

I groaned as the smooth faced, dap-
per little chap was ushered in by Bar-
ker, and Gerry’s face of enthusiastic .
delight was a picture.

He stood in an uncertain sort of at-
titude near the door, fingering his hat,
and waiting, after the first good even-
ing had passed between us, for me to
speak. I motioned him to sit down,
and as he deposited himself gingerly
on the edge of a chair I rose, and strad-
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cross the hearthrug, began my

yation. .

11, Baines,” said I, “ it has been
a sad time for you. Can you give us
any details of your master’s illness?”

“ It was very short and sudden, my
lord,” said Baines, with a terseness for
which T blessed him. “It came on at
*Uanac, where we were camped.” ’Is
lordship went about much as usual for
the first day; the second he was very
bad, and we sent on down to Grey-
town for a doctor, but by the next day
’is lordship was delirious, and died the
day after. The doctor came too late.
I nursed him all the time, my lord,”
and Baines’ eyes shone mistily for a
moment in the candle light, “and I
.think all was done that could be done,
but there was no help for it. They tell
me these malarial fevers always are like
that, but"’is lordship was never what I
should call robust, my lord.”

“ Do you thirtk he knew that he was
dying? ” I queried, as he paused. “ At
least, was he delirious all the time, or
was there an interval of consciousness?”
I added hopefully.

“ Oh, yes, my lord. He was quite
calm at the last, and knew he was go-
ing. I think what vexed him most was
that he hadn’t finished the business
he’d come for.”

“ And what was that?” demanded
Gerry and I as with a single voice.

Baines looked at Gerry a little un-
certainly, shuffling his hat between his
hands, and glanced at me interroga-
tively before he made answer. I un-
derstood what he meant, and hastened
to put him at his ease.

“You can speak freely before Mr.
Carver,” said I. “I have no secrets
from him.” )

“ Well, my lord,” said Baines, with
a sort of apologetic hesitation, “ I can-
not think that his lordship was alto-
gether himself these last two or three
months. He had possessed himself of
a piece of paper covered with what
you'd call ‘ jommetry *—at least that’s
what I believe it is called, my lord—

-

when we were in Lisbon, and for hours
together he would pore over this when
we were going out to Greytown, and
mutter away to himself in a really most
extraordinary manner. Then when we
got to Greytown, he wouldn’t stop
there a day—and they say you should
always take a day or two to get ac-
climatized before you go up country—
but got mules together and started at
once for Chichitza—"

“ Chichitza? ” I exclaimed, remem-
bering Crum’s story. “ Are you quite
sure that was the name?”

“1 know it only too well, my lord,
considering we spent nigh a. month
there. A horrible place, too. Uncanny,
T called it.”

“Uncanny. Why?”

“ Oh, it was all shut in with trees,
my lord, and there was nothing but
great ruins all covered with figures and
carving that looked diabolical, I
thought, even in the daytime, and as for
night—well, I never dared stir from my
tent. There was moans and rustlings
going on in them all the time. ’Is
lordship used to say that it was only.
the monkeys and sloths that lodged
among them, but I didn’t care to go
and find out. I kept pretty close in
camp after dark, I can tell you.”

“ And what did my uncle do all the

“time?’

“His company and conversation
was reserved pretty much all the time
for the French gentleman we found
there,” said Baines, with an air of some -
contempt. “ He seemed to find a good
deal to say to him, my ‘lord. Then
when they weren’t examining and dig-
ging among the temples and things,
they used to press lumps of squashy
stuff on the carvings, and pick them off
when they dried. Really, my lord,
without meaning any offense, I think
I should have had to give notice if we’'d
stayed there much longer. The dull-
ness and the bad food and one thing
and another was too much for any ordi-
nary Christian as wasn’t concerned in
carvings and such like.”
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“ When did they give up?”

“ Just about six days before his lord-
ship was. taken ill.
and were going down country to camp
a little way—about two days’ journey,
I think they said—outside Greytown.
There they wanted to stay another
three weeks or a month, I understood,
to see something of the natives. And
what there was to see, I can’t say at all,
my lord. A dirtier, horrider set of ruf-
fians 1 never come across, and I've
been with ’is late lordship m a good
many countries before now.’

*“ What was the cause of the illness,
d’vou think? ” I queried. “ Bad food?
Bad water? Anything of that kind?”

¢ Just the pure reek and stink of the
places, I consider,” said Baines im-
pressively. “ There was a white mist
that rose at night which fairly got one
in the chest,'my lord. And up at-the
ruins it was worse than anywhere. I
only wonder I didn’t go down with it
too. Only I was more careful at night
than ’is lordship.”

* Well, Baines, what did his lordship
say when he was conscious? Did he
send any message to any one, or give
any directions?”

“ Yes, my lord,” replied Baines with

_a promptitude that made Gerry heave
in his chair with unrestrainied excite-
ment, “ he sent your lordship a mes-
sage which perhaps you’ll understand,
for I must confess I didn’t.”

It is not advisable to wear your emo-
tions upon your sleeve before a ser-
vant, and it was a stonily indifferent
face I turned to Baines and an un-
quivering voice in which I bade him
deliver his word from the dead, but I
will own that discomfort and nervous
expectancy had me by the throat. Ger-
ry’s face expressed nothing but un-
stinted and tremulous glee and tri-
umph.

. “‘Go and see Captain Dorine-
courte,” he said, ¢ when you get home,
Baines. Mr. Crum will have told him

" why I'm.out here. Then say to him
from me that if he’s worthy of the

They'd packed up’

_some other person.
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name he bears’—I'm only 1
it as he said it, my lord,” ir
Baines apologetically—" ‘that
tinue with Monsieur Lessaut
I've begun, and what’s nea
too,” he added.
“He was getting weaker
time, my lord, and I don’t
caught all he said, but there w;
about the alphabet, and the r
Chichitza, and that the French
man had nearly got it all—all «
I don’t know, my lord—and th
that kind, when I think he must have
been wandering, but just at the last he
sat up on his cot and spoke quite loud
and clear. )
“* After all these generations, when
I had it in my grasp, it's gone to Jack.
It’s the cursedest luck in the world,
Baines,” he said, turning to me very
wild-like and passionate, ‘ the cursed-
est luck, and if Jack throws away his:
chance, I'll—I'll——" and then a sort
of cough or sob took him sudden in
the throat, and he fell back gasping.
“1 held his head, my lord,” went on
Baines, his voice getting perceptibly
unsteadier, “ but it was no use. . He
turned his eyes to me, and I’m surethe
took me for some one else, for he
smiled so beautiful and glad that it -
made him look quite different and like
His lips moved -
again, but I couldn’t hear any sound.
He just breathed deep and quiet-like
two or three times, and then was still,
and I’'m sure he had no pain,” and as
he concluded his simple tragedy a large
tear rolled over the brim of the faithful
valet’s eye and fell with quite a sparkle
on the carpet.
The silence held complete possession
of the room for a good minute after
Baines had finished speaking. :
I ruminated sadly over the confirma-
tion and support that would be given
to the wild theories of Crum and Gerry
by this unfortunate testimony from the
dead ; Baines was lost in pathetic rem-
iniscence of the end of a master whom
in his way he had loved, and t6 whom
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he had given nigh a score of years of
faithful service; while Gerry, a single
glance showed to be indulging in fan-
tastic dreams of triumph which only a
certain feeble sense of decency pre-
vented him divulging to us on the mo-
‘ment.

“ What about Monsieur Lessaution,
Baines? ” I queried to break a silence
which was getting heavy with forebod-
ing.. “ Did he stay in Greytown, as he
didn’t cross with you?” )

Baines flushed suddenly, and looked
yet unhappier.

“ No, my lord, he went back to Chi-
chitza—at least so I understood.”

(g Why? ”

Baines
his hat diffidently before he answered,
striving evidently to use chosen words
in describing a disagreeable incident.
At last he burst forth incontinent, for-
bearing circumlocutions :

“ He was very impudent to me, my
lord—I can’t describe it any other way.
He wanted to possess himself of one
or two of his lordship’s papers—par-
ticularly the one with the signs on it,
that I've spoken of—and was quite
passionate to me about it. Of course
I knew my duty, and wouldn’t let him
have it, and he used dreadful language
to me in-French—at least I'm not a
scholar, my lord, but it sounded almost
devilish. At the end he rounded on me.

“‘Well, pig of pigs,’ he said, ‘ take"

it to England then. It but remains for
you to bring it back when you get
there. Tell the new Loord Heatherslie
that I await him at Chichitza till
Christmas. After that I shall work on

" my own account,” and that was all I

got out of him after that, my lord.”

There was.a gurgle of unrepressed
delight from Gerry’s corner, followed
by a murmur of “ No getting out of it,
-my boy.”

I quelled him with a glance, and
proceeded with my interrogation.

“ And that was the last word you had
with him, Baines? ” .

“‘That was the last word he spoke

-

stammered and fumbled
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to me, my lord,” answered Baines
guiltily. .

I understood. “You should not
have answered a gentleman back,” said
I severely. “ What did you say to him,
Baines? ”

He grew perceptibly hotter, but an-
swered honestly. '

“ Well, my lord, I didn’t expect ever
to see the gentleman again, and he was
very outrageous about the papers. 1
only said that you came of an obliging
family, my lord, and if he meant to
wait all that time in America, your
lordship was just the man to do as
much in England. He didn’t make any
answer, my lord, but just bit at his
knuckles, and went away dancing.”

Gerry -walked to the window and
looked gravely into the night. I as-
sumed a sphinx-like expression.

It was an unpardonable reply,
Baines,” said I sadly, “but it cannot
be helped now. I must write and apol-
ogize to M. Lessaution for it. I think
that will do for the present. Of course .
I shall continue to pay your wages till
affairs are settled, and shall probably
want to see you again more than once.
Lodge as near as you can. My man’

will give you a glass of wine,” and 1

rang the bell and delivered him into
Barker’s hands, the latter’s usual im-
passivity being marred by a bubbling
excitement as he received this traveled
confrére, who might be expected to
entertain him with astounding histories
of adventure by flood and field.

“ A peculiarly pleasant gentleman,
Mr. Baines,” said Gerry, turning pink
complexioned from the window as the
door closed. “ So versatile and gifted
in the lighter arts of conversation and
repartee. Now, old chap, do you re-
alize that you’ve got to go through
with this thing? Not only is it proved
beyond a doubt that there is something
to be looked into, but it appears more
than likely that the investigation there-
of may become amusing. What more
could any reasonable pefson desire?

“We're both of us down in .the
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mouth, and require relaxation and a
tonic for diseased minds. Here is an
unexampled chance ready to our
hands. Apply, therefore for leave; run
over to Chichitza, and interview the
good Lessaution before he is tired of
waiting. And I tell you what I'll do—
I’ll come and look after you.”

“ You overwhelm me with your con-
sideration,” I sneered. “I can’t possi-
bly permit myself to trespass on your
kindness.”

“ Don’t trouble yourself to be sar-
" castic, old man,” said- Gerry compos-
edly. “If you desire it, I'll openly
avow that I'm crazy to go and forget
all the brooding and whining of the
last month, and therefore I mean to
make your life a burden till you con-
sent. That’s all for tonight; but to-
morrow we’'ll go and see Crum again
and hear what he has to say. So good
night, old man.”

I suffered myself to be led an un-
willing captive to Crum’s office the
next day, and the old man heard our
version of Baines’ story patiently. And

thus he made remark, speaking didac--

‘tically : :

“T must say,” said he, leaning for-
ward and tapping the points of his fin-
gers ceaselessly together, “ that what
Baines has to tell us seems to me to be
most conclusive that your uncle, in
conjunction with M. Lessaution, has
lighted on some further clue to this
mysterious document. Though appar-
ently they have not solved it in its en-
tirety, they have satisfied themselves
that it is Mayan in character, and has
some bearing on the adventure de-
scribed by Sir John Dorinecourte.

“The French gentleman evidently
has accumulated knowledge which
makes him the only*authority on this
subject, and it is to him you must ad-
dress yourself if you would go further
in the matter. I think, my lord, that
you would very possibly find it inter-
esting so to do, but it rests with you.
It is regrettable that M. Lessaution is
not returning to Europe at once, and

that he remains at Chichitza. Tt is also
evident that he has—or thinks he has—
information which may make him in-
dependent of you in this question, or,
on the other hand, his-threat of work-
ing without you may be merely a piece
of bluff to induce you to go and inter-
view him.

“In conclusion, I must say, that all
things considered, it is the only course
I see open to you, my lord, if, as I say,
you think the matter of sufficient in-
terest to be inquired into.”

“ And of that there is no possible,

probable doubt, no shadow of doubt
whatever,” interposed Gerry. “ But
don’t you think we should have a look
at the thing which has been at the bot-
tom of all the excitement? It’s among
the boxes which have been deposited
here, Mr. Crum.”
. Crum smiled. “I have so far ex-
pected this visit that I made bold—in
my character of executor—to open your
late uncle’s despatch box, which was
deposited here last night. I have found
the thing in question, and speaking
for myself, am of the opinion that
there can be no question but that the
coins and the document are in the
same symbol,” and opening his writ-
ing table drawer he produced a tin
case.

Out of it he took a sheet of yellow
rough looking material wrapped in
tissue paper.
us:

It was moldering and musty, and
emitted a faint, incense-like odor -of
perfumed wax. It was covered, as
Baines had described, with “ geome-
try ” of sorts, namely squares, and ob-
longs twisted and welded together with
intricacy, but with apparent method.

The long lines of them ran across it
in ordered rows from top .to bottom,
though which was the beginning, it
would be hard to say, except that at
thie end appeared a drawing—the pre-

sentment of as diabolical a looking

monster as I have ever seen. It was
of the nature of a huge lizard, with a

He spread it out before-
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1s neck doubled into terri-

rtions and flung back upon

and lumpish body,. The lines

wdiated .from its eye evidently

ted the baleful glare which

_ Josed to proceed from that or-

gan. But it was portrayed with a

rough skill which was more or less ad-
mirable.

“Well,” said I, after a pause, when
we had ceased to gape upon this ab-
surdity, “ I think you are driving me
into an escapade worthy of the worst
kind of lunatic, but as you are all
against me I give in. We sail for Chi-
chitza, but while I say it, I am calling
myself a fool, fool; and again fool, and
there is no other word to characterize
all of us.”

And so, amid Gerry’s shouts of ac-
clamation, was set on foot that out-
rageous adventure which brought us
to the Great South Wall. |

: CHAPTER V.
PROFESSOR LESSAUTION’S OPINION.

It was a hot, damp, oppressive Oc-
tober evening when our littl¢ coasting
steamer deposited us at Greytown,
whither we had come after being land-
ed by the Pacific Mail at Colon.

Gerry -and I fought our way ashore
amid the crowd of niggers and half
castes of varying degree, while the
melancholy Baines brought up the
rear, eyeing doubtfully the all too easy
porterage afforded our baggage by the
longshore loafers who had annexed it
tumultuously.

Baines had accompanied us under
strong compulsion, and only by the
promise of a stipend that many a weary
curate would have deemed beyond the
dreams of avarice.

When the point was mooted—and we
felt that his experience was a thing
worth struggling for—he had met our
proposals with a flat refusal. He had
explained’emphatically that he had al-

- ready had sufficient, for one life at leqst,

of irruptions into the tangle of prime-

val forests where the dark green abyss
of jungle made twilight _eternally.
Where, as he forcibly expressed it, the
crawling beasts of peculiar noisome-
ness were thick as flies upon a butch-
er’s stall; where the water was soup
and the soup water; where the gray
mists of malaria enveloped one as with -
a blanket of ague germs.

All these things, as I say, were con-
trary to him. But the financial allure-
ments held out to him, and the magic
of Gerry’s silver tongue had prevailed,
and now he conducted us personally,
though lugubriously. He it was who
hustled a way eventually for us to the
wretched inn, and set himself to pre-
pare our morrow’s transport.

Nothing, we ascertained, had been-
seen or heard of M. Lessaution, and it
was therefore to be supposed that he
was still encamped amid the ruins of
Chichitza. By noon the next day we
had accumulated our carriers, and set
forth a half day’s stage in that direction
before evening, full of excitement in
our quest, and of hopes of adventure
in the attaining of it.

For now that we found ourselves in
these tropic wilds, visions of encoun-
ters with savage man and beast loomed
largely before our mind’s eye.

A greater disappointment than the
reality I have seldom, if ever, had to
undergo. Instead of varied and de-
lightful travel, enlivened by brilliant
experiences of peril at the hands of the
aboriginees, or the claws of the forest
denizens, the advance was simply one
long, perpetual grind. -

Fternally we hewed our devious
way through the thickest brush which
exists, as I believe, .on this earth.
Every moment of the day and night
were we devoured by mosquitoes and
other noxious beasts, including “ jig-
gers,” which lamed us both for the best
part of a week. Nothing did we eat
save cassava bread and the perpetual
monkey and porcupine steak, and over
every portion of our bodies were we
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covered with enormous tropical boils,
by reason of which we rested not day
or night.

So in stupendous misery did we
proceed to Chichitza, seeing neither
man nor beast of the slightest import
during the whole ten days we spent in
the transit.

Well do I remember our arrival at
the ruins. The last few miles we had
stumbled on a faint-track among the
creeping lianas and spiky aloes, and
Gerry and I, hearing that the end of
our quest was only a matter of an hour
or two, had begun to head the party
with some small show of élan.

Thus as we strode hopefully through
the endless gloom, we saw a ray of
blessed sunlight flicker down between
the masses of dense foliage about a
quarter of a mile ahead, and yelled
with pure delight at the sight, the mon-
keys and parrots answering back de-
fiantly. Then we took to our heels and
ran like lamplighters down the aisles
of rotting logs that lay between us and
the gladsome shaft of brightness,
shouting uproariously.

Still sprinting, we emerged suddenly
into an encampment where white civ-
ilized tents gleamed in the noonday
sun—oh, the loveliness of open skies—
and tripped with startled outcry upon
their pegs, rolling at the feet of a little
wan, wizened, black bearded man, who

stared down upon us with timorous "

amazement. ’

It did not take his invocation of the
-sacred name of a pig to convince me
that we had in very truth stumbled
upon our man. I rose and bowed to
him with dignity. )

“1 believe,” said I in French, “ that
I have the honor to address M. le
Professeur Lessaution? Allow me to
introduce myself as Lord Heatherslie,
and this gentleman as Mr. Gerald Car-
ver, of her Majesty’s Regiment of Foot
Guards.” - .

He flung up his arms ecstatically.

“ But what a joy!” he shrieked in
his native tongue. “ Monsieur has not
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failed me. But I convinced myself
that a gentleman of monsieur’s blood
would not. I said, no, it is not possible
that any Englishman, with his native
love of adventure, will forsake this so
great quest. Monsieur, I have the
honor to embrace you with all my
heart,” and he’d have done it, too, not’
only with his heart, but with his lean
little arms, if I had not dexterously
caught his tempestuous hands and
wrung them with an effusion that left
him too exhausted for more familiar
demonstrations. _

When Gerry had also evaded the
luscious raptures that the good little

.man in the fulness of his soul would

have inflicted on him too, and the in-
genious abandon had somewhat syb-
sided, we proceeded to explain our-
selves, detailing under what circum-
stances we had received his message,
how we had been affected thereby, and’
how our purpose to visit him had
grown into fulfilment.

Then tremblingly he demanded if
we had with us the original document,
and satisfied about this by its exhibi-
tion beneath his sparkling eyes, turned
to evolve an entertainment worthy of
the occasion. Meanwhile we sought
changes of raiment—by this time our-
carriers had overtaken us—baths, and
such like luxuries which we had been
without for ten long and weary. days.

As we emerged again into the sun-
light—and how we reveled in it, hot
as it was—we found our host in the full
ardor of hospitality. He was dashing
about from tent to tent, cuffing relent-
lessly those of his servants who failed ex-
actly to meet his behests, personally su-
perintending the cook, and flitting from
saucepan to saucepan with strange bot-
tles and jars of piquancies like a very
cordon bleu. ‘The result, when we sat
ourselves down before it half an hour
later, was in every way a success.

Finally, as the coffee circulated in
choice little cups, and pipes and cigars
were lit, and contentment sat upon
every brow, the little chap proceeded
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e ‘conference, speaking as
| nducted a very rite, rather
- discussion. o

“In the first place,” said the little
man, speaking in French, “ I have to
" ask your pardon, M. de Heatherslie,

for the attempt I made to deprive your
uncle’s servant, the good Baines, of
the contents of the despatch box with
which he charged him so rigorously.
My action was inexcusable, I admit.
But on the other hand, put yourself in
my place.

“ Look you that your uncle and I
together had toiled months—weeks, at
least—to elucidate the symbol of this
document—this so ancient document,
in which many things of the most
curious may be recorded. And under-
stand, also, that we are very near the
conclusion of the matter. _At this pre-
cise moment Monsieur Baines takes
from beneath my eyes the prize for
which I have toiled so laboriously. Do
you not imagine, therefore, that I feel
a distress that is cruel—that I bemoan
his obstinacy—that I endeavor by any
means to alter his decision. Tell me

" this, and. at the same time accord me
your forgiveness for my hastiness.”

“1 think,” said I, beaming upon
him benignantly, ““ that you must have
exercised great restraint, my dear
Monsieur Lessaution, in refraining
from destroying him and rifling his
body. - Let us forget this absurd inci-
dent. Happily we have returned to
you the means of doing so. Here is
the paper, and here are we, boiling
over with curiosity to get a transla-
tion. Are you now in a position to
give it?”

He bowed impressively, his soft lit-
tle brown eyes gleaming gratefully at
me from behind his spectacles. Then
he continued his discourse.

“ Tt may have come to your ears, my
friends, that I have for some time con-
vinced myself that the interpretation
of the Mayan cabalistics, which you

 see here graven upon these mighty

ruins ”—and he waved his arms sol-

’
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emnly towards the gray walls that
showed dimly through the foliage—
“is to be found by comparing them
with the ancient Egyptian symbol.
This I have now proved beyond a .
doubt to be correct. - But this being
so, only half the battle is won.

“1 arrive at the language spoken
some centuries ago by the inhabitants
of the Mayan Empire. To translate
this language I must find its connect-
ing link with the Mayan of the present
day—and this is but a bastard patois
of the -original, being corrupted with
Indian. But by familiarizing myself
with Mayan, as the people of the coun-
try speak it today, I have made long"
strides in solving the twisted carvings
of these ancient monuments.

“ It was at the point where your late
uncle and I had decided that some
knowledge of collopuial Mayan was
necessary to further our plans that he
unfortunately contracted the illness
which proved fatal to him. During
the last two months I have familiarized
myself with this language. I say it
with due humility, but I believe with
some certainty that in the course of a
short time I shall decipher the docu-
ment. But supposing this done, shall
you be guided by the result.? ”

“‘That’s just a little too previous a
question,” said I. “ Don’t you think
you had better get the answer to the
Mayan conundrum before you embar-
rass us with plans which have as yet no
basis to start from ?”

“ But surely you have seen the letter
of your great ancestor, who was the
original discoverer of this document.
Naturally -the translation will show us
where to seek this lost people.”

He was so serious about it, not to say.
so cocksure, that I nearly imperiled our
friendship by laughing in his face.

To my stolid British mind, the con-
clusive way in which he took my ro-
mancing old ancestor’s yarn as gospel
truth struck me as humorous. But I
preserved a staid -demeanor as I an-
swered.
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“ Let me assure you, monsieur,” said
I, “that I shall feel it my duty to be
guided in this matter by your advice.
But before we discuss hypothetical
questions, let us endeavor to deal with
facts. Take then this paper and apply
to it your knowledge. I have great
pleasure in handing it over.to your
care.” ’

It might have been an insignia of
knighthood at the least, judging by
the reverence with which he received
the musty relic. In a very fury of
grateful protestation he bore it to his
tent and surrounded himself with a
mass of papers, books, and refer-
ences.

And there through the live long day
he continued to sit amid his piled ac-
cumulations of literary matter. The
door of his tent was ever open, and our
view of his actions unimpeded.

Fatigued by the stress of ten days’
marching, Gerry and I were only too
glad to rest beneath the shade of a great
granadillo tree and smoke the pipe of
peace, and the sight of the little man’s
energy was a restful tonic to our jaded
constitutions.

He flung himself upon his task like
a navvy. From book to book he flew,
and from note to note.. He dodged
about from one heap of manuscript to
anotherlike a little robin picking crumbs
in the snow. He jerked his little head
f:om side to side as he annotated and
compared with the eager, intelligent
air of a fox terrier before a rabbit hole.
He sweated, he tore his hair, he seized
his head between his hands in a very
travail of mental effort. The sheets of
foolscap flew beneath the touch of his
practised fingers.

Symbol after $§ymbol gave up its
secret as he traveled down the lines of
interwoven cabalistics. The copper-
plate of his translation grew in volume
steadily ; the pace increased rapidly as
he neared the end. Not a word did -we
offer, not a suggestion did we make.
Apathetically we listened to his curses
or smiled at his squeals of triumph as
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the figures alternately
fell before him. :

Finally, as the tropic
in with the swiftness -of
dropping, he gave a yell of
and bounded out of his 1
the completed copy with te
ulation. He thrust it into
still shouting.

“Aha, aha! it is done, it is
I have them, the great race
Before the world we shall
them. We shall say, behold
of so long ago, and to .us 1
honor—the so great honor
covery. Read, then, read, a
have not succeeded,” and wi i
aflame he hovered round me, waving
his ten fingers ecstatically.

Here is what I found written down in
artistic French, and render
own bald native tongue.

From Huankac, leader of the m
the people of Cay, greeling
mag, priest of Cay and ove
people who remain in the lanc

This to inform you that to t
the migration is come prosperit
honor, for indeed we have found
tion of the god Cay himself. For
out into the deep after our deg
a great tempest arose swiftly be:
and for the space of fifteen
naught but water and a sky of «

On the sixteenth day, when 1
victual were banished from ¢
came to regions of much ice—ice
son with which that upon the n
the Northland is as naught, at the
we dismayed, expecting death t
hunger, but the purpose of the go
us. For as we drifted through -
ice, a great wall rose before us, hi
placable, nor could we anywhere
break therein.

So for some hours we were tosse:
ing currents, fearing. instant
against the frowning crags.
den Carfag, of the tribe of Xi
the leading ship, called alouc
round a jutting peak of rock be
was opening, which passage
intricate, and might pass unnc
lowing Carfag we rounded
found still water and a sandy
There we landed amid a crowd
birds and sea beasts of surprisi:
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the. which were not scaled as fish, but furred
as foxes. Vet all was rock and pebbles, nor
had we means to light a fire, save with such
lumber from the ships as we could spare.
But as we wandered further up the fore-
shore, there ran ridge-like across the face of
-rock a line of black stone having the simili-
tude of wood, and with the marks of ferns
therein. This some of us knew would burn,
having seen the like in the Northland.
Then lit we fires, and smote over some of

the great birds which sat upon the sand with-

out fear and unresisting, and roasted them to

. make a meal therefrom. As the fume of their

roasting went up savorily upon the air, and
all prepared to satisfy their hunger, behold
one lifted up his eyes towards the land and
cried aloud in awe and great terror, for thence
came down fowards us the. god Cay himself
in flesh apparent, his mouth agape as if de-
manding sacrifice.

Then consulted we hurriedly upon the
honor which had thus befallen us of the mi-
gration—shown now of a surety to be in
direct favor of the god—and selecting Alfa,
daunghter of Halmac, as fairest, bound her for
sacrifice. Her we thrust forth into the path
of the god, though Hardal, to whom the maid
was promised, would have stayed us.

Then came Cay in his bodily shape, and
did take the maid, and did eat her in token
of blessinig and acceptance to us his faithful
people, and Hardal, seeing his bride rent and

. dismembered, ran forth to the feet of the god,
and was himself devoured also. After which
did Cay withdraw himself from our reverent
and astonished eyes,.and we gave thanks that
he in his mercy had guided us to his own
abode, though verily the land is passing sav-
age and barren of every growing thing.

So we hasted and collected of our stores and .

put them in our best ship, and have sent unto
you Migdal and six of our bravest youth,
that you too may come to the land which
Cay himself hath deigned to bless. In wit-
ness whereof hereunto I subscribe the sign of
the god, fervently desiring that to you may
be given his protections until you also come
to his own seat.
: HUANHAC, priest of Cay, and
chief of the migration.

I handed the paper on to Gerry
without a word of comment, and then

turned to Lessaution with questioning.

eyes.

He was sitting opposite me chuck-
ling and bubbling away in an inde-
scribable manner. He beat his little
“hands together, digging at the soft
earth with his restless heels, while
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Gerry also digested this astounding
rigmarole, evidently bursting with the
desire to speak, but restraining him-

. self till he could spring his fatuous sur-

prises upon us both together. .

For the next five minutes he made
the most hideous and unconscious.
faces at me, winking and smirking
meaningly as he caught the emotions
flitting swiftly across Gerry’s features,
and finally, as the latter laid down the
paper with a low whistle of astonish-
ment and incredulity, he poured forth
his abounding triumph boisterously.

“ You see, my friends, you see?” he
shouted. “ It is as plain—but yes—as
plain as the great temple behind you.
You have heard, you have read of the
great wall of the unknown lands of the
Antarctic? You have remembered
what M. Borchgrevink has told? Of
the great cliff that stands up unclimb-
able from the ocean? There they have
gone. It is there they have founded
their new empire in the land that no
man has discovered. - :

“Tt is all in one with the letter of
the good Sir Dorinecourte of long ago.
Where but there could it be? Where .
is the ice? Where else the great cliffs?
We will go to them. We will discover
them again. To the world we will pre-
sent this ancient race, and to us will be.
a glory that we cannot as yet dream of.
We shall be the great ones of the cen-
tury. The discoverers of the peoples
of yesterday. What do you say? Hein?.
Hein? Hein?” and he grunted like
an inquiring pig.

“My dear Professor,” said I
patiently, “ you doen’t really mean to
imply that you believe that this race
exists to the present day? Why,
they’ve perished long ago by cold and
hunger ; or been eaten by their god. I
must say that I think I may safely take
this document to be—let us say—an

.allegory, written by some mendacious

old priest for wicked purposes of his
own. The story of the god Cay is
quite sufficient to show the absurdity
of it. How on earth could such a
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monstrous 1mpossxb111ty have ever
walked the earth either in the Antarc-
tic or anywhere else?”
'~ “ My friend, my friend,” he babbled,
his words nearly tripping over each
other in his hurry, “it is not so; I
assure you of it. Let us even allow
that the race is dead. But the remains
of the wonderful people exist. We can
go, we can dig, we can find the traces.
And remember the gold. We go not
for honor alone—though for me, I am
French, and it is enough—but there
‘will be the gold. Think of the very
lhailing vessels made of gold in the
letter of the great Sir Dorinecourte.
There will be wealth, and the fame—
oh, the very great, magnificent fame.”

I tried to be tolerant with the en-
thusiastic little ass, but I will own that
his ctedulity was altogether too much
for me.

“You have not yet answered my
question about the god Cay,” I replied.
“ How do you propose to explain that
very obvious falsehood? ”

“And you think all this is a lie,” he
bawled, “ just because this priest wove
a little religion into his message? And
who are we to say that it is not true?
Have we been behind that wall of
rock where these people remain either
alive or dead? How then can we
decide what is there or has been there?
It will be time enough to say what
exists or does not exist when we have
made examination.”

Now did one ever .hear such
nonsense. There may be a queer
thing or two loose about the earth,
but to ask one to believe that a terror
such as that depicted at the foot of the
Mayan scroll was alive and being
worshiped not much more than three
centuries ago was a trifle too much. I
said so with no uncertain sound.

“ M. de Heatherslie,” answered the
little man gravely, “ you speak of what
you do not know.. What is that your
poet says? There are more things in
heaven and earth than your poor little
philosophy thinks of. Why, tell me,

are you convinced that such a monster
cannot have existed? You but repeat
what the 1gnorant said to M. de Challlu
about the gonlla

“ Humbug,” said I, getting warm.
“ Monkeys there always have been, and
monkeys there always will be. If this
monster was like anything that nature
ever invented there might possibly be
something in it. But it’s a thing
utterly outrageous. Who ever saw a
hippopotamus with the neck of a
giraffe, and: the legs of a lizard, and
that is practically what the mytholog-
ical god Cay is, both on the scroll
and on the ruins here,” for we had
found more- representations of the

“loathsome divinity studded into the

twisted inscriptions on the facades and
walls of the old temples.

As the discussion grew he began to
light up as well.

“Monsieur,” he squealed, with glow-

- ing eyes, “I endeavor to say it with

courtesy, but you are ignorant and
obstinate. You have slept away your

life in the fogs of England; you think

that there is nothing worth considering
in the world that has not the cachet of
Piccadilly. I tell you—I affirm to you
—that I believe that far away in the
unknown south much may have hap-
pened—much may still be happening.

“We are ignorant, you and I, but .

there is no reason that we should not

learn. I have translated to you this
document. I give to' you my opinions
on it. I say that it should be investi-

gated, and to your family is due the
first chance of investigation, if only out
of respect to the honor of your uncle,
who is, unfortunately, dead. But if
you throw away this chance, then I
claim the right to give this honor to
France—my country. But I beg you
to remember that I beseech you to
make use of your knowledge first, that
afterwards there may be no recrimin-
ations.”

I bowed sneeringly.

“You do me too much honor,” I
replied sarcastically, “ for I' can imag-
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ine that every savant in France is

yearning to stand in my shoes. Why,

heavens, man! do you think there’s a

fool big enough to back you anywhere

. between Dunkirk and Marseilles? ”

“He glowered at me malignantly,

flapping his hands against the turf.

- “Monsieur wishes me to infer then
that I am a fool?” he queried coldly.
“1 accept monsieur’s compliment in
the spirit in which it is dealt to me. But
let me tell monsieur this. He may
have the wealth, he may have the cour-

. age, he may think he has the wisdom

of the century at his back, but he has

no spirituality, and I say it with assur-
ance, but little intéllectuality. He'is

_crusted in conservative unbelief like an

oyster in his shell. With all his practi-
cal qualities I pity him,” and he swept
his hands abroad with a wave of dis-
dain that was dramatic in its haughti-
ness.

Youwill perceive that the makings of
a good quarrel were here, however
absurd the subject. A sentence or two
more and I and the little ass would
have been, figuratively, at each other’s
throats. Here Gerry stepped into the
breach

“ Jack, you're in the wrong; and
what’s more, when you’re cool, you'll
own it. What'’s the good of looking
black at another gentleman simply
because he differs from you in a mat-
ter of opinion. The remedy lies ip
your own hands. Mr. Lessaution tells
you that if you sail in a certain direction
he has good reason to believe that you
will find certain things, or the remains
of certain things, which he judges to
be of importance. ’

“We'll sail there. We've a .very
great desire for something exciting to
do just at present, and here you have
an ancient family quest ready to your
hand. I can't imagine anything that
could possibly improve upon such a
providentially given chance. You've

got the money for it, and the health,
and last but not least, you've got two
companions ready to accompany you.
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If you've any spirit left in &ou, go,” and
as he concluded - his lecture he smote
me resoundingly on the back.

I failed to see sense in this any more

than in the Frenchman’s hare brained
purposes, but a sudden thought had
come with glowing swiftness into my
mind. I turned hastily to Lessaution,
who was regarding me with anxious
inquiry and asked him a question.

“ Supposing,” said I, ““ only suppos-
ing, we were to sail due south to the
land which you believe to exist beyond
Cape Horn, how should we proceed? ”

“We should, of course, make the
Falkland Islands our base, and steer a
directly southern course from there.
They would be the nearest inhabited
land.”

I pondered this information sﬂently,
ruminating various matters
mind. Finally I turned benignantly
towards the professor, and seized his
hand.

“ Monsieur Lessaution,” said I, “1I
will say frankly that I do not believe
that we shall find a vestige of this ex-
tinct race, and I am inclined to think
that both the English letter .and the
Mayan document are frauds. But I
want relaxation and excitement, and
I believe the cruise may possibly do
me all the good in the world. We will
return to England and find out the
cost of equipping a yacht for sailing
in these latitudes. If my man of bus-
iness advises me that I am in a position
to undertake it, I shall do so. And I
request the pleasure of your company

if this proposal becomes an accom-.

plished fact.”

~His sallow little cheeks flushed up
with pleasure, and he shook my prof-
fered hand violently.

“T was not mistaken in you, Mon-
sieur de Heatherslie,” he said, with
dignity. “1I felt that no man of your
adventurous race would fail at a chance
like this. Receive my congratulations

on your decision, and my regrets that .

I used unpardonable adjectives to goad
you into it. You will find me, I trust,

in my



270 THE ARGOSY.

not unworthy of the honor you have
done me.”

Gerry used less set terms in his
address. .

“Thanks, old man,” h¢ remarked
complacently ; ““ I should like to come,
though you haven’t asked me. And
now all’s settled peacefully, let’s have
a drink,” and he headed the procession
which advanced with much unanimity
upon the dining tent.

But I felt a hypocrite and a preten-
der. For what had influenced my de-
cision was simply a sentence culled
from the published itinerary of the S. S.
Madagascar’s winter’s cruise. And it
ran thus:

“On or about February 6, Port
Lewis in the Falkland Isles, previous
to her return home.”

CHAPTER VL
WE SAIL SOUTH.

It was the end of October before we
were back in London again, and had
begun our preparations for the expedi-

- tion to which I had pledged myself.

Crum gave me no financial excuse
for departing from my promise. In
his management things had looked up
during my uncle’s tenure of the title,
and I was a deal better off than I had
believed possible.

The Racoon, formerly of the Ameri-
can whaling trade, bark built, and with
stout timbers and bulkheads to resist
ice, was for sale. With cautious
advances Crum became her purchaser.
She was of five hundred tons burden,
had an auxiliary screw with one hun-
dred and eighty indicated horse power,
and was reputed a first class sea boat.

We had the greasy try works swept
from her decks, and a skylight fixed
therein, which gave light to a spacious
saloon partitioned out of the barrel
deck below. Aft this we fashioned a
cozy smoke room, round which were
four cabins for ourselves and the cap-
tain. Other cabins below the main

deck’ housed the mates

gineer, while forward tt
stokers had the best of q
took aboard much provis
us by a famous firm of
gether with liquid in due

[V Y

Coal we took a large s t
that we expected to steam 1
we could help, but we w e
independent of coaling st: :

Waller, of the R.N.R. ar .
chant marine came with -

v

ficates of various sorts to be our cap-

tain, and Mr. Janson of the same ser- -

vice to be his second in command.

Mr. Rafferty, some time of Cork-

City, was boatswain, and the engineer,
stokers, and deck hands were all Brit-
ish; the first whole colored, single

tongued crew that Waller had ever

commanded, as he feelingly remarked.

Under these favorable auspices we
sailed from Southampton on Novem-
ber 22, and thus the adventure to the

. Great South Wall was fairly started.

I am not going to give you the
wearisome repetitions which my leg
shows as indications of what monot-
onous things we did during the next
six weeks. We had the usual toss as
we threshed our way across the Bay,
we took the usual pleasure in sighting
the Canaries and Madeira, and we
shipped the usual turtle at . i

After the fogs we had lef
land, we found the etern: I
the line bearable for about
and then cursed it with the
evolence after experiencing
hours more. We got very
with each other’s company,
conversation languish aft
week. We got huffy with
more than once, and :
down to the voyage, she
us, into his alloted place
And we grew fat and bi

Lessaution was by far t
energetic. His curiosity was
‘and he left no inquiry uni
would tend to satisfy it. Hev
as it is possible for a ful
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Frenchman to be sick for the first three
or four days, and after that seemed to
renew his youth. Not that he was by

‘any means daunted during the period

named. He crawled about the deck in
paroxysms of the most terrible descrip-
tion, interrupting the crew with queries
on every and any conceivable subject;
he attempted to mount the bridge, and
was hurled back disconsolate as a green
sea thundered aboard; he ventured
into the cook’s department and en-
deavored to complete that worthy's ed-
ucation during the height of d gale;
finally he was rescued from imminent
death on the bed plates of the engine
room, where he was explaining the su-

- periority of French boilers to the con-

temptuous chief, Eccles. When the
wind and the sea had calmed down, he
proceeded to bring out his gear which
he had accumulated for the adventure,
and overhaul it with pardonable pride.

He had certainly not forgotten any-
thing that was likely to be of any pos-
sible use. Ice axes there were in pro-
fusion. Climbing irons, portable lad-
ders, ropes, chisels. These to be used
in the attack upon the precipice of rock
or ice which he convinced himself

_ would lie between us and our desire.

He had also provided for further feats
when the first difficulties had been sur-
mounted. Toboggans or sleds he had
two or three of;; no less than six pairs
of snow shoes, and wonder of wonders,
a pair of skates! _

Gerry had bought a pair of guns and
a rifle, with some vague idea of sealing,
and found encouragement therein from
Mr. Rafferty, who had sailed in whal-
ers. I .gave it to be understood, how-

, ever, that I did not purpose wasting

time in the chase, and should not allow
us stay our course short of our destina-
tion.

‘One circumstance, however, came
to light, which turned the laugh strong-
ly against the Frenchman. It was while
he was examining with a depreciatory
air Gerry’s guns, that it suddenly oc-
cured to him that with all his store of
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weapons, he had no means of loading

them. In the excitement of departure
he had left all such practicalities as cart-
ridges to the last, being filled with the

loftiest ideas for using them.

‘The consequence was that he was ab-
solutely dependent on Gerry’s slender
store, and Gerry, with all the good na-
ture in the.world, found that the barrels
were of different bore, his being twelve
and the professor’s sixteen. After which
discovery we had a morning’s unavail-
ing gnashing of teeth, and then the lit-
tle man forgot his troubles in a new ex-
citement.

This was the first ice. We had
sighted Bovet's Island a few days be-
fore, when we saw it—a. solemn stately
ice hill, floating along island-like on a
calm and unrippled sea.

There’s something rather overpower-
ing and awesome about a big berg. The
deathly blue whiteness of it, the silence
that broods about it, the great grottoes
that pierce its sides like tombs of the
lost, the glassy radiance that does not
cheer hut repels one—these things have
a very depressing effect on me.

I realized for the first time the sort
of business we were going in for, and
confessed to myself that a very little of
this sort of thing would go a very loag
way. But it acted on the professor’s
spirits in quite another manner.

-

We had rigged the crow’s nest the '

day before, and he was up in it before
you could wink an eye. He leaned out
over the edge of this eyrie, waggling
his hands ecstatically, and singing
songs of victory, welcoming this indi-

. cation that we were approaching our

goal with a hubbub that resounded in-
decently among the echoes of the bergs.

That was the only one we saw that
evening, but next morning there were
rows and rows of them, great pyramids
of sheeny white, coming along in state-

"ly columns and companies, overhang-

ing the blue sea, crashing now and
again against each other, and hustling
and grinding the floe ice that dotted
the wide sea lanes between.

s
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We steamed cautiously down the
aisles, dodging from one sheet of open
water to another. Now and again some
unsteady pinnacle, loosemng from the
side of its parent berg in the heat of the
sun, would plunge thunderously down
the smooth slopes, and roar into the

_sea, sending great waves of curling

foam to right and left, the ,rainbow
rays dancing in the flying spray.

The cascades poured continually
from basin to basin in the laps of the
ice hills, tinkling and plashing as they
fell. Here and there, on the bare

. smooth base of some mighty piece of

glacier, rows of seals lay and basked in
the sun, staring at us as we slid by them
with stupid, curious brown eyes.

Every now and again a sea lion rose

-

with a snort from some pool beneath

the shadow of the shining crags, and
played and tossed happily among the
ripples. The birds, tame as chickens,
unaccustomed to the sight of men, flew
and swung and whirled and c1rcled
above us in clouds, tern wailing to tern,
and gull to gull in plaintive outcry. And
over all the sun shone with the strength
of the Antarctic summer,

It certainly was an uplifting day, and
quite swept out of my head the des-
pondent horrors of the evening before.
I climbed to the crow’s nest with Les-
saution, and stayed beside him there
hour after hour, drinking in all the
glories of the scene, and listening lazily
to his babble, taking pleasure in the
mere joy of living.

We rolled slowly down the lessening
passages all that day, and at sunset lay
to with springs on our cables, for the
floe ice surged upon us ceaselessly.
making it too dangerous to charge in
among the pack without the help of
daylight. In fact, we had to keep watch
and watch about and fend off with
poles, as the great splinters tangled
round us, and ride out and back more
than once as a berg moved upon us
ponderously.

With the dawn we were under steam

s
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again, and wound our wa; ,

and about till, at midday, a |

aloft proclaimed land in sigh '

we saw it. Far away, gray

owy through the haze it ran

horizon, a long wall of rock or ice faced

cliff, reaching from east to west and -
dying into the dimness of the ice strewn

sea.

As we drew nearer down the long
corridors between the floes, it seemed
to grow higher and more implacable at
every mile.

The shadows beneath hung duskily
over the ripples, making the blue of the
outer ocean seem to have an edge of
mourning on its brightness. ] |
there a berg clanged and butte
it restlessly, grinding awi :
masses of its flanks in showers e
ling splinters. ’

Along its sea level the
heaved, eternally smoothing
ing its surface. About its f
birds swirled, dipping and :
their clouds. From many a
nel on its summit the rivulets from the
melting glaciers fell in spar
cades, like the swishing -
stabled squadron. And far
smiting up haughtily into -
blue, a giant range of mount:
their heads, grim, white, and grauvg
in the sunlight.

We slowed when we were within a
mile of it, and then began t
way slowly along parallel to
waiting till we should see soi
a break or cranny in the rele
But never a sign of one was t

Early in the afternoon -
islands to the northeast, and
lead, finding fifteen fathoms.
into the channel which ran b
archipelago and the main
found a larger space of o
Here, then, at Lessaution’s
quest I anchored, and drop
down for him; with a crew
put off, and rowed down t
changing passages towards

(To be continued.)




THE CHOICE OF JOHN RADCLIFFE.

BY ROBERT BEVERLY HALE.

“ ." How-a young man from the West entered Boston society, and the manner in which he selected

his wife,

T was five o’clock in the afternoon.

" Mr. Conrad Phillips sat before a
wood fire and waited for his nephew.
He was ill at ease, for he was not ac-
customed t6 young men, and did not
know how to amuse them. “ If he were
an old codger like me,” he said to him-_
self, “I'd put him up at the Hereford
Club, and in the evening we’d come’
hame and spend our time smoking and
talking in front of this fire. But to have
a boy of twenty five on my hands for
two months is rather hard lines.” The
servant announced “ Mr. John Rad-
cliffe,”” and in another moment uncle
.and nephew were shaking hands.

“ Sit down, sit down, John,” said Mr.
Phillips, after the first greetings had
been exchanged. “ How much you
look like your mother! Take a cigar.
A cigarette? Ah, that's like you boys,
always at work to undermine your con-
stitutions. Your father says you have
been working too hard, but you don’t
look it.”

John examined his uncle curiously.
He had seen few such men in Chicago.
Mr. Phillips looked something like his
idea of an English lord, though he had
never seen one.

“ It wasn’t entirely my health,” the
young .man said. “ Father wanted me
to see Boston. And perhaps I may be
able to help you.down at the office.”

“ Not a word about the office while
you’re with ‘me,” said Mr. Phillips.
“I’m going to launch you in'Boston
society. Now don’t make faces. Of
course you wild .Westerners like busi-
ness better, but you need polish. I
.don’t believe you know more than
twenty women in the world.”

A6

.

“That may be so,” replied John
smiling ; “ but you can’t change my na-
ture in two months. Besides, I don’t
know a soul in Boston.”

“ Oh, yes you do,” said his uncle, ris-
ing and going to his writing desk.
‘“ You're one of the most popular young
men in town. Here are one, two, three
—sixteen invitations for you, and its
only the twentieth of November.”

“Why, Uncle Conrad, you don’t
mean to say that you took all that
trouble!” True to his business in-
stincts, John todk a fountain pen out of
his pocket. “I suppose I had better
answer them now,” he said.

“ Answer them?” cried his uncle.
“ Why, I’ve answered them all.”

Radcliffe put his pen back again.
“ Really!” he said. “ Which way?”

“ Oh, as to that,” replied his uncle,

“ you’ve accepted every one.’ .

Mr. Phillips lived in a large house on
Beacon Street, opposite the Common,
and, as his household consisted entirely
of himself and the servants, he was not -
sorry to get hold of a younger man to
help him make use of the rooms. John
had a pleasant way of bursting out sing-
ing once in a while, and that made the
old house more cheerful.

. “ Where have -you been this after-
noon?” Mr. Phillips asked, as they sat
by the fire on the evening of Radcliffe’s
second day in Boston.

“ Oh, I went to Mrs. Oxenham’s re-
ception,” said John.

“That’s right,” his uncle observed.
“Go to everything. You have every
advantage for entering society. Plenty
of invitations, plenty of time, a rather
attractive appearance—though proba-.
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bly your charms are very superficial—
and a devoted uncle. Now let’s hear all
about it. You went in at the front door,
and what happened then? ”

“ Well, I went up and introduced my-
self to Mrs. Oxenham, for none of the
ughers seemed to take much interest in
me. She pretended to be glad to see me,
and said she used to go to school with
mother. Then she told her son to in-
troduce me to some one. He asked me

whom I wanted to meet, and I looked

round and when I had decided who was
the prettiest girl in the room, I said I'd
like to meet her.”

“My dear boy, you couldn’t have
done a better thing. Get introduced to
the pretty girls any way. A pretty girl
has at least one thing to recommend
her. A plain girl probably has noth-
ing.” ' '

John laughed. “ I'll remember that,”
- he said. “ This girl was tall and dark.

Her name was Dorothy Putnam. She
was very pleasant and sympathetic and
seemed to agree with me when I
bragged about Chicago. I asked her
~what business her father was in, and
she said he was dead, so I didn’t follow

up that subject, having evidently come -

to the end of it. I quite lost my heart
to Miss Dorothy Putnam; I don’t ex-
actly know why, except that she was
pretty and attractive, and seemed to like
me. She’d never read any Emerson,

" " and had much as never heard of Brown-

ing, so I think my idea of Boston girls
must be mistaken. How should you
like me to marry Miss Putnam, Uncle
Conrad?”

“ You haven’ t told me enough about
her yet,” said Mr. Phillips.

“ Well, she is one of the girls who are

just coming out; about nineteen years
old, I should think. She’s just the right
height for me, and seems to be very
bright and amusing, and she has a great
dea] of fascination about her—I can’t
exactly describe it.”

“ Should you like to sit opposite her
at the breakfast table ten thousand
times in succession?” Mr. Phillips

e apmh v e g e A e s ape K i e ia s o

asked. “That’s the test of
had better marry a woman
“H'm!” muttered Ra
hadn’t thought of that. I
better not ask her just yet.
duced me to some other gir
see—to Miss Evelyn Sullivan
Janet Blood and Miss Alice ]
Miss Sullivan was a plain, round shoul-

‘dered aristocrat, fonder of turning up

her nose than of talking. Miss. Blood

.was ‘a great boaster. She is short and -

fat, but she tells me that next week she
is going to nine balls, so I don’t doubt
that she’ll be thinner soon. Miss Hast-
ings was about the average in the way
of looks, and agreed with everything I
said. Perhaps she’d do best for the
breakfast table.”

“No,” said Mr. Phillips. “ Nonentl-
ties are worse than any other kind. But
I see you are impressed with Miss Put-
nam. Tomorrow night I suppose you
will see her at the Strangmans’ ball.
Thank you, Jack, for telling me so

much. It makes me feel young again -

to hear of your triumphs.”

The next night when Jack left the’

Strangmans’ ball it was after three

o’clock. He walked home, crept quietly .

into the parlor of his uncle’s house, and
found Mr. Phillips just where he had

left him ﬁve hours before, in front of -
the fire.

“ Why, Uncle Conrad, did you sit up
for me? ” he cried.

“ Yes I wanted to hear about the
party.”

“Oh, it was splendld' First rate!
It was at Pierce Hall, you know; and
ever so much better in a hall than in a
house.”

“ Well, tell your tlmes
Putnam there?”

“Yes, and lots of others.
ever so many now, and I danced with
all of them.”

“That’s all very well at first; but as
a general thing you’d better pick out
the four or five girls you like best and

Was Miss

dance with them. You'll have a better
‘time and so will they.”

I know'
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- they’re great friends.
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. “Well, I danced with Miss Putnama
. great many times.

She dances splen-
didly, and she was pleased to say she
liked my dancing. I asked her whether
she was cross at breakfast and she said
she .was; so you see I'm warned. Ev-
~ryone wanted to dance with her, but
‘she and I found a little corner in one of
the rooms opening into the hall where
we could sit ungbserved, and there we
remained while other pegple looked for
her, and we told each other how much

- we liked each other, not as anything -

important you know, but just casua]ly

_ It’s strange what a difference there is

between girls. When [ brought her her

. supper, she was sitting beside a friend

of hers named Rose Farrington; -and
you never saw such a contrast. Miss

Putnam is always talking agreeably,”

and Miss Farrington hardly ever says a
word, and when she does it is  apt to
be disagreeable. Miss Putnam dances
like an angel; Miss Farrington like the
devil. Miss Putnam is tall and dark;
Miss Farrington short and fair. Yet
Miss Putnam
says Miss Farrington’s worth ten of
her; but I don’t believe it. I danced
with Miss Farrington once; just by

. chance, for I didn’t happen to see any-

one else ¥ knew.”

“Don’t ever do that,” said Mr.
Phillips. “ If all the girls you want to
dance with are dancing, wait till one of
them gets through. - Talk to your hos-
tess while you are waiting, and get the
reputation of being polite. How was
your stout friend, Miss Blood ?

“Oh, she had a dreadful cold. I

_could hardly hear ‘what she said. She

dances like all fat people; she springs
about like a chamois with great bounds,
and drags her partner after her. I was
perspiring profusely when I got

through.” She complimented my dan- -

cing, but I just bowed.”
“'That’s right,” said Mr.

“Don’t ever repay a compliment by an-
- other. It’s like giving a New Year’s

gift to a-

present.”

an who gave you a Christmas

Phillips. -

“She was very warm herself,” Rad-
cliffe went on. “If she really goes to
those nine balls next week she can say,
with Cardinal Wolsey, ‘Farewell, a long
farewell to all my greatness!’ Well,
good night, Uncle Conrad!” -

% % * *

_“ Have you made any of your party
calls yet? ” Mr. Phillips asked,.one eve-
ning after dinner, as the two men sat
in front of the fire as usual.

“ Only a few. It’s rather a bore.”

“ Then just let me give you a piece of
advice. Set apart Monday afternoon to
make the calls belonging to all the par-
ties of the week before. One afternoon
is enough if you know how to econo-
mize time properly. Write down the
names and addresses of all the people
you’re going to visit, and then put them
through. While you’re going from
house to house, keep your eyes well on

-the ground, or yp in the air, so that
"you won’t see'any one. That will obviate

the chance of meeting the ladies whom
you are to call upon. Sometimes the
ladies will be at home, but not often. " If
they are, stay longer than half an hour;
if you go earlier, they will think you
aren’t enjoying yourself. When the
servant answers your ring at the door

.bell, don’t say ‘ Are Mrs. Coldstream

and Miss Coldstream at home?’ but
mutter sternly ‘ Are the ladies receiv-
ing?’ Then- the girl or butler will
surely say no. Don’t ask if the
ladies are at home till you're pretty surc
who the ladies are. I once asked if the
ladies were receiving, and the servant
told me that she thought Miss Rose
was at home: and went to see. I knew
then that I must be in the wrong house,
for I was acquainted with no Miss
Rose, so I just opened the door and
went away.”

Radcliffe laughed. “ Thank you for
your advice, Uncle Conrad,” he said.
“It’'s always good. Haven’t you any
more for tonight? Evelyn Sullivan’s
mother’s going to give a cotillion, and
I shall be there.” :

“Very well, here’s some advice.

- e tm e e e e s &



276

Never propose to a girl with a pretty
dress on. Wait till she has on an unbe-
coming one. Then you’ll know whether
it’s the dress you like, or the girl.”

“ All right, I'll be sure. By the way,
guess who it is I'm going to dance the
cotillion with.”

“ Miss Putnam.”

“ No. Miss Farrington.” -

“ Why, I thought you hated her.”

“ Oh, no, Uncle Conrad, she’s not so
bad as all that. If she didn’t snub me
so mtich, I shouldn’t mind -her. By the
way, what ought yeou to say when a girl
is impudent to you?”

*“ Don’t take any notice of it at the -

time,” said Mr. Phiilips. “ If you reply,
things will degenerate into a squabble.
Wait till she doesn’t expect an attack,
and then suddenly tell her that you

think she has been extremely rude and-

that you are generally disgusted with
her, and then go away. She will gen-
erally be more careful about pitching
into you another time.”

* * * *

Evidently the Sullivans’ cotillion was
not a great success, for John seemed
thoroughly disgusted when he came in
at four o’clock the next morning. He
said nothing, but flung himself down in
his arm chair and waited for his uncle
to begin.

“You don’t look as if you'd had 2
very good time,” Mr. Phillips ob-
served.
~ “No, I didn’t. I didn’t have a single
good dance all through the evening.”

“I suppose Miss Farrington hasn’t
improved, then? ”

“No. But it wasn’t only she. She’s
all well enough. But the other girls,
Inez Hartington and Alice Hastings
and Dorothy Putnam; none of them
could dance.”

“I guess I know what was the mat-
ter,” said Mr. Phillips. ““When you
' notice that every girl in the room is
dancing badly, you can be tolerably
certain that it’s really yourself that isn't
up to the mark.”

Radcliffe laughed.

“1 shouldn’t be

THE ARGOSY.

surprised if you were 1

“ Miss Farrington said

that.”” Mr. Phillips noticed
always called Rose Farringt
Farrington.” “ But Miss Fa
always saying disagreeable th
worst part of it is that they’re
true. Now she told me tonig
was always thinking about w
she’d only told me I was cruel,
or even vain, I should have 1
wasn’t so, and laughed at }
when an adversary finds a sore
pokes you there, you can’t he
ing.” : _

“ Why don’t you bullyrag her? ”

“I did. I made her feel pretty cheap °
by saying she was more utterly devoid-
of sympathy than any one e’ ~* °
cver met. That made her mis
we were both miserable for a

“What a loving pair of
Did you ask her if she was
breakfast? ”

“Yes. Itold her what you said about
breakfasting, and asked her how she
thought she and I would get on at that
meal. She said she never said anything -
at it, and that if she was ever married
she would have two newspapers and
read one while her husband read the
othrer.” oo,

“ But why dor’t you tell me some-
thing about Miss Putnam? ”

“Oh, she was there, talking and

laughing as usual. She got twelve

favors, one of which I gave he:
Farrington had ten. I don’t s
but people seem to like her.’
Dorothy Putnam is a little sup
She’s nice enough, but after all you do -
want a girl to have some brains. I like
her better than any other Boston girl,
but that isn’t saying very much. I'm
afraid Boston society isn’t exactly my
element, Uncle Conrad. Chlcago and
the glue business for me!”
“ Nonsense; my boy!
favors did you get?” -
“ Fifteen.” C
“In four figures? ”
“In three.”

How many
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“ Why, my dear fellow, you’re the
most popular man in Boston! But I
suppose you’re getting sick of parties.
Why don’t you 'call on some of these
girls?” '

“1 think I w1ll T’ll call on Dorothy

. Putnam and perhaps Miss Farrington.
Miss Farrington would siay no if I
. asked her, so I guess I'll go without

asking.”
x . X * *

One night. at about eleven o’clock
John came dancing into the parlor like
a harlequin.

“ You’ve been having a good time, I
see,” said his uncle.

“ Fairly good. I've been calling on
Dorothy Putnam.”

“Indeed! Well, sit down and let’s

‘hear what you talked about.”

“ Oh, we talked about balls and teas
and dinners and things of that kind.
She’s a mighty jolly girl, but I'm afraid
she’s just a little bit of a fool.” ~

“ Why, what’s the matter?”

“ Oh, she behaves so queerly. She
doesn’t mind saying she likes a fellow ;
and tonight when we were talking and
the door bell rang, she told the maid
that she wasn’t at home, if any one
called for her.”

“That was rather a compliment to
you, I should think.”

“Yes. Too much of a one. It scared
me a little, 'and set me thinking. I
guess I'll keep away from that house
for a while.”

When John came in the next eve-
ning he was very grave. <

“TI’ve beerr to make a call on Miss
Farrington,” he said; “but I guess I
won’t talk about it this time, Uncle
Conrad, if you don’t mind.”

“ Why, surely I don’t. Are you go-
ing to the Doolittles’ ball tonight? ”

“Yes. I'm going up to dress.”

Six hours later, John came back from

_ the ball in a-great state of excitement.

‘It was the greatest thing of the sea-
son, Uncle Conrad,” he said, as he sat
down.

“ Well, who was there?”
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“Oh, the same old crowd. There

weren’t quite enough men there, so -

some of the girls were left, and I had to
dance with two or three wall flowers.”

“ Why, John, I told you not to do
that!”

“Yes, I know,” said John, blushing,
“ but some one else told me to do it.”

“ But, John, the only effect is to make
wall flowers come to more dances. It
does them. harm in the long run.”

 Well, this other adviser asked me
if I didn’t feel mean when I didn’t dance
with them. I said I did, and then she

said, ¢ Well,’ as if that settled it, and by .

Jove I'm half inclined to think she was
right.”

“ Whom did you dance with besides .

the wall flowers? ”

“Oh, I danced with Miss Farring-
ton, and — with Miss Farrington—
Let’s see; who else was there? ”

“ Why, John, are you crazy? You
couldn’t have danced with one girl for
five hours.”

“ No, but there was supper.”

“ Whom did you take out? ”

“ Miss Farrington. But now I re-
member, I danced with Dorothy Put-
nam once, and with, let me see——"

“ Miss Farrington?” suggested Mr.
Phillips.

“No. Not so much as all that. We
sat out a good while, though, and
talkéd. We talked about you some.”

“ About me? That wa$ strange.
What else?”

“ Well, about lots of things. In fact
we got pretty intimate, and after a
while—" -

“Well?”

“T asked her a question.”

“ What was it? ”

“1 asked her to marry me.”

The old man puffed at his cigar for
a while. Then he asked:

“ What did she say?”

“She said she would.”

Again Mr. Phillips meditated.

“Well,” he said at last, “ the Far-
ringtons are one of the oldest families
in Boston.”

e



THE PRANKS OF DESTI

BY FREDERIC VAN RENSSELAER DEY.

The terrible pass to which Eelix Parsons finds himself reduced, the awful resolve
what swerves him aside from acting on it. The mystery about tha C
great game of Pike Millington, played at double quick tempo.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Felix Parsons, some time millionaire, finding himself at the end of his resot
take himself out of the world rather than run into debt. He is engaged to Carl:
at her home before the time set for carrying out his intention, he finds that Tre
always been as a father to him, is in sore straits financially and is depending
tide him over the crisis. Parsons undertakes to do what he can, and later meeti
son of the great Wall Street operator, Sam Millington, feels that fate has pl:
when Pike asks him to carry through some deals for him during his absence in !

the keys to his strong boxes for th€ purpose.

Stooping to dishonor for another’s sake where he would not even incur a
Parsons turns over some valuable Millington securities to Trevor and saves him.
to his rooms, he finds there Rita Ortega, a beautiful Spanish girl, his ward, to wh
stating that he was going away and who has come to find out the truth. Eduna T
sister, meets her there and places a wrong construction on the fact. Parsons goes
business matter connected with his misappropriation of Pike Millington’s securiti
to behold no less a person than young Millington himself in conference with the

CHAPTER VIL.
A MILLIONAIRE'S PROMISE.

T has been said that when a man faces
what he believes to be inevitable
death, theeventsof his entirelife,nomat-
ter how long it has been. nor how filled
with incident, pass in review before him
in an infinitesimal space of time, and
certainly every detail connected with
Parsons’ experiences during the previ-
ous twenty four hours was prominently
in his recollection in that one instant
when he saw and recognized his young
millionaire friend, Millington, in the
library of Geoffrey Trevor.

His face, however, betrayed none of
the emotion he felt. It had been a trifle
hard when he opened the door as a re-
sult of the interview he had just had
with Edna, and its expression did not
change.

His perceptions were,. however,

* This story began in the August issue of THE ARGOSY, which will b
on receipl of ro cents.

sharpened by the su
and the eager start for
lington made told him
been discovered as y
could in no way account
financier’s presence thu

Millington stepped
and eagerly thrust out

“ Felix,” he said, «:
in need. You have cot
time.”

“I'm glad of that
you were in Chicago, o
this hour,” replied Par

“So I intended to
have been, but for a
headed me off and tw
Utica. I just got in
directly here. Sit dor
privacy about this in
none that you cannot

“ It must be som
bring you back in t
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you received from the governor,” said
Felix. ' , :

“Itis. I came back just to see Trev-
or; and I might as well have gone on,
for I can’t do a thing with him.”

“ What'’s the trouble, pater? ” asked
Parsons, turning his eyes upon the
_ shrewd old broker.

The old man smiled grimly.
“ No trouble at all,” he replied. “The

trouble is all past—for me; it is just be-

ginning for a few others—your friend
here, for instance.”

“I don’t think I catch on. You
know I have a poor head for business.”

“I don’t mind telling you,” inter-
rupted Millington, “ although it does
not redound to my credit.
he turned to Trevor—“it is really the
governor you must blame, not me. It’s
this way,” he continued, addressing
Parsons again. “ Trevor is concerned
in a deal which is immense; he ought
to make three or four millions out of
it; he has organized a syndicate which
will control the output of copper for
the entire world—that is, it will control
the market, which is the same thing.
The governor, through his friends here,
has been working to break him, and
they—or shall I say we, Mr. Trevor?”

“It would be nearer the truth.”

“Very well, we—although it is not
the truth—we thought we had him
pinched. We figured, we thought, very
closely, on just how far he could go,
and meant to break him. That’s the un-
varnished truth. We looked up every
security he held, or thought we did, and
at the very moment when he was, as we
believed, on the point of failure, lo! he.
bobs .up with another million or two,
and we’re out in the cold. Now I've
returned to try to induce him to take
me into the deal. I’ve made him a
handsome offer—he won’t deny that,
will you, Trevor?”

“No; not at all.”
" “ But he refuses—says if I had come
day before yesterday, or yesterday,
even, he would have jumped at the
chance—now, it’s too late. I've offered

Still,”—and -
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to place him a million dollars to his
credit at once, and to stand ready
to back him for five more at the drop of
the hat. He'll need it, too, before he is
through with this deal, and he knows it,
although he doesn’t know what I know.
Now, Felix, I want you to help me per-
suade him.”

“Is this-your affair, Mill, or your
father’s? ” asked Felix. The old man
did not speak and Parsons did not look
at him.

‘“ Mine.” ‘

“ Your father has nothing to do with
it?”

[14 NO

“ And won’t have?”

€« NO » 1?

“ Are you alone in the matter, or is
there some one else with you? ” \

“ I'm alone—absolutely.”

“ Why are you so anxious to get in?”

“I want a share in the profits; but
chiefly, I want to steal a march on the
governor.”

“ Your father?”

g Yes"’

Parsons turned to Trevor.

“What do you say, pater?” he
asked.

“Isayno; and I'll say more; I 11 see
him damned first.”

“ If you should give Pike the chance
he wants, would it affect your profits in
the matter? ”

“ It wouldn’t make them any less»; it
might make them greater, if that is
what you mean. If he had come to me
when I was in need of him—that is,
when he thought I was—I'd have ac-
cepted.” Now, I wort’t.” :

“When do you start for Chicago
again, Mill?” asked Parsons calmly,

‘changing the subject abruptly, to the

evident relief of Trevor, and to Milling-
ton’s surprise.
“ On the mldmght—lt s ten, now.’

* - “ Shall we stroll up to the club ﬁrst P

“Yes, if you like.
you, Trevor?”

“ No, sir.”

“ Well, I'm sorry—very sorry. Shall

Can’t I persuade

B < S
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we go at once, Felix? I’'m very sorry,
Trevor. If you change your mind, wire
me. I'll be at the Chlcago Club. Good
night.”

“ Good night, sir.”

“ Good night, pater,” said Felix, sly-
ly winking at the old man. “TI’ll see
you early tomorrow.”

Then the two younger men went out
of the house together and strolled arm
in arm up the avenue.

Parsons felt a peculiar elation be-
cause of the interview that had just
taken place, for it assured him that
Millington had discovered nothing; and
that Geoffrey Trevor had not men-
tioned the title of the securities that he
had deposited that day. He saw, also,

or thought he saw, a way out of his

dilemma, for the partnership agree-
ment was in his pocket, and he was
pesitive that he could induce Trevor to
accept the aid of the young financier.
That done, he believed that he could
direct matters so that there need be no
fear that what he had done would be
discovered.

That is how he reasoned, but he for-
got that it was not Pike Millington, but
Pike’s father who owned the securities
that he had taken. The reckoning, if
reckoning there was, would be with the
elder Millington, not with the younger.
He did not think of it then, but it came
to him in full force at a later date. +

* Mill,” he said, as they walked along
together, “ you have come about as
near making an ass of yourself as your
own father could wish.”

“Eh? How is that?”

“ Why didn’t you ask me last night
to do this for you?”

“ I didn’t think of it.”

“And if you had, you would not
have asked me.”

“ Probably not. We thought we had
him.”

“1T could have done it last night. I
would have done it then.”

“You can do it now, if you will.”

“T am not so sure of that.”

{1 I 'am',l

"“THE ARGOSY. A

{3 Why? ”

“1I saw the old man 1
though he feared that yo
upon his taking me in, s '
insisted, he would have

“I am not so sure.”

@ I m.”

“ Well, to tell you the tru
I can accomplish it, but it m1
while- you are away. Now,
get the million you promised
should desire to take it? Acc
my memoranda, there is not |
in the Mldland whnch is
strong box.”

“My dear fellow, you hs
the keys to all my strong box
call them. There are others.
thing comes to a head, wire me
word ‘Correct;’ in two or thre
you will have the dust; it
brought to you.. If you can
thing for me, there is nothing
will not do for you.”

“ Remember that, Mill, and
it.”

“ Agreed. Here we are. Lef
a game of billiards, and then I’
the train.”

In'the billiard room they enc
Chapman, who nodded at Mi
but greeted Parsons with a cc
which the latter returned with

“Hello!” -exclaimed Mi
“ What is the matter?”

“ Nothing, only I have di
that Chapman is a cad—and
of it.”

“ Humph! Well, in my oy
a dangerous one. He’s sly,
He’d knife you in the back i
if nobody was looking. W
take the next table to him, 1

“ No matter. " Come along.

They were soon busily
their game, neither paying t
attention to those at the adjc
until the loud tones of Cha
was evidently telling an
story, became unmistak -

“ —prettiest girl in 1 :
was saying. “I didn’t s: -
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‘had such good taste, and by the same
token, one would suppose that she
would have had bettér. A regular little
Spanish beauty, with big, black eyes
and luscious lips—ah!”

"Felix Parsons had placed hls cue on
the table and stood transfixed, his face
as white as the ball that he had been
knocking about. Those who were list-
ening to the story eyed him uneasily,

“but Chapman stood with his back
towards him, talking on in the same

"loud tones, as though he were unaware
of the presence of the man whose affairs
he was discussing.

“ You’d have been amused to witness
his indignation when I asked him who
the charmer was,” he continued. He
gave me the stony glare, like a tra-
gedian and walked away in a muff.
However, I stole a march on him, for
.1 followed her and found out who she
was, where she lived and all about her.
Then I waited a while, and sent up my

rd ”

““Did she receive you?” somebody

who had not noticed Parsons, inquired.

- “Surel It was dead easy. I wrote

on the back of it, ‘a friend of Felix’

and she had ‘me up at once. I tell you,

it’s a fine establishment. Nothing is

- too good for that Seventy Ninth Street

apartment, and if the senorita was beau-

" tiful on the street, you ought to see her
in her own house.

“‘Did Felix send you?’ she -asked.
I didn’t know what to say, so I made a
clean breast of the matter and saxd
‘ No.’

“ She looked puzzled, so I confessed
that I had seen her with him at the
Waldorf, and that I could not resist the

- temptation to follow her home, etc. You
ought to have seen her eyes blaze then.
4She___”

.He ceased suddenly, for Felix Par-

sons stood before him. His face was
white and set, and his eyes glittered
.dangerously. Otherwise he was as calm
as ever.
“Go on,” he said, quietly. “ What
did she.do then? Relate your scoun-

v

OF DESTINY.

drelism to the end. What did she do
then?™ ‘

Chapman laughed boisterously, but
the laugh was plainly forced.

“1 didn’t know that you were here,”
he sneered, “ or I might have kept the
story till later.”

“ Finish it now.”

“ Well, if you will have it, she kissed
me—_” .

He got no farther. Felix took one
step forward; his fist shot out like a
flash of lightning and Harry Chapman,
smitten on the point of his chin, landed
head and shoulders first, upon the floor,
several feet away, and laid there, quiv-
ering.

Parsons turned away, outwardly as
calm as ever, wiped his hands upon his
handkerchief, donned his coat, and
without a glance at the still senseless
Chapman, whom nobody had ap-
proached, faced the other members who
were in the billiard room.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, quietly, “ my
resignation from this club dates from
tonight. I regret that I was compelled
to break an inviolate rule. Come, Mill;
let’s go.” -~
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CHAPTER VIIL
CLARITA ORTEGA AT HOME.

“ MiLL,” said Felix, as soon as they
were on the street, “ you have an hour
and a half, or a little more before your
train goes. I want you to go to Seventy
Ninth Street with me. Will youdoit?”

“ Certainly; but why do you want

e P ”

“I want to show you the woman.
whom Chapman insulted. If ever there
was a soul without guile, hers is one.
I want you to know it. It is necessary,
now, that somebody besides myself
should know about her.” .

He had hailed a cab while they were
talking, and now both got inside and
were driven away.

“Isn’t it rather late to make a call,
Felix?” asked Millington presently.
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“No; I often go as late as this. She
never retires till after midnight. If that
scoundrel ever refers to her again, I’ll
kill him. I felt like it tonight.”

“You looked like it, certainly. I
didn’t know you could be such a
demon, old man.”

“1T know it only too well, and I am
more afraid of myself than of any man
living. I inherit unusual strength and
a horrible temper, which, until tonight,
I thought I had learned to subdue.
When I lose it, a devil possesses me,
urging me to kill. It is that slow, calm
rage which smiles while it destroys—
as unrelenting as fate.”

Nothing more was said until they
stood together in front of the house,
where Parsons opened the vestibule
door with a key and gave the electric
button inside a series of regulated
touches. The inner door swung open
instantly, and they passed inside to the
stairway, mounted one flight and found
Clarita awaiting them at the head of
the stairs.

She was surprised when she dis-
covered that Felix was not alone, but
she said nothing, quietly leading the
way into the parlor, which was brilliant-
ly alight.

“Rita,” said Felix, in English—he
usually addressed her in her own
tongue—‘‘this gentleman is one of my
most trusted friends, Mr. Millington.
Mill, let me present you to Miss Or-
tega.”

Then, for an instant, he stared at his
friend in astonishment, for Millington
became suddenly as awkward-as.an un-
couth boy. For a moment after the in-
troduction was uttered he did not move.
Then he bowed and extended his hand.
His face was as red as a peony.
~ “1I beg your pardon,” he said, con-
fusedly. “I—I think I was—er—sur-
prised.” Then he became silent again,
still staring, nor did he regain his com-
posure until after they had left the
house.

“ Has a man named Chapman been
here tonight, Rita?” asked Felix at

once, thus relieving
mitting Millington to
where he continued
evidently making a he
do so.

“Yes, oh, yes; and
too. What does it mean?
trouble, Felix?”

“Trouble? No. Anotl
say? Who—ah!” He
what Edna had said to hii
about both of them,” he

She tapped one of her
patiently on the carpet °
plied to him, and it was j
was still angry.

“The first one—the one
call Chapman—came soon
rived home. He sent up a
hall boy, and he had- writi
that he came from you. I
strange, but of course I
Then—ah! I cannot tell
insulting. Marie was ou
I ordered him to leave
he would not. He tried
think he meant to—tc
said so. I fled into the
locked the door. He
but I' did not answer, a
few moments, he went a

Millington bounded
and strode, like a caged
three times up and down

“The scoundrel! The
drel! ”” he muttered, at
in particular. “TI’ll s

“I .think that is
part,” said Felix,
frozen smile again glis
and his face looked ve
when he struck ¢
*“ Now, Rita, the other
about him.” ,

“ Oh, the other! He ¢
the first one had gone.
recovered my compos
could tell you in my
no? Mr. Millington wo
derstand. The boy br
that a man wished to
He sent no name. I sa
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_see nobody, and that he was not to

admit any one else to the house, or to

bring any more messages to me: After-
wards, I called.to him and asked him
if it was the same man who came the
first time, and he said no, it was not.
Thatis all. Who'is that Mr. Chapman ?
Surely he is no friend of yours, Felix.”

“ Certainly not. He has already paid
a part of the penalty he mcurred
and——

“And he’ll pay the balance when I
get back from Chicago,” muttered Mil-
lington, loud enough for them to
hear. .

“ T am afraid, little girl, that you will
have to move again,” said Felix, un-
“ T .am sorry, but it is necessary, Rita.”

T like this place so much,” she
sighed. :

“ 1 know, dear, but there are others
just as good. I'll find one in the morn-
ing, and——"

“ Look here, Fehx' ” again inter-

polated the financier, “ I've got just the
thing for you—just what you want; it’s
in the Millington—that’s on Central
Park West, Miss Ortega, and it belongs
to me. The pleasantest apartment in

the whole house—on the top floor, you

know—they’re always the best—is va-
cant. You shall have it. I won’t take
no for an answer and I'll stick you for
double rent, Felix, if you say a word.
Here! I'll write the order now.”

. He took out his note book, dashed
off the order, passed it to Felix, looked
at his watch, sprang to hxs feet and ex-
claimed: .

-“I’ve got to go if I catch that train.
Good night, Miss Ortega. Awfully glad
to know you. Maybe Felix’ll let me
come again some time,” and he started
for the door.

Parsons had just time to assure her

" that he would be on hand early on the

following day, and tlyen pursued his
friend down the stairs.

The ride back was a very silent affair,

- and they were nearly at the station be-

fore either spoke to the other. Then

-

heeding the interruption of his friend.’
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Millington, with marked hesntatlon
said:

“ Some day, old man, when you feel
just like it, if you think you can, will you
tell me somethmg about Miss Ortega?”

(1 Yes ” .

“Thank you.”

" There was silence again until the car-
riage turned into Forty Second Street,
when Millington spoke agam

“ 1 thought you were going to marry
“one of Trevor s daughters,” he said.

[13 I am

“ Oh, hello! Here we are. Will you
come along in and see me off?”

13 Yes.”

“Thanks. I shan’t be away any
longer than I can help. I wish Chap-
man was going on the same train.” °

(g Why? ” '

“T’d like to throw him off of it, that’s
all. By the way; I haven’t thought to
ask you: Did you attend to those mat-
ters for me today?”

“ Every one of them. Your train is
ready, Mill. Good luck to you. I'd
like to give you one piece of advige be-
fore-you go

“What is it?” ,

“ Don’t think too much about Clarita -
Ortega while you are away. She is not
for you, unless ”

“ Well, unless what? ”

“ T’ll complete the sentence when you
return. Good night.”

They clasped hands and parted, one
to run for the train, having barely time
to get through the door before it was
closed, and the other to walk slowly
back to the carriage, with head down,
disgusted with himself for what he had
done that day, harassed, troubled, con-
temptuous, but nevertheless inflexible
in his resolution to play the game to
the bitter end, now that he had under-
taken it.

In his own room he addressed him-
self in the mirror, as he was in the habit
of doing, whenever he was parttcularly
in earnest.

“1If you had carried out the resolu-
tion made twenty eight or thirty hours
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ago, and killed yourself,” he said, “ you
would have died with a conscience as
untroubled as the surface of a wood-
land spring; now, if you live a thou-
" sand years, you will never regain all
that you have lost—all of your self re-
spect. Who dares to say that suicide
was not the best thing for me, after all?

I may live to square myself with others,

but I can never square myself with my-
self; that is out of the questiop. The
world may not know what I have done,
but I know it, and that is infinitely
worse.”

Then he sat down and stared at the
fire in the open grate.

CHAPTER IX.
A HAND THAT STABS IN THE DARK.

A wegek shuffled itself into the past,
somehow, after that. It was the long-
est, and at the same time the shortest
week that Felix Parsons had ever lived
through.

-He had carried out the arrangement
made the evening of his call with Mil-
lington on Rita, and the following day
she, or rather he had her possessions
transferred to the apartment which the
young millionaire had so readily placed
at her disposal, and she was quite
pleased with the change. -

During that time Felix had not once
called at the Trevors’, although there
had not been a day when he had not
spent more or less time with the broker
at his office. He could not bring him-
self to go to the house, for he felt that
he could not look into the‘clear, earnest
eyes of Carla Trévor without revealing,
within his own, the burden of guilt that
he carried with him wherever he went.

He had been very busy, too. That is
what he said to himself and that was
his excuse for keeping away; and, in-
* deed, he had been busy.

The plot that was hatched in the
early hours of that morning when Pike
Millington was called to Chicago, was
beginning to unfold itself, and such was
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the natural aptitude for

. sessed by Felix Parsons, 1

saw his way through it t

The man, Cummings,
bait that was thrown out to
swallowed it whole, so that n
only a question of days when
cast made by Millington woul
into fact; and with it all, it wa
that Parsons felt scarcely anj
at all in the matter. His mind
stantly on those securities, for:
it was vital to him that they should
be replaced in the vaults of the safe de-
posit company before the return of his
friend.

Mlllmgton had sent him half a- dozen
hastily written scrawls of a dozen or
twenty words each, and they invariably
ended with “ regards to Miss Ortega,
when you see her,” sothat Felix came

to the natural conclusion that they were °

written for the sole purpose of includ-
ing that sentence—and they were.
His resignation, forwarded to the
club the morning after the encounter
with Chapman had been returned to
him with a letter stating that inasmuch
as Mr. Chapman had also sent in his,

the board of governors had decided to

accept the latter and to request Mr.
Parsons to continue a member of the
club. He had not seen Chapman since
that night.

Then, one morning, something more
than a week after that eventful day in
his life, he received a note from Carla,
written the preceding night and de-
livered to him in the early mail.

It was in nowise different from other
notes that she had written, and yet
there was a difference. It requested
him to call that afternoon at four. That

was all. If he could not come at that
hour, would he kindly send word when
hz would call?

It was exactly four o’clock when he
rang the bell, and was ushered into the
drawingroom, and there, standing in
the middle of the room, awaiting him,
was Edna.

“ Smith,” she said quite calmly, to

\
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the butler, ““ you need not take the card
to Miss Trevor just yet. I wish to talk

- with Mr. -Parsons a few moments be—

fore she comes down.”

“Why, Ned,” said Felix, smiling,
and speaking as if nothing had hap-
pened to mar their friendship, “you
have quite a business air about you this
afternoon. How did you know that I
was coming at this time?”

“T didn’t know it. I saw you from
the window. I should have gone to
your rooms again this evemng if you
had not come here today.”

“ You must not-do that, Ned, * he re-
plied, quite seriously. It is not at all

the proper thing to do.”

“ 1t is just as proper for-me as it is
for that—that black eyed woman that I,
found there.” .

“Quite so, Ned, but then it is not

" the correct thing for either of you.”

- who she is!

“ Felix, who—0! I won’t ask you
T don’t care who she is.
I—I wanted to see you—before you
saw Carla.”

€€ Wh ? ”

“ You will think I ha.ve told her, and
indeed I have not. I never meant to
tell her at all. I told you I would, but I
did net mean it when I said it.”

~“1I never really thought that you
would tell, Ned, unless you did it while
you were very angry—and your anger
never lasts long.. It really.would not
have mattered if you had told, how-
ever. You must not think ill of that
young lady, Ned, for she is as pure and
sweet and good as you are—as Carla s
—as any human being can be.”

“ Do—you—love her—Felix?”

She went up closer to Him as she
asked the question, and her face was
set and white. Her big eyes, wide open
and searching, looked earnestly into his
own, and they expressed much more
than she meant they should. He re-
called in that instant what Rita had
said : “ She loves you. It is Edna who
is jealous;” but he dismissed the

thought almost as soon as it occurred
to him.

- He replied to her without hesitation.

“Yes, Ned, I love her very dearly, -

just as I love you very dearly, but not
at all in the sense you mean. It would

please me more than I can say, if you -

would let me take you to call upon her
some day, and you know I would not
do that
“ Where does she live now? She has
moved.”
“Yes, she has moved If T will tell

you her address, will you promisé to *

keep it a secret?”

[13 Why? ”

“Never mind whyj;
promise?”

“ Yes, for I want to know.”

“ She is at the Millington, Central
Park West. And now, Ned, had you
not better send nry card to Carla? She
is expecting me.’

“ Oh, Felix, I had forgotten the very
thing I meant to tell you. Carla knows ”

“ Knows what?”

will  you

“ That—that Miss - Ortega goes to -

your rooms. Wait; let me tell you all
of it. That man whom I hired to fol-
low her—he was a cab driver, and I
gave him ten dollars for his dirty work
—came here to report to me,.as I told
him to do. Carla was on the steps out-
side, and when he asked for Miss
Trevor of course she said she was the
one; and he, stupid, didn’t know the
difference. She heard his story through
and then she came to me, and of course
I had to confess the whole thing.”

She was becoming very vehement
now, and Felix smiled at her excite-
ment.

“I could have fixed all that, and I
almost did so, but the very next after-
noon she received an anonymous letter
written on the statlonery of your club,
and oh, it was terrible.”

“ Cérla would pay no attention to
anonymous letters,” said Felix, con-
temptuously. )

“ Not to ordinary ones, but this was
different. It began by saying that the
writer was a member of your club and
an intimate friend of yours, and gave
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- as an excuse for the letter the statement

that he was under great obligations to
papa, and. therefore regarded it as a
duty to warn his daughter. It was
beautifully written and perfectly told,
and it gave a thousand and one excuses
for you, begged Carla not to regard the
matter too seriously, but thought she
ought to know ; and underneath all that
stuff and nonsense were the vilest in-
sinuations. It is terrible.”

“ Anything more, Ned?”

“ Yes, there is.”

“ Well, let’s have it all.”

“ The evening before last, Mr. Chap-
man called here.”

“ Chapman, eh? Well, what of
that?”

“You know he has been here once
or twice with Mr. Courtright; well,
this time he came alone, and I heartily
wish he had stayed away. I don’t know
how it happened, but before he went
away, he mentioned having seen you

* at the Waldorf and other places sev-

eral times this week with a lady whom
he described so perfectly that there was

‘no mistaking her; Carla recognized

her at once.”

“ How-could she do that?”

“Didn’t I tell you that the anony-
mous letter contdined a photograph
of Miss Ortega? ”

(3 NO » -

“Well, it did, and a good one, too.
He must have stolen it somehow—the
writer, I mean.”

“ Possibly. What more, Ned?”

“ Nothing more, only Carla has been
about sick ever since. It was the last
straw. I think if you Had come around
sooner it would have been all right,
but you remamed away so long that she
had to send for you; and now——"

She paused suddenly, staring at the
door, and Felix, turning to discover
what it -was that had arrested her

speech, found that Carla had, entered’

the room unheard and.was gazing upon
them both, with the utmost scorn in her
eyes.

“ It seems, Felix, that my sister has

I o T e e T

anticipated me,” she
have heard only the
your conversation, h
Edna, if you will extuse
to talk with Felix alone.

She did not speak ag
Edna had left the room,
turned and faced her fiancé.

“ Felix, why is it that for
a week you have-not been
Is there a greater attra
where?”

“1 have been very busy,
with two exceptions, I hav
out of my own room an eve
I was here.”

“That is an answer-to o _ f
my questions.”

“'The other needs no a i
you should not have asked

“ Perhaps not.” She sigl 2
hesitated a moment, and t r

direct way, she added

“Will you tell me about Miss Or-

tega, or would you rather not? There
is such a person, 1s there not? ”’
(13 Yes »
“ Will Jyou tell me about her? ”
“‘There is not much that I can tell

. you, Carla.”

“ Not much that you can tell me? I
do not fully understand what you mean.
Is it that what should be told is not a
fit subject for us to discuss?”

. “God forbid!” he oy
startled in spite of all that 7
. been said and done concern .
“You must not wrong he ,
Carla. She came to my ro« 1
came, to see me, and just as .
It is unfortunate that you k r

existence, just at this time. srater, [
intended to ask you to call upon her.
Surely, Carla, you do not doubt me.”

CHAPTER X.

THE BROKEN ENGA(
CARrLA TrEVOR did not 7
to the question that Parsc -

stead, she kept her eyes f r

PN
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lover’s face, in the mean time turning
her engagement ring round and round
on her finger, as though it had some-
thing to do with the character of her
thoughts.

There was no anger in her voice or
in her eyes, but there was suffering’

‘manifest in both. At last she answered

him. .

~ “Just so long as this ring remains
upon my finger, I will not doubt you.
Still, I believe that- you owe me some
sort of an explanation. I would not
have you think ‘me jealous, for I will
not—I could not permit our relations
to continue if theré existed any cause
for such an emotion. I.will ask you the
question: Does there exist such a
cause?”

“ No dear, there does not, and I can
truthfully say that there never has.”

She hesitated again, for a moment,
and then quietly extended a photograph
towards him. .

“ Is that Miss Ortega? ” she asked

({4 It is. »”

“ She is very beautiful.”

“Yes, she is very beautiful.”

“That picture came in a letter that
I received concerning her—and you.”

‘“ Edna told me about it. This pic-
ture was stolen from her parlor while
she was locked in another room in her
apartment, whither she had fled to
escape the man who forced his way into
her presence. He must have taken it
at that time. Ican account for its pres-
ence here in no other way.”

“'Then you know who wrote the
anonymous letter.”

“ Certainly. -It was wrltten by the
same man who called upon you later to
clinch the arguments he had used in
writing—Chapman, by name. Shall I
tell you the story? ”

“No, it is unnecessary; tell me,
rather, about Miss Ortega.”

‘ What shall I tell you about her?”

“ Everything. What relation does
she bear to  you'? [t

“ She is in a sense my ward.”

“Your ward! ‘How old is she?”

L e e enr. .
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“ She is older in years than you are
—two or three years, I think. I can-
not give you her exact age.”

“Will you not make this easier for
me, Felix, and tell me all there is to
tell concerning her and your relations
with her? It is very hard for me to
question you.”

“ I will tell you all that I can tell you
—all that I am permitted to tell at the
present time. For the rest, you must

_have faith in me.”

“ Faith is spontaneous, Felix. It is
involuntary, and cannot be compelled
to the will. T have faith now—I think
I have. I do not wish to lose it, and
whether I do or not, rests with you.
Has this—this ward of yours—has she
relatives? Father? Mother? Friends?”

“ At present she has no one but me.”

“No one but you! Then what are
you to her? Has she an income? What
supports her?”

“ She has an income—yes.”.

“ Who provides it? Do you?”

“ She believes that it is derived from
money that was left for her by her -
father.”

“ Do you mean by that, that her in-
come is really derived from your own
fortune, and that she does not know
lt? ”

“Yes; but I thmk it is unnecessary
to go into these details.”

“ I regard it as quite necessary. Will
you tell me how long this condition of
things has existed? ” ‘

“ Several years. About four, I think.
If you will listen, I will tell you all that
can be told—now.”

“T1 will listen.” -

“The obligation came to me in a
strange manner, and I accepted a duty,
fully realizing what I was undertaking,
but also convinced that there was no
other course left for me to pursue. At
that time, she could not speak a word
of English, but I brought her here to
New York, and found a companion for
her—an elderly lady, who has since
died. I invested some money in gov-
ernment bonds in her name; so that’
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in case of accident to me, she would be
above want, and so far as it has been
possible, I have watched over and cared
for her ever since; and I shall continue
to do so just as long as the necessity ex-
ists. Icanassure you that she is in every
- way entirely worthy of your respect—
even of your love; and you know that
I prize that higher than anything in the
world. More than that, I cannot tell
you at the present time. -You must not
ask me. I could lie to you and set your
mind at rest, but that I will not do.
The truth concerning her I have no
right to reveal, even to you, but if you
will go with me to call upon her——”

“Felix!”

“Well? Is that not the best proof
that I could give you of my sincerity ? ”

He had been holding the photograph
in his hand during the conversation,
but now he placed it, face upwards on a
chair near him, and rising, stepped for-
ward and stood where he could look
down into the eyes of his fiancée.

She returned his gaze placidly, and
with that same directness and earnest-
ness, still toying with the ring on her
finger; but she did not reply to his
question ; instead, she asked one.

“Is that all you will tell me. con-
cerning her?” she inquired.

“TIt is all that I can tell you, Carla.”

“ Do you regard your duty to her as
greater than your duty to me?”

“I do not compare one with the
other, for they are distinct. Duty is
duty. It cannot be qualified, nor modi-
fied.”

Her eyes never left his face, and the
next question, though it made him
catch his breath, and pressed the iron
into his soul, was uttered as calmly as
the others had been.

“If I should make my faith in you
dependent upon your telling me every-
thing that you are keeping back con-
cerning her, would you still retain the
attitude you have taken? If our en-

gagement depended upon your reply- .

ing to certain questions that I would

ask, would you still refuse to answer? ”
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He turned away and walked to the -

window, and for a moment looked out
upon the street. Presently he returned
and stood before her again, calm, de-
termined, but startlingly pale. -

“T should still retain the attitude I
have taken; I would still refuse to an-
swer,” he said, deliberately.

Carla withdrew the ring- from her
finger, slowly, but certainly. It seemed
reluctant to leave its resting place, and

twice she hesitated; but at last it was

surely off.

“'Then I must return this to you,”
she said, without emotion. “It is
the only thing I can do under the cir-
cumstances. Perhaps I am unjust; I
have no doubt that I am, but I cannot
help it. Will you take it, Felix?”

He stretched out one hand silently

and she dropped it in his palm. Fora

moment he regarded it intently, then
idly let it fall into one of his pockets.

“ As you will, Carla,” he said with a
deliberation that was plainly the result
of a gigantic effort of the will.

He bowed then, and turned towards
the door, but before he had taken a
step, it was opened from the other ‘side,
and Geoffrey Trevor entered the room.

“ Ah, Felix,” he said; “ Smith told
me that you were in here with Carla.
I have just come in, and I am very
anxious to see you. I tried to get you
over the ’phone this afternoon, but I
couldn’t make it. What is the matter?
I hope you two haven’t been quarrel-
ing; eh?”

“ Certainly not, papa,” replied Carla.
“We have had a discussion that has
affected our spirits unpleasantly, that is
all.”

“ Humph! The fewer discussions of
that kind you have, the better for you
both. Hello! What’s this? Some-
body’s picture, eh?”

He reached out and raised the pho-
tograph in his hand, and they saw him
give a sudden and violent start. Then,
with quick strides he went to the win-
dow where the light was better, while
with trembling hands he held the pho-
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tograph so that he c;)uld scan it critic-
ally. '
“My God!” he exclaimed, under
“No—no! It is impos-
sible.”

He turned the picture over and saw’

the name of the photographer on the

. ‘back, and then he’ studied the face

again.

“Tt was taken here in New York,
and quite recently. No; it cannot be
the same,” he continued, uttering his

ghts aloud.
arla,” he called, suddenly, “whose
picture is this?”

“ 1t is the photograph of a friend of

.Felix,” she replied.

“Who is it, Felix?” he demanded,

- still studying the pictured face.

“ Her name is Clarita Ortega ;' she is
Spanish,” replied Felix, calmly.

“ Spanish, too,” muttered Trevor.
“1t is very strange—very strange.”

.“ Do you know the—do you. know
who it is, papa? Have you ever met
her? ”” asked Carla. '

“ No—no; certainly not—certainly

_ not; but it bears a striking resemblance

’

to a lady whom I used to know years
ago—it is very like, indeed—very like.
How old is this girl, Felix?”

¢ About Carla’s age, Pater.”

“ Humph! Where does she live?
Here in New York?”

& Yes."

“ Will you lend me this picture tili
you come again, eh? I would like to—
er—compare it with one that I have.

The likeness may not be so striking

then. Will you lend it to me?”

“ Certainly; though I believe that
Carla has a better claim to it than I.”

“ You may have it, papa, if you hke,
said Carla.

“ Thank you—thank you.
lt ”

He went out of the room hastnly,
then, and presently they heard the li-
brary door close with a bang.

- “Is your decision unaltered, Carla?”
asked Felix taking up his hat.

“ Yes, Felix, unless——"

. 7A

I'll take
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He did not wait-for her to complete
the sentence, but turned abruptly and
left the room and the house, outwardly
as unmoved as ever, but within, heart-
broken, despairing, almost crazed; and
could he have looked back into the
room where he left Carla, he would
have seen her lying prone upon the
floor, as senseless and still and white,
as though death had set its seal upon
her; and so Edna found her a half hour
later, when, knowing that Felix had
gone, she went in search of ‘her.

i
CHAPTER XI.
IN THE MESHES OF HIS MISDEEDS.

PArsoNs went directly to his rooms
when he left the Trevor mansxon, and
wherl he looked at himself in the glass
there was a hard, cold smile of derision
in his eyes and on his lips.

“ God forbid that I should tell Carla
all,” he uttered aloud. *“ Better a
broken engagement—better two brok-
We will both re-
cover from the shock of today, but the
other would kill her. And dear old
Pater; how that photograph bowled
him over. The resemblance must be
striking indeed to have affected him
like that. He will question me now,
and I cannot, will not tell him. He
must not know. For Carla’s sake and
Edna’s, he ought never to know. .
Ah ' ” °

It was the ringing of his bell that
caused the exd{lamation, and he rose,
went to the door, and opened it to
admit no other than Geoffrey Trevor.

“He has come sooner than I ex-
pected,” was his thought, but it did not
manifest itself in his manner nor in his
speech. Instead, his greeting was cor-
dial in the extreme.

“ T left your house suddenly,” he ex-
plained, while they were shaking hands,
“and entirely forgot that you wished
to see me. What is it about, Pater?”

“ Oh, that matter. It can wait. I
want to talk about another thing, now.
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Can you give me a little brandy and a
cigar?”

“ Certainly. You don’t know how
glad I am to have you come here to

my rooms. I don’t think you have
been here before in ”
“ Felix,” interrupted the broker,

“who is that girl?”

“ What girl, Pater?”

“‘The one whose picture I found in
the parlor; you know.”

“Her name is Clarita Ortega I
think T told you then, did I not?”

“Yes, but who is she? The mere
name tells me nothing. Is she a friend
of yours?”

““ A very dear friend, indeed.”

“Do you know her people?
parents, Felix?”

. Felix lighted a cigar and replied leis-
urely :

“1 know her father. I never saw her
mother.”

. The old man breathed an audible
sigh of relief; and then he said:

“ It may seem strange to you that I
am so interested in her, but I never saw
such a remarkable likeness.”

“ Likeness to whom, Pater?”

“To a lady whom I once knew. It
was a good many years ago, when I was
voung—and not so very young, either.
I wonder if she has a picture of her
mother; eh?” ‘

“T do not think so; I am not sure,
however.”

“ How old did you say-she is, Felix?”

“ Rather older than Carla, I believe;
two or three years; something like
that.”

Trevor shook his head in perplexity.

“ Perhaps her mother was a sister
of the .lady whom I knew,” he mur-
mured to himself. “ Still, I never heard
that there was a sister.”

“ What is that, sir?”’ ‘

“1 was thinking aloud, that is all.
Could you take me to call upon this
young lady, my boy? I would like to
talk with her.”

Felix did not at once reply. Instead,
he stared hard at the coals in the grate,

Her
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and for so long a time that
to repeat the question, be
he had not heard it.

“ Why not?” the young
asking himself. “1T have
m this part of the affair;
circumstances direct the r
it as it has this much?”

For the third time, Geoffrey Trevor
asked the question, and then Felix re-
plied:

“1 will take you to call upon her,”
he said, somewhat coldly, although he
did not mean it so. “ When would you
like to go"’ ?

“ Now.”

“My dear sir, it is almc
time. Come here after you
vour dinner and I will take yc

“WVery well, I will be here

He rose then, with a sigh
towards the door, but he pat
his hand upon the knob and .
other question. ' .

“ Fehx, what is she to you> You
won’t mind telling me? ”

“Not at all. She is my ward.”

“Your ward? You the guardian of
a girl almost as old as you are your-
self?”

“ Such is the case, sir.’

“ Was she the subject of the discus-
sion between you and Carla?”

13 Yes.”

“How so? Is Carla jealous?”

“ She does not call it by that name.”

“ Have you quarreled with Carla?”

“No. We have disagreed, however.
You may as well know at once, sir; our
engagement is at an end.”

“ Good God!”

“ She is convinced in her
that T have not been sufficie:
with her; what else she beli
not know—I do not think s
but she does not approve of
tions with Rita.”

“ What are those relation:

“1T have already told you

“ And that is all?”

“ That is all.”

“ Humph! I will be here a
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»ment, sir; you must not

matter with Carla. I must
promise that you will not.”

__se I decline to promise; eh?”

“In that case you need not come
here at eight—or at all.”

“The devil! All right; I promise.
Oh! By the way! There is another
thing.” )

{3 Yes.” .

“Those securities. The fact of my
having them has got out, somehow

-and I have been pestered to death about

them; a whole lot of fellows asking
questions; I smile and look wise and
say nothing; it’s the only way. Even
the company has been at me.”

“ What company, Pater?”

¥ Why, that company—the X. L.,
you know, and I wouldn’t wonder if
they have cabled to old Millington
about it; eh? You're all right there,
aren’t you? He’ll keep the secret, won’t

. he?” .

“What secret?”

“ Why, that the stock is yours. I
wouldn’t like it to get out after I have
used it as mine. You’d better run down
in the morning and we’ll put our heads
together. Tell you what; I’m almost
sorry that I did not take up with young
Mill’s offer.”

“It isn’t too late yet. If you will
say the word, I'll fix it; and I'll tell
you frankly, it will be a favor to me.”

- “The deuce it will! Why didn’t you
say that before? You’re. half owner
with me in this thing. You’ve got as
much to say as I have. Wire him that
we will take him in on the terms he
offered if he is still of the same mind.
Eight o’clock, eh? I'll be here. Egad!
I hope old ‘Mill won’t peach about that
stock.”

He bustled out of the room, leaving
Felix standing in the center of it in any-
thing but a pleasant frame of mind, for

he saw the meshes of his misdeeds -

closing around him; exposure staring
him in the face. -

“ Hopes old Mill won’t peach, eh?”
he mused, and smiled dismally. “I
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would like to see him when he gets
the news. I’ll bet the air will be blue
—and by Jove! -He’ll lay-it all to Pike.
One thing is certain, I must manage
somehow to get those securities out to-
morrow, and return them to the vault;
but even then, it is bound to develop
sometime, that I took them, for the
superintendent has my letter that Pike
gave me. Everything has gone wrong
since. I took that first false step. I
wonder if they will ever go right again.”

He turned to the table and picked up
a picture of Carla that was there, and
looked sadly upon it.

“ Carla, Carla,” he cried out, “I
could have borne it all but this. I
should not have accepted my dismissal
had I been as worthy as I was ten days
ago; but it is over now—it is over

now.”

. He put the picture down with a sigh,

seized his hat and went out; and within
a few moments the word “ Correct ”
was speeding over the wires to Pike
Millington’s Chicago address.

“ Perhaps, after all, I can squeeze
through, if I can get up courage enough
to make a clean breast of the whole
thing to Mill,” he mused, as he ordered
his dinner at the club, a half hour later.

CHAPTER XII.
A DANGEROUS KEEPSAKE.

ProMPTLY at eight o’clock Geoffrey
Trevor appeared, and the most careless
observer could have seen that he was
consumed by suppressed excitement,
although he strove with all his energy
to conceal the fact. He had come in
his own private carriage, and waiting .
only for Felix to don his coat, they were
driven rapidly in the direction of the
apartment house where Clarita now
lived. :

Fach was busy with his own
thoughts, so the drive was made in
silence, neither uttering more than the
most ordinary cominonplaces about the
weather ‘and local politics, and in fact

.
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anything except the subjects that were
nearest the mind of each.

Clarita was at home.. Felix had sent
her word that he was coming and she
was expecting them.

Her beauty, her winsome, pathetlc
face and her clear, steady eyes had a
remarkable effect upon Geoffrey Tre-
vor. He almost gasped for breath
when the introduction was made, and
when he took her hand, he held it for

a long time in his own, looking down -

upon her with a steady gaze that had in
it nothing to offend, strangely silent all
the while.

“Very like—very like,” he mur-
mured, at last. “ Child, do you remem-
ber your mother?”

She looked up at him in utter aston-
ishment.

“ My mother?” she said: “no, I do

not remember my mother. I never saw
her.”

“ Do you look as she did? Do you
resemble her?”

“I .do not know,
amazement.

They were strange questions that this
stranger was asking her, and she could
not comprehend why he did so. She
turned her eyes inquiringly towards
Felix, but he was turning the pages of
a book, and did not seem to heed what
was taking place..

“ And your father, my dear? Do you
—is he—does he live here in New
York?”

“1 never saw my father, sir. Why
do you ask me these questions?”

-“Pardon me. You look so like a
lady I once knew that I thought per-
haps I might have known your mother.
And your father, Felix told me that—"

”

she replied in

“ You forget, Pater,” interrupted Fe-

lix calmly. ‘“ We had changed the sub-
ject then. We were speaking of an-
other, I.think.” He did not look up
from the book.

Trevor stared at him in perplexity.

“ Certainly. To be sure,” he said
presently: but under his breath he
added: “ I’'m damned if we were.’

Then, turning agam
continued :

“ You have not alwa3
York? You were not t

“Oh, no, indeed!

Seville, in Spain. My ct
much of it was passed in
Mexico. I remember Me

it is there where I lived
part of the time. I came
four years ago, was it not, F

“Yes, Rita; a little mor:
years.”™

Still he kept his eyes u
Rita and her questioner
standing since the intr
now she withdrew her 1
and sank into a chair.

“ Will you tell me how old
child? ”” asked Trevor, also seat
self.

“ With pleastre, sir. I was
three last June. Felix says 1]
look nearly as old as that.”

“ No, you do not. You afe more of
a chxld than Edna, and she is eigh-
teen.”

“ Edna? Ah, yes. Sheis your daugh-

ter. I have seen her;” and her brows
contracted, for the recollection was not
a pleasant one.

“You have met Edna? ” he asked, in
surprise. “ Where?”

She hesitated, and then looked in-
quiringly at Felix, but he was still
studying the pages before him and did
not appear to have heard.

““ Felix will tell you about it,” she
said, demurely. “ We met by accident.
She did not like me and I did not like
her. It was—what you call—mutual;
no? You see I am very frank, Sefior

Trevor. I do not choose my words in
English. I never spoke it until I came
here.”

“Would you prefer your-«
guage?” he said rapidly, in
“Tt is the same to me.”

“ Oh, yes. It is the langt
thoughts. I am glad that
stand it. And now, sir, can
you some refreshment? I
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You will have—what? A
glass of sherry? Felix says that it is
very good. I-do not know, for I do
not like it. It confuses my brain. And
a biscuit? Felix will give you a cigar.
1 do not object to the smoke ; and now,
for one moment, you will excuse
me? ” .
She went rapidly out of the room,
leaving thé two men alone together.

“Felix,” said Geoffrey Trevor then,’

rising and crossing the room and de-
liberately taking the book from Par-
sons’ hand, ‘“you told me that you

knew her father, and you did not use *
_the past tense. You said, ‘I know her

father.” Did you speak the truth? ?

“I did.”

“'Then he is alive?™

“He is.”

“ And she does not know it?” .

3 No.”

“ Where—""

He ceased abruptly, for Rita was re-
turning.

She went--directly to hlm, holding
in her hand an old fashioned breast-
pin, the size of a goose’s egg, and at the
sight of it, Geoffrey Trevor’s face as-

- sumed the color of ashes; but he did

not speak, and she did not notice his
agitation.

“You asked me about my mother,”
she said, brightly. “I do not remem-
ber her, but I have here a portrait
which I believe is hers. Would you
like to see it? Perhaps, if you once
knew her, you will recognize it and as-
sure me that it is my mother. It might
have been made for me, might it not? ”

“Yes, yes,” he said, huskily. “It
might, indeed. Can you tell me noth-
ing about her, my child? Do you not
know when she died, and where she
died?” .

“No, sir, I know nothing. It is

. strange, is it not? I do not even know

her name.”

“Do not know her name? Was it
not the same as your own?”

“No, oh no. My name is not the
name of my parents. The Holy Mother

OF DESTINY. 293

rd

gave me my name, at the cathedral in
Mexico, so it is truly mine; but it is
not the name that God gave me when
I was born. That is hidden. It is lost.
I do not know how, nor why. Even
my first name was changed, for I re-
member, when 1 was a little child, 1
was called Carlotta; but-when I was
taken to the cathedral, it was made into
Clarita. I like it better, I think. Felix
says that some day I will know who my
parents were.  Sometimes I think that
he knows now, and will not tell me, but
if that is so, I do not complain, for he
knows what is wisest and best for me.
I am assured of that.”

“ Carlotta — Carlotta!”  Trevor
groaned, scarcely heeding all that she
said. “1It is the name of one of my
daughters; it is Carla’s name. It was
—was it your mother’s name? ”

“1I do not know.”

He sat staring at the picture hé held
in his hand, for the moment utterly ob- ™
livious to everything around him, and
Felix, raising his eyes, regarded him
sadly and steadily.

“ Have you anything else that be-
longed to your mother,” asked Trevor,
presently. “Isthere anything else that
was hers that you would. care to show

me?”

“T think not, sefior:; but stay! There
is one thing more that I have been told
was hers. You will think that it is a
very strange thing to exhibit. I do not
know why it was given to me as a
keepsake, only that when Sefior
Llorente—it was in his family I resided
while in Mexico—only that when he
gave it to me, he said: ‘ You will take
this with you also, Rita." If your father -
is living-and you 'should meet him, he
will wish to see it.””

Felix looked up in surprise, and per-
ceiving it, she continued:

“I do not think that even Felix
knows about that keepsake. I have
never told him, but it is niot because I
did not wish to; it is because I had for-
gotten. He shall see it now at the same
time that I show it to you. It is not
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pleasant; it is not nice. It is a very
strange thing to give a child as a keep-
sake, and I have kept it hidden in my
trunk. It is—but stay; I will get it.
You will excuse me?”

Again she left the room, and again
Geoffrey Trevor’s eyes wandered in the
direction of the younger man; but he
did not speak, and their eyes did not
meet, for Felix was once more ap-
parently absorbed in the pages of the
same book.

Clarita was some time absent, but at
last she returned. Her hands were be-
hind her, and she came quite close to
her guest before she exposed them.
Then, bringing them suddenly forward,
" she said, simply:

“ It is—this:” ,

Geoffrey Trevor stood like one en-
tranced. Catalepsy could not have held
him more rigidly still than he was then,
with wide open, distended eyes, drawn

and haggard features, parted lips and

bated breath.

At last, slowly, mechanically, he ex-
tended one hand and took the thing
that she held out to him—a double
sheath made of one piece of wood, skil-
fully carved and inlaid with gold and
silver and precious stones. He did not
speak. He held it in his hand and
stared at it as though it were a serpent
that had fascinated him.

“ Tt is not pretty,” she continued, not
heeding his perturbation. “ It is dead-
ly; I do not admire it.”

Slowly, and with mechanical pre-
cision, Geoffrey Trevor stretched forth
the other hand and withdrew the knives
from their sheaths, one by one. It was
as though he were forced to do so
against his will. ,

He seemed to have forgotten his sur-
. roundings and to see only those two
curiously wrought weapons that he
now held in his grasp, one, a short,
dagger-like instrument, sharpened only
on one side, however, but keen as a
razor and pointed like a needle, the
other, long, slender, deadly ; venomous
in every curve, glitteringly bright, mur-

derously baleful. It glinted flashes of

-light from its polished surface, and the

short graceful curves along its back
seemed to move up and down, as

though it were possessed-of life—and -

hatred. .

Trevor was so long silent, that at
last Rita looked up, inquiringly ; then
she started back affrightedly.

“Felix!” she called.

He was at her side instantly.

“ Look,” she whispered, pointing at
the old man, now old indeed. ‘ What
is it? What-is the -matter? See!
Quick! My God, he will kill himself!”

It is true that he would -have done
so; the mysterious knife seemed to
have compelled him to the act, for with
startling suddenness the cataleptic con-
dition left him. He laughed aloud,
wildly, raised the weapon in the air, and
would have plunged it into- his breast
had not the strong, firm hand of Felix
Parsons seized his wrist and held it.

Then the fingers loosened their hold;
the murderous knife squirmed from
their grasp and dropped to the floor,
point downward, piercing the carpet
and penetrating the board beneath ; and
there it stood, vibrating, as though
chuckling with savage glee over the
effect that it had produced. -

Then the old man hid his face in his

hands, staggered to a chair, dropped
upon it and sobbed aloud.
" Rita looked up wonderingly into
Felix’ face, but he offered her no ex-
planation; he put one arm gently
around her and quietly led her into an-
other room. °

“What is it?” she asked again.
“ What does it mean?”

“T do not know, dear; perhaps he
will tell me.
now, but I will return.”

“Oh, Felix,” she said, “you wil
come back? I am frightened. You will
return? Promise me that you will.”

“1 promise, Rita. As soon as I have
seen Pater home I will return. You
need not go in to bid him good night;
it is not necessary.”
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He touched her forehead with his
lips and left her then.

‘The knife was still maliciously sway-
ing above the carpet, like the head of
a cobra, waiting to strike, and Parsons
plucked it from the floor and returned
it, and the other alsq, to the sheath.
Then he touched Trevor gently on the
shoulder.

“ Come, Pater,” he said. “ Let us go
now.” A
“Yes, yes' Let us go. I must get

away. I must think. My God; Felix,

do you know where I stand? Do you .

know who she is?”

“Hush! Hush! Not another word.
Here, let me help you on with your
coat. Now are you ready?”

“Yes, I am ready. Where is——"

“ Never mind. I said good night for
you;” and they went out upon the
street and entered the carriage in utter
silence. In silence also, they drove
homeward, and in silence they parted;
but their hands clasped in a pressure

. that meant more than words could have

conveyed.

CHAPTER XIII.
WHAT CARLA DARED TO DO.

It is a remarkable thing that the very
people whom we regard as the most
self contained and calm under trying
circumstances are the very ones,. who
when they do give way lose all vestige
of self control, and plunge head fore-
most to the opposite extreme.

The fires that burned within the
breast of Carla Trevor had hitherto
only smoldered. They had been con-
fined within herself, their presence un-
suspected .and therefore the danger
which they necessarily generated, un-
guarded against, but when she recov-
ered from the swoon in which her sis-
ter had discovered her, the smoldering
embers burst forth into flame, and con-
sumed her reason, her judgment, her
calmness and her faith.

When she returned the ring to Felix,
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she did not really doubt his loyalty to
her. The act was based upon her idea
of a principle which she believed to be
involved, and she had broken the en-
gagement because he had refused to
confide in her, nothmg more.

She was not in any sense of the word
a coquette, and yet she had coquetted
with him then; for she had no idea,
when she offered the ring.to him, that
he would accept it. She knew him only
as she had always known him, not as
he had been for more than a week.

She could not know anything of the
self abasement under which he hourly
struggled since he took that one step
downward, which in his own opinion,
forever removed him from the realm in
which he had lived all his life—that of
unqualified unrightness. Therefore, his
calm acquiescence in her decision pros-
trated her——overwhelmed her—shocked
her out of herself into another being -
whom she had not known, whom she
did not recognize, but who dominated
every impulse within her—the being
that awoke with retummg conscious-
ness.

She had asked for the explanation—
she had demanded it, but all the time,
in her own heart, she knew that there
was one, and that it would be entirely
satisfactory. She had spoken naught
But the truth when she said that she
was not jealous. She did not doubt
him when he told her what he did; but
he did not tell her all that she believed
he should tell.

With the return of consc1ousness,»
however, she saw things differently.
Her recollection of the scene distorted

- everything that had been said or done

out of all recognizable shape, and she
discovered motives which she had not
imagined at the time, and fancied rea-
sons which were utterly unreasonable.

His refusal to explain further than
he had, was now attributed to guilt and
shame. His statement concerning the
purity and goodness of Clarita Ortega,
she now regarded as a lie. The high

" value that he had placed upon her own
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love for him, had become a subterfuge.
His pretense of mystery degenerated
to'a contemptible deception; and with
it all, she moaned in pain while she as-
sured herself that he no longer loved
her, and convinced herself, on this line
of reasoning, that he was at heart re-
joiced that she had severed the bond
between them.

Still, she made no outward sign. The
fierce warfare that waged within found
no visible expression; but in that hour
she was transformed from a calm, se-
rene, loving woman, abounding in im-
plicit faith, into a hard, suspicious, re-
lentless being who saw only vileness
and degradation in the association of
Felix Parsons and Clarita Ortega.

Edna was with her when she was
again conscious of her surroundings.
Shie had already discovered that the en-
gagement ring was missing; indeed, it
was the first thing that she looked for
when she found Carla in that death-like
swoon.. But her usual impetuosity
was, for once, wanting, and she said no
word concerning it or the interview
that had ended so disastrously.

They went together to Carla’s room,
and there Edna left her alone.
then, when the demons entered and
took possession; and it was then, dur-
ing those few hours of agonized
thought that she decided what she
would do, and started out upon the
consummation of her plans with a reso-
lution that nothing could shake, noth-
ing deter, nothing alter nor modify.

She did not go down to dinner, but
she had it sent to her room; and she
consumed it, for she knew that she
had need of strength for the business
that she had decided upon for that very
night.

Shortly before eight o’clock she went
to Edna’s room, outwardly as calm and
self possessed as ever, and she smiled
doldly. when she found her sister in
tears; she knew what those tears were
for, but she did not refer to them. It
was presumptuous for Edna to cry
when she did not.

Tt was
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“ Carla,” exclalmed that you _ _
when she saw the serene face of her
sister, “ are you made of ice?”

“Yes, I think so,” she replied.
leasty I have no tears to shed.”

“You have broken your engagement
with Felix,and all.on account of nothing
—nothing, I tell you! Itis a shame—
a shame—and the shame is yours, Carla
Trevor!”

“ So be it, then. Let the shame be
mine. I can bear up under it. We
will not discuss it if you please, Edna.-
I want to ask you some questions.”

“I am in no mood for answering
questions now. Besides, there is noth-
ing that I can tell you that you do not
know; and what you don’t know, your
imagination will supply.”

“I want you to tell me about your
encounter with that woman at Felix’
rooms,” said Carla, calmly, paying no
heed to her sister’s vehemence.

“ There is nothing to tell, not a thing.
I saw her there, that is all. She had
just as much right to be there as I had,
and it would be just as consistent for
you to think ill of me for going there
as it is to think ill of her.” ‘

Carla smiled cold]y There was no
sign of softening in- her manner; no
hesitation. )

« You are vehement, Edna, she
said; “ too vehement, I think, in your.
defense of Miss Ortega.” -

“1 am defending Felix Parsons, and
I am vehement. You are cold and
cruel and heartless. He is well rid of
you.’

“So he thinks, evidently. Do you
know the present address of the woman
whom you so ably defend? ”

“Yes, I do, and I'll tell you one
thing, Carla Trevor, that address alone
is sufficient proof that all. your sus-
picions are groundless. Do you think,
if the facts were as your jealous imagi-
nation paints them, that he would take
her to a place like the Millington. That
is where she is now.  Would he do
that if there were any grounds for your °
suspicions? You ought to be ashamed

€ At
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of them—and of yourself. I don’t know
what passed between you in the draw-
ingroom, and I don’t care, but I know
one thing-—I know that Felix Parsons
is the soul of honor, and if the whole
world rose up on its hind legs and
made charges against him, I would not
believe a word of it.”

“ That 1s ‘scarcely a proper  ex-
press—" '

“1 don’t care! I don’t'care that!”
with a snap of the fingers. “I know

another thing—I know a good woman"

when I see one, and if I ever saw one in

. my life, it -was when I saw Clarita

Ortega. Do you know what I did
then? I insulted her. I refused to be
introduced. Oh, I played the grand
lady better than old Madame Savage
could have done it, and I have been
eating my heart out with shame ever
since. Just as-sure as I live until to-
morrow morning, I am going up to the
Millington and humble myself with the
most abject apology I know how to
make; and you will do well if you fol-

_ low my example.”

“You are a very good girl, but a
very silly one at times, Edna,” said
Carla with cold scorn. “I do not think
that we need to prolong this discussion.
Good night.”

She went out of the room then, in
the same deliberate manner in which
she had entered it, leaving Edna white
with wrath.,

It was nearly nine o’clock then, but
Carla did not hesitate.- She had made
her plans, and she was determined to
carry them out, and so it happened that
only a few minutes later, closely
wrapped and veiled, she was on the
street, walking rapidly.

The air was cold and keen, and she
walked on and on, never thinking of
a car or a cab, but thinking, thinking,

_all the time of the errand she was on,

of the young woman whom she was
determined to see before she slept
again, planning how she would win her
way into Clarita’s presence, for she had
no doubt that she would be denied ad-
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mittance if she were known, and she.
was equally sure that Felix had warned
this Spanish girl against her.

Could she have looked ahead into
Clarita’s parlor then, she woulgl have
seen her own father standing in the cen-
ter of the room with uplifted weapon,
ready to strike, she would have seen
agony and remorse in his face, and
wonder, doubt and horror in the ex-
pression of the young hostess; and
she might have turned back.

~As she drew near the building, two
men came out, one half supporting the
other, and she recognized them both; °
her discarded lover, and her father; but
she walked on steadily, knowing that
they would not see her. She could have _
touched them with her hands when
she turned aside to pass them.

She did not comment upon the en-
counter, even to herself. Her mind
was too much engrossed with her own
affairs; but the meeting assured her
of one thing—that her own interview
with the Spanish woman would not be
interrupted; and she went on past the
house, turning to see if both of the men
entered the carriage. It would not
have interfered with her plans had Felix
returned to the house; but he did not,
and she felt that it was better so.

When the carriage had driven away,
she passed through the great front
"door, and went straight to the elevator.

“Miss Ortega,” she said, throwing
back her veil and thus disclosing the
matchless beauty of her face. “ She is
expecting me, I believe. I will not wait
to send up my card. What floor is it?

“The top.”

The boy stepped out of the elevator,
led her to the door of Clarita’s apart-
ment, rang the bell for her, and then
hastened back to his car and disap-
peared down the shaft.

It was Marie, Clarita’s maid, who
opened the door. Carla had again
drawn her veil so that her features
could not be seen, and when the door
was opened, she stepped through it
quickly.
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“I wish to see Miss Ortega,” she
“ said, and passed on along the private
corridor to the parlor, which she en-
tered, pausing only when she was in the
center of the room on the very spot
where her father had stood, knife in
hand only a little while before. ’
“ Who shall 1 say, madame?” asked
Marie, who had pursued her.
“ Say that a lady—one whom she
knows by name, at least—wishes to
see her.”

THE ARGOSY.

Marie courtesied and w d
then Carla’s eyes swept n
swift, but comprehensive d
she was still engaged in -
tion when she was startled

of a gentle voice behind

“ You wished to see me?” said the
voice,

She turned swnftly, tearing aside her
veil as she did so, and thus Carla Trevor
and Clarita Ortega, for the first time,
stood face to face.

(To be continued.)

IN THE NET OF THE VISCONTI
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A tale of the time of the Italian 'Renaissance.

The thrilling experiences of Tito Bentivogli,

son to the Duke of Bologna, who is captured while on a hunting trip by Galeazzo, the

hereditary enemy of his house.

Plot, counterplot, and a matching of cunning against

cunning in a game of which one player’s life is the stake.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED. -~
THE scene of the story is in Italy in the middle ages, when Gian Galeazzo Visconti is seeking

=9

to become master of the entire country. Tito and Vittoria Bentivogli, son and daughter of the
Duke of Bologna, are betrayed into his hands by a falfthless retainer, Aligheri, but Tito leaves
Vittoria with a peasant family. He falls in with an Englishman, John of Salisbury, and they stop
for the night at a wayside hut ; Tito being recognized, a fierce fight ensues and John is killed. Tito
flees, to be discovered later by Malatesta, Galeazzo’s most dreaded general, but he succeeds in
passing as John Salisbury and is taken to Milan. During his audience with Galeazzo four prisoners
are condemned to death, among whom is Vittoria disguised as a boy; Tito interferes and gets
possession of her, but incurs the enmity of Malatesta. Galeazzo favors Tito strongly, and installs
him as private secretary ; thus he gets hold of a despatch calling for troops and Malatesta. ‘This he
forges to the effect that no help is needed, and he starts to deliver it to Galeazzo, But just as affairs
have taken this fortunate turn he is horrified to come face to face with Aligheri the traitor.

J

CHAPTER XI.
AN UNEXPECTED OUTCOME.

T HE consternation of the two men,

meeting thus unexpectedly, was
not to be concealed. So flushed with
success had Bentivogli been that the
possibility of encountering this traitor
Aligheri had not occurred to him; and
surely the last person in the world that
Aligheri would have expected to find

*This slory began in the July issue of THE ARGOSY.

in Marignano Castle was the son of the
Duke of Bologna.

His amazement, however, lasted only
for a moment, then it gave place to
wrath.

He uttered a yell, and whipping his _
sword from its -scabbard, bounded at
the younger man.

There was scarcely time *~ ™ -*-
vogli to draw his own w
staggered backward, but !
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himself, and the two were soon in the
midst of a furious battle.

Bentivogli was fighting for his life.
He knew it would not be long before

- Aligheri’s cry brought some one

upon the scene. Quickly collecting
his faculties, he drove his opponent
backward through the hall.

He was a skilful fencer, and certamly
he never had greater reason to exercise
his skill than now.

Aligheri kept yelling all the time:
““Treason, treason ! ” and his cries were
answered almost instantly. :

. Bentivogli heard a-shout. Though
all his attention was required by the
business in hand, he darted one glance
down the hallway, and as he did so he
caught sight of the one other person he
held in dread.’

- The huge ﬁg'ure of Malatesta was
bounding toward him, his sword in his
hand!

Aligheri saw him at the same in-
stant.

“ Help, help!” he cried. “Heis a
traitor ; he is Bentivogli of Bologna!”

The words were scarcely out of the
traitor’s mouth before the battle was
over, so far as he was concerned.

Nerved to desperation, Tito had
leaped at the man, and with a sudden
turn of his wrist struck his weapon
to one side; then making a savage
thrust, he drove his sword through the
fellow’s body up to the hilt.

As the man fell Bentivogli drew the
weapon free again, and whirled about
in time to face-Malatesta.
~ He expected another fight, but it did
not begin; the general had halted and
was staring at him in amazement.

Evidently he was completely taken
aback, and was scarcely able to realize
the meaning of the words which he had
heard from Aligheri. But as he grad-
ually comprehended, a look of fierce

_triumph swept over his face.

He sprang forward, gripping his
sword in his hand.

“Ho!” he cried, “ so that is who you
are! Bentivogli of Bologna!”

He was about to attack Tito, who
was all ready to receive him ; suddenly,
however, a better plan occurred to the
fierce soldier.

- “You are too good to be killed,” he
exclaimed. ‘ Galeazzo must have you
for his torture chamber!”

Malatesta turned, evidently meaning
to give the alarm, although that was
scarcely necessary, for already footsteps
could be heard coming from several
directions.

It was a crisis for Bentivogli. The
swift course of events had bewildered

him somewhat, but at that supreme mo-
ment he had full command of his facul-
ties.

A sudden thought flashed through
his brain, and he bounded toward Mala-
testa.

“ Beware!” he cried;
other traitors!”

Malatesta started back and glared
at him,

“ What do you mean?” he demand-
ed.

“ That note from Lucio! ” was Benti-
vogli’s answer. It struck the general
like a thunderbolt. ‘

He turned white and started back-
ward, while the sounds of footsteps
and cries drew nearer.

Malatesta seemed half dazed and un-
certain what to do, but Tito-still had
his wits about him. He sprang closer
to the other, and half whispered in his
ear.

“ Quick! ” he said, “ or all is lost!”

He ran to an open door near by, and
Malatesta seemed to comprehend. He
bounded in, and Bentivogli followed
him:

The two shut the door just as they
heard several men rush into the hall.
Then Malatesta whirled about and faced
the other,

“ What is it you know?” he cned

“ there are

- furiously.

“1 have that last note from Lucio,
which you threw out of the window,”
was the calm response.

The great officer muttered an oath
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between his teeth ; he gripped his sword
as if to spring upon his opponent. But
Bentivogli knew of a way to check him
there.

“ Remember Galeazzo’s words,” he
said; “if I am dead or missing—you
- know what to expect!”

And Malatesta did know; his arm
relaxed, though he ground his teeth
with rage.

Tito, however, was by this time calm,
and stepping a short distance away,
quietly replaced his sword in its scab-
bard.

Near him was a chair, and he sat
down and watched the general; there
was a minute or two of silence, and
then Tito began:

“I think you and I might as- well
have an understanding. You are very
angry with me, but I do not know the
reason exactly. Certainly it does
neither of ys any good.”

Malatesta looked at him with an ex-
pression of surprise, as if wondering
where the conversation was going to
lead after this strange introduction.

“The question I want you tq an-
swer,” Tito continued, “is—why are
we enemies? ”

That thought had evidently not oc-
curred to the general before.

“ You are plotting against Galeazzo,”
Tito went on gquietly, after he had
glanced around and made sure that no
one was near; “ you are perhaps sur-
prised to see that I'know it. But I have
the good fortune to be in possession of
your cipher, and of that last note from
Lucio.”

Malatesta started back with a look of
rage on his face.

“‘There i is no time for me to e\plam
any more,” Tito continued. * Suffice
it to say that it puts me in possession of
full information. But you need not
be in the least alarmed, for I assure you
that I have no intention of interfering.
You- want Milan for yourself, and I
want Bologna for myself; we are both

of us against Galeazzo, and there is no
reason why our interests should clash.”
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The effect of these conciliatory words
upon the.other was surprising ; a flood
of light seemed to burst in" upon him.

“ I may as well say,” Bentivogli went .

on, *“ that what that fellow Aligheri said
is the truth ; I am indeed the son of the
Duke of Bologna. And you can easily
guess why I am here. If you and I
were to discuss matters quietly, we
would see that we could be of much
help to each other.”

Every trace of animosity left Mala-
testa’s face; he put up his sword and
stepped toward Tito.

“You are right;” he exclaimed; “ we
will keep each other’s secrets.”

“ We can do more than that, I think,”
was the response. “ Wait until I tell
you what I have already done.”

“You are certainly in a position to
do much,” said Malatesta; “ you have
had extraordinary success. Tell me
the news!”

Bentivogli glanced around anxxous—
ly; by this time, out in the hall, there
was intense excitement. The dead body
of Aligheri had been found, and the two
could hear the cries of those who were
searching for the murderers.

They were, therefore, still in danger,
so they hurried over to one of the win-
dows of the room. There being a broad
shelf running along the side of the

building, they could easily climb out’

and spring into the next window.

In this way they made their escape;
and once clear of the scene of the
trouble, Bentivogli led the general
straight to his own apartment.

Vittoria was there, anxiously waiting

for news. She was of course exceed-
ingly surprised to see who Bentivogli
was bringing with him, but the matter
was soon explained.
“ Sit down,” Tito said to the general,
“and I will show you something that
will interest you.”

He stepped toward the place where

he had concealed the letter from Bo-
logna.
he went on.

is this,” “ You want the

“'The situation, as I understand it,f

e o et b
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'l. army to remain in Milan, so that you

can perfect your plans. Eyvery minute
is precious to you, is it not? ”

Malatesta nodded his assent, and
then Bentivogli held out the letter to
him.

“Very well,” -he said,
this! o

The man glanced over it, and as he
did so he gave an excited exclamation.’
" “When did this come? ” he cried.

“It came about half an hour ago,”
answered Bentivogli.

“ And how did you get it?”

“I got it from the messenger who
brought it,” was the answer.

. The general sprang to his feet.
“You don’t mean it? ” he cried.
“Yes,” said-Tito; *“ why not?”

The question was asked so naively
that the man broke into a roar of laugh-
ter.

“You are a stranger here,” he ex-
plained, ““ and you don’t know the ways
of the place. Let me tell you that if
Galeazzo knew that anybody else was in
possession of one of his despatches,
there would be the wildest.time ever
seen in Marignano.”

Tito opened his eyes in astonish-
ment ; he had not thought of that when
he had taken the letter from the mes-
senger. i

“1 do not know how the fellow came
to give it up to you,” went on Malatesta.
“It would be all your life is worth for
you to let the duke know that you have
it.” .

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Tito,
“and I was just on the point of taking
it to him—or, rather, the other one!”
he added, as he produced the second
letter. “ I should judge you would be

“now read

' very sorry mdeed to have Galeazzo get
. the genuine one.’

“It would ruin everythmg! ? cried
Malatesta. “ If he had got it my hopes
would be lost.”

“And so would mine,” the young
man answered. ‘ Accordingly, I pre-
ﬁd another one to take him mstead

s

"IN THE NET OF THE VISCONTL

301

Malatesta read it, and when he had
finished, he was unable to conceal his .
admiration . for . the " clever - tnck the
young man had played.

“It is splendid,” he cried.
just what I want!”

So6 delighted was he that he sprang
forward and seized the other by the
hand. ,

“1I see,” he said, “that you and I
will have to help each other after all.”

The two after that discussed the situ-
ation carefully, considering every de-
tail. It appeared that the messenger
had come from Bologna at great speed,

“It is

. and so, Malatesta declared, there would

be no necessity for giving the letter to
Galeazzo until later.

“ Every second is precious,” he said,
“ and so we will wait until then.”

“ And how shall we get it to him?”
demanded Tito. “.I{ his rule is as you
say, I do not want to take any risks.”

“1 can fix that very easily,” replied
the generat. ‘“ The messengers who
come from Bologna are members of my
troop; I know the man who brought
that despatch, and I can very easily ar-
range things with him. I will give him
the note, and tell him not to deliver it
until the afternoon.”

Tito assented to the proposition, for
he understood the general’s anxiety.

“ But don’t lose it in the mean time,”
he said.

Malatesta very soon settled that.

“1 have a better way of rhanaging
things,” he said.

He drew his sword and pressed a
secret spring in the handle.

He then fell to unscrewing the hilt,
which came off, disclosing a small re-
ceptacle.

Malatesta already had several papers
concealed therein. The letter in ques-
tion was only a tiny roll of parchment,
not thicker than one’s finger, -and it
slipped into the compartment without
any trouble. Malatesta screwed it up
again, and laughed softly to himself.

“1 guess that is all right,” he said;
and then he added, with grim humeor:
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“1 am glad that I did not succeed in
killing you after all.”

The two then proceeded to discuss
further plans.

“Tell me,” asked Tito, “
your chances for success? ”

“We are certain to succeed,”” an-
swered Malatesta,.” if we'can only get
the delay that I speak of. I have here
at present only about a thousand of my
troopers, but I expect about ten times
that number in a day or two, to join
the army against Bologna; as soon as
they come, I mean to make some ex-
citement in Milan. I’ll have Marigna-
no Castle and soon put an end to the
duke.”

Half instinctively the man gazed
around as he uttered these treasonable
words ; there was no one to hear him,
however, except Vittoria, and Benti-
vogli assured him that there was noth-
ing to fear from her.

He had introduced her to the general
under the name which she bore in the
castel—Lorenzo Vecci.. ’

Bentivogli was on the point of telling
Malatesta of the other plot he had put
into effect against Galeazzo, his scheme
in connection with Cardinal Camillo,
but he concluded that he had better not
do so. The discussion turned presently
to another matter—that of the answer
to the letter from Bologna.

“ Galeazzo will certainly reply,”
Malatesta said, “ and of course if his
letter reaches Sforza he will see that
something is wrong. I suppose, how-
ever, I can arrange it with the messen-
ger so that it will not be delivered.”

But Tito sprang up suddenly with
an eager exclamation.

“71 can fix it better than that,” he
cried.

“ What is it? ”

The young man stepped to his writ-
ing desk. There was silence in the
room while he wrote a few hasty words.
Then he had another note to submit to
Malatesta.

* Sforza,” it read, “ the siege of Bo-
logna must be abandoned at once; it+s

what are
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necessary that you return th
all possible speed as soon ve
this. - Galeazzo.”

Malatesta read it and gave an ex-
clamation of triumph.

“ That will settle it!” he cried; “I
expect Sforza to help me in this plot
any way.” .

The two conspirators were delighted
with this project; they had no doubt it
would succeed, for Bentivogli was by
this time familiar with the duke’s signa-
ture.

“ And if it goes by one of the regular
messengers,” he said, “ it will excite no
suspicion.”

“ And I will see that it is started with-
in ten minutes,” said Malatesta, spring-
ing to his feet. ’

He was in haste to get away then, and
the two spent little time in further talk.

“T am anxious to tell the rest of our
triumph,” Malatesta explained.

As Tito shut the door, he felt that he
had achieved quite a victory. He had
surely succeeded in extracting himself
from a most difficult situation, and there
no longer seemed to be anything which
could possibly foil his plans. To be
sure, he had turned forger, but Gale-
azzo was a foe, in fighting. whom one
must not be squeamish in the matter of
weapons.

Whether Malatesta succeeded or not,
the attack upon Bologna would be de-
layed; and that was all that Bentivogli
cared about. :

‘““There is only one thing I have to
think of now,” he said, “ and then I
shall be comparatwely content.”

“ What is that? ” asked Vittoria.

“It is you. I do not mean that you
shall remain in this place an hour longer
than is necessary.”

The girl declared that she would
much rather stay and share the peril
with her brother, but Tito was playing
a desperate game, and he wisely de-
cided that it would be safer to get his
sister out of the way.

“ T will find some errand to send you
on,” he said, “and I will get you a

o




-making himself useful.
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safe conduct from Galeazzo, to keep

you from any harm; I fancy it will not
be dxfﬁcult for me to find some pre-

" text.”

CHAPTER XII.
THE DISCOVERY OF TREASON.

ON his return to the duke’s apart-
ments, Tito made it an especial point
to pass through that part of the castle
where he had met Aligheri.

' He found the stains of blood still on
the marble floor where the traitor had
fallen, but the body had been carried
away, and there was no longer any sign
of excitement about the place.

Such incidents were evidently not
sufficiently infrequent in the neighbor-
hood of Milan to cause much excite-
ment or inquiry.

Titomade his way back to the cham-

ber of state, where the duke was still

seated, busily engrossed in his affairs.
The'man paid dearly for his power, for
the amount of work which was required
to maintain it would have been suffi-
cient to break down any three ordinary
men.

Yet Galeazzo attended to everything
himself, and kept the reins of govern-
ment in his own hands.

And a splendid government it was,
too, so far as the general welfare of
Italy was concerned ; Galeazzo’s armies
were all well paid, and his cities all well
governed. It was only when one

| chanced to run counter to his purposes

that his tyranny was felt.

."Galeazzo was exceedingly busy at
this time of day, and the room was °

crowded with emissaries and messen-
gers from all portions of his territory.
There were merchants with suits to be
heard, and generals from his various
armies, demanding supplies of every
kind.

" Bentivogli soon found himself busily
at work, and he passed several hours
hunting up documents among the
duke’s private papers, and otherwise
It was not a
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very interesting task, but it was not
very long before something occurred
that concerned the young man more
nearly.

Some mattef came up which required
the sending of a messenger.

Galeazzo had called up one of the offi-
cers of the court, demanding to know if
there was any one intending to travel
to Venice immediately. Bentivogli
stepped forward.

“ Your grace,” he said, “ perhaps I
can serve you.”

Galeazzo looked at him inquiringly.

“You remember the young man of
whom I spoke to you,” Tito went on.
“1 was about to send him to Venice
with'a letter to be given to a friend of
mine, a merchant, who is undertaking
to forward it to England. If there is
anything the young man can attend to
for you at the same time, he will, of
course, be pleased to do it.”

Galeazzo fortunately liked the sug-
gestion.

“ Can you vouch for him? " he asked.

“ With my life,” replied Tito.

“Very well, that settles it,” was the
response. “ How soon can he be ready
to start?” '

“In half an hour, your grace,”
swered Bentivogli. :

Galeazzo turned and ordered one of
his offigers to see that a horse was pro-
vided, and then he called for paper, and
wrote the letter which Tito had been so
anxious to secure.

It declared the bearer Lorenzo
Vecci, to be a messenger in the service
of the duke, and all were commanded to
aid him upon his journey in whatso-
ever manner he might require.

This Galeazzo signed, and Bentivog-
li, his heart dancing with delight, hur-
ried back to the room where his sister
was waiting.

“You need not go to Venice,” he
laughed; “ you will be able ‘to enter
Bologna by the time you get there, for
Sforza will have left. Just as soon as
I get you the letters you are to carry
you will be able to start.” '

an-
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Having delivered this piece of good
news, Bentivogli once more hurried
back to the council chamber; he was
just in time to witness an unexpected
scene. ‘

He had entered, and was in the act
of speaking to Galeazzo again, when
there suddenly came sounds of confu-
sion from one of the anterooms, which
caused the duke to turn in some anx-
iety. ,

A moment later the warders were
hurriedly pushed aside, and a man, hat-
less and breathless, rushed into the
place.

He was dressed in the uniform of
one of the duke’s officers. According
to his usual custom, however, Galeazzo
was terrified at the sight, and shrank
back cowering into his chair.- His faith-
ful body guard promptly closed in
around him, and the stranger had no
chance to approach.

He was seized by several of the offi-
cers of the court, who were angry at
his abrupt entrance. They tried to drag
him away, but the man was bound to
be heard.

“Your grace,” he cried. “ A plot, a
plot!” .

Galeazzo managed to stammer out a
question.

“ A conspiracy against your grace’s
life,” answered the other. * There is
no time to lose!”

The despot gave a hasty order at that,
and the room was quickly cleared; no
one remained except the imperturbable
Germans and Bentivogli, the latter of
whom was, of course, curious to learn
what was the matter.

But the officer objected even to his
presence, and Galeazzo ordered him to
leave; Bentivogli went out, leaving the
two in an excited conversation, car-
ried on over the heads of the soldiers.

Concerned as he was in a plot of his
own, Tito was, of course, extremely
anxious at this new turn of affairs; he
paced up and down the hall for some
time, but as there was no sign of the
doors being opened again, he finally re-
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turned to his own apartments to dis-
cuss the matter with his sister. -
Perhaps fifteen minutes more passed
before Tito received definite tidings of
what had occurred.
The news came in a very startling
way, indeed; the silence which pre-

vailed about the castle was suddenly

broken by excited shouts.

Bentivogli listened an instant, and
then sprang up and rushed to the door.
As he flung it open, he found that the
whole castle-was in an uproar.

There were footsteps ~running in
every direction, and yells and shouts,
both in the courtyard and through the
halls. By this time Bentivogli made
out a single name, which was on the
lips of every one who passed:

“ Malatesta, Malatesta!”

He and Vittoria stood gazing at each
other in suspense, listening to the ex-
traordinary uproar, which every min-
ute swelled louder and louder.

Several times bodies of troops rushed
past ; Bentivogli called to them to know
what was the matter, but no one an-
swered him; they were all too much
engrossed in the task before them, and
continued hurrying this way and that
about the palace, waving their swords
and yelling furiously: ‘ Malatestal!
Malatesta!” )

The confusion growing still wilder,
Bentivogli took the precaution of lead-
ing his sister back into the room and
concealing her, while he himself hur-
ried out to learn what had occurred. -

He had scarcely set foot in the hall,
however, before an unexpected sight
met his eyes. )

A figure came rushing toward him,
waving a bloody sword in his-hand, and
Bentivogli saw that it was none other
than the mighty Malatesta himself.

His face was flushed, and there was
a look of fury on it. Then as he sud-
denly caught sight of Tito, he bounded
toward him with a roar that fairly shook
the walls of the building.

“Traitor!” he shouted; ‘scoun-
drel!” >




‘Bentivogli.
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So terrible was the other’s wrath that

" instinctively -the young nobleman
_sprang back: -

“ What is the matter? " he gasped

“Villain!” the general cried, * you
have betrayed me! You have betrayed
me!l”

In another moment he was upon
The latter had barely time
to whip out hlS sword and defend him-
self.

At once a furious battle was raging,

Malatesta driving the other across the
broad apartment, all the time yelling

like a fiend, and cursing his opponent

furiously.

Bentivogli ‘tried to get him to ex-
plain, ‘but the man was beyond all the
bounds of reason. At the same time
that this extraordinary scene was going

_ on, Bentivogli could hear outside the

clash of weapons‘and a ceaseless chorus
of cries. -

He had his hands full, however, to at-
tend to his own affairs, for he was
facing a terrible foe. It took all his
skill to parry the fierce blows of the
general.

For fully a minute or two, the pair
swayed this way and that through the
room, fighting at a furious rate, but
Bentivogli was merely defending him-
self, and all the time trying to get his
raging opponent to tell him what was
the matter.

In the mean time the cries outside

were coming nearer and nearer; Benti-'

vogli heard footsteps close behind him,

He was then at the far end of the
room, and darting a swift glance around
him, he made out that several soldiers
were in the act of rushing in.

. Malatesta saw them, too, and he gave
ayell of welcome.

- “Forward, men!” he cried.
is the scoundrel! Kill him!”

And again he ﬂung himself into the
combat.

Bentivogli was desperate by now, for
he saw that his seconds were num-
bered ; raising his sword, he aimed one
furious stroke.
8a - '

“Here

Malatesta also raised his weapon,

and the two clashed in the air; Mala-
testa’s snapped off short at the hilt.
And Bentivogli sprang at him. Blind--
ed with wrath, the man hurled the hilt
at his opponent,. barely missing his
head. ,
- Malatesta staggered backward, and
all that saved him from instant death
was the fact that his soldiers reached
his side.

They sprang at Bentivogli, who re-

" coiled, and then turned and dashed

away.

He had not an instant to lose; he
bounded toward the nearest door,
slammed it to behind him, and was just
in time to bolt it as the men flung their
weight against it.

Tito was breathless, and he sank
back against the wall ; he crouched and
clutched his sword, expecting every
instant that the barrier would give way,
and his foes be upon him again.

But from the excited yells, he judged
that something else had occurred. -

The hammering suddenly ceased;
the mighty voice of Malatesta was

- heard to roar above all other sounds :

“ Quick! To the courtyard, to the
courtyard! We have no time to lose!”

Then again came the sound of run-
ning footsteps. As suddenly as they
had begun, the confused noises died
away.

Bentivogli knew that the men had’
rushed out into the hall again, and in-
stantly he sprang forward and slid back
the bolt.

‘He opened the door, and found as
he expected that the apartment was de-
serted. The only person visible was
his sister, who was still crouching be-
hind the curtain where he had con-
cealed her, but peering out and watch-
ing the excitement in terror.

Bentivogli sprang forward and hur-
ried with her-into one of the more re-
mote rooms of the suite,

“ What in the world do you suppose
can be the matter? ” she gasped.

“T haven’t the,slightest idea,” an-

P
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swered Tito, “ except that the whole
plot must have come out.”

The cries throughout the castle still
continued, and now loud yells also
swelled up from outside the window.
Bentivogli rushed toward it, and then
called for his sister to join. him.

They were in a position to witness a
thrilling scene.

Malatesta and his faithful followers
had succeeded in forcing their way
through the castle, but it was now seen
that they were fighting Galeazzo's body
guard, who had surrounded them com-
pletely.

They had been driven back against
the outer wall of the fortress.

At the head of them was the huge fig-
ure of the general himself, who had
procured another sword, and was fight-
ing like a demon; his fierce battle cry
rallied the spirits of his troopers.

This way and that the combat
surged ; the courtyard was now crowd-
ed with men of either one party or the
other, and the whole place was a scene
of battle. On several sides were num-
bers of Malatesta’s supporters, fighting
their way toward him.

When they finally succeeded in doing
this, they turned upon the common
cnemy, and for a moment succeeded in
driving them back.

Bentivogli was watching the scene
with breathless interest; as he glanced
he saw a figure leaning out of one of the
windows of the castle, and yelling furi-
ously.

It was Galeazzo, and he was shout-
ing to his soldiers: “Kill him, kill
kim! The traitor! Ten thousand flor-
ins to the man who strikes him down!”

Malatesta raised his sword, shook it
at the duke, and yelled a furious impre-
cation. Then he turned and once more
flung himself upon the Germans, who
recoiled before his savage charge.

But it was evident that the little band
must soon be overwhelmed, for the
duke’s soldiers were pouring in on
every side. Malatesta’s only hope was
to get out of the castle.
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He had succeeded in d
the guards who were in
the entrance, and allthat t
was the fact that the bridge

This was operated by chaii
second story of the castle.
testa comprehended his desp
ation he did not falter, but s1
huge battle ax from one of
'ers, started to climb up the inclined
bridge.

An instant later he was in full sight
of all, the central figure of the thnllmg
scene.

He was standing over the-heavy iron
chains and dealing blow after blow up-
on them with the ax.

Galeazzo saw his intention,and yelled
to his men. They surged forward
again, but Malatesta’s troopers sur-
rounded him on every side, fighting
like heroes.

And. the generai’s immense strength
soon prevailed.

Blow after blow was rained down on
the chains, and suddenly one side gave
way, and the drawbridge sagged down
with a crash.

There was a cheer of delight from
Malatesta’s men, and a howl of wrath
from Galeazzo. Malatesta flung hun- '
self upon the other side. -

Encouraged by his. first success, it
took the gigantic man only a second or
two to snap the second and only re-
maining support of the bridge. It fell.
with a _deafening crash, crushing a
number of soldiers beneath it. -

The rest sprang upon it, and al-
though hotly pressed by the Germans,
made another stand at the entrance, and
got across in safety.

Right in front of them was the forest,
and toward this they bounded, cheering
victoriously. )

Malatesta paused until all his men
had passed, and then waving his sword -
defiantly at the infuriated duke, he
turned and joined in the flight.

Galeazzo’s guard pursued, but being
more lightly armed, Malatesta’s men
made their escape in safety, leaving
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their discomfited foes to recover from
the effects of the excitement as best
they could.

CHAPTER XIII.

CONDEMNED TO THE TORTURE CHAM-
_BER. )

Trro’s feelings could not but be
stirred by the gallant resistance of the
desperate Malatesta, and all his sympa-
thies were with him. He could scarcely
restrain his impulse to cheer as he saw
the party make their escape. But as
the sounds died away and the castle
once more began to settle down, the
young nobleman’s mind was recalled
to his own situation.

The wild struggle he had just wit-
nessed served. to convince him more
than ever that Marignano Castle was
no place for him and his sister.

He had the letters for Vittoria and

the passport, which Galeazzo had given.

him, so the two hurried down into the
courtyard, which they found to be still
in confusion.

But Tito sought out the officer to
whom Galeazzo had spoken, and the
girl’'s horse was brought and she
mounted to start.

. She hurried through the groups of
wounded and dead to the .gate itself,

. where the soldiers were on guard.

But it was only necessary for Lor-
enzo Vecci to produce his pass, and
they promptly made way for him.

It was with a thrill of relief that Ben-
tivogli saw his sister disappear down
the road, which fortunately led in the
opposite ‘direction to the one which
Malatesta and his men had taken.

Then once more he turned and made.

his way back to his own apartments.

He did not stay there very long, how-
ever, for he was anxious to find out
what had been the cause of the sudden
uprising, and who it was that had be-
trayed Malatesta’s plans.

“ He evidently thought that I did it,”
thought Bentivogli. “ In any case, that
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will make me still more solid with
Galeazzo.” X

Hence it was with a light heart that
the young man set out for the hall of
state again ; and he was not in the least
prepared for 'what was to befall him
there.

When he reached the doorway he
found the room a scene of intense ex-
citement. Galeazzo was still almost in-
sane with fury. He was raging up and
down the place, shaking his fists at his
body guard and cursing them.

“The scoundrel!” he howled, “ was

“there ever such a plot? And hatched

right here in my own castle! 'And
twenty of my officers knew it, and only
one would tell me! I will give a for-
tune to the man who kills that Mala-
testa!” -

The rage of the despot was truly ter-
rible to witness, and Bentivogli wisely
decided that he would not go in until
the storm had blown over; this plan,
however, he found himself unable to
carry out.

He was standing in the doorway,
when suddenly he was startled to hear
a shout behind him.

A man had come running down the
hall ; he yelled at the top of his voice:

“ Here he is! This is one!”

Bentivogli whirled about and found
himself face to face with the mysterious
man who had been closeted with Gal-
eazzo, and who had disclosed the
plot.

Hfs uniform was torn and covered
with blood, and he had evidently been
irr the midst of the terrible combat.

Bentivogli stared at him, and then
he started back with an exclamation of
alarm; the man was pointing straight
at him!

“Here he is!” he yelled. “ This is
the traitor! Seize him!”

Galeazzo had heard the cry, and so
excited by it was he that he almost for-
got his usual caution, and started to
dash out of the room without his body
guard about him.

He recollected himself, however, and
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Bentivogli heard him shout: “ Bring
him in! Bring him in!”

At the same time the stranger had
flung himseli- upon Bentivogli. In-
stinctively the young man struck out
with all his might, and as the other
staggered backward he whipped out
his sword and rushed at him.

But the two had no time to fight it
out; the odds were all against Benti-
vogll, for at Galeazzo’s command the
Germans surrounded hinf in an instant.

Tito’s sword was struck out of his

hand, and in less time than it takes to’

tell of it he was irr the grasp of
half a dozen of the troopers. In spite
of his protests they hurried him into
the room, the stranger still shouting
excitedly.

Bentivogli was completely mystified
by this unexpected course of events;
but he was struck absolutely dumb
when he saw Galeazzo’s conduct.

As the tyrant saw him he began fairly
to foam at the mouth with rage.

“Yes, it is he!” he cried. “ The vil-
lain! I thought he had escaped with
the rest!” )

“1 knew him!” laughed the other,

triumphantly, “ I knew him from Mala-
testa’s description!”
. So great was Galeazzo’s anger that
it seemed to Bentivogli as if he meant
to tear him to pieces there in the audi-
ence chamber. He was simply beside
himself with wrath.

“You dog!” he cried. “To think
that you would betray me! You whom
I trusted!” .

Bentivogli was completely dazed,
but he managed to stammer out a pro-
test.

“Your grace——" he began.

“Don’t answer me! ” yelled the duke,
“ 1 know it all, and there is no use deny-
ing it! The whole plot was revealed,
and I see through it all now! Mala-
testa brought you here; you are one of
hismen! And to think that I was alone
with you!”

The very thought made the man
shudder with fright. - He turned toward

the stranger and called hit
and when Bentivogli heard
truth flashed over him, and
time came a realization of t
situation in which he was g

The man’s name was Lucio;
the officer who had written the last note
to Malatesta! v _

. The man had turned traitor and in-
formed upon his fellow cons °
evidently just after Malatesta
told him of his alliance with

The room fairly swam
vogli as he recognized
meant to him; he was h
power of the dreadful tyr:
out the slightest hope of e . |
denying his guilt.

He grew sick with horror as he
thought of the fate that was in store for
him, and of the stories he had heard
of Galeazzo’s unspeakable cruelty.
Surely, if the despot had ever cause to
punish any one it was Bentivogli.

He was pacing up-and down the

s -

room, gritting his teeth and clenching .

his hands until the nails dug into the
flesh,

“'T'o think of such-a plot!” he mut-
tered. “ He would have had all my pri-
vate papers, and he might-have stabbed
me at any time! And I was without the
slightest suspicion of him! Ah; but he
shall pay for this!

“ Antonio!” he shouted suddenly,
“ Antonio!”

One of the officers stepped forward
and awaited his command.

“ Away with - this prisoner!” cried
the duke. “Tear him limb from limb!
He shall suffer as no man ever suffered
in this castle before! Away with him!”

Tito strove to speak, but the infuri-
ated man’s cries drowned every word;
then desperately he endeavored to free
himself, but the soldiers held him mo-
tionless. And at Galeazzo’s words they

closed about him and dragged him -

swiftly away.

As he was led out of the ro:
sounds he heard were the furi
of Galeazzo: “ To the tortur

it was
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with him! He shall pay for this with
weeks of agony; and I will watch it,
too!”

Then the heavy doors closed upon"
Tito, shuttmg him out from all hope.

He was in a dark hallway, down
which the soldiers hurried him swiftly ;
everything seemed to reel before his
eyes.

His terrible fate had comie upon him
so suddenly that it fairly paralyzed him.
He had no time to surhmon his faculties
to face the ordeal that was now before
him, even if it had been. within the
power of any human being to look for-
ward bravely to that horror .of horrors

- —the torture chamber of Galeazzo Vis-

conti.

Many were the stories which had
been told of Marignano Castle, of the
dungeons beneath it, and of the horrors
which were enacted there.

The soldiers led him on for a short
way, and then they came to a heavily
grated iron door. The officer knocked,
and after a short parley the barrier
creaked and g'rated on its hxnges The
party hurried in.

They found themselves on a flight of
stone steps, which they descended,
seeming to plunge into absolute dark-
ness, but it was only a minute before
the officer sprang to one side and re-

“appeared with a blazing torch. Hold-

ing this over his head, he again started
forward, and the party followed him.

They descended the steps again,
which wound packward and forward,
going deeper and deeper, seemingly
never coming to an end; the damp at-
mosphere from the vaults struck Benti-
vogli’s heart with a deadly chill.

He would have cried out for mercy,
but he knew there was none to be hoped
for from the imperturbable Germans.

The end of the steps was reached at

last, and again they were confronted
by an iron door; this, too, was opened
after some delay, and the party marched
in. , -
The officer called, a door at one side
was thrown back, and a man hurried
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forward. Bentivogli could not-restrain
a start of horror as he gazed at him,
knowing it was his future jailer ; a more
terrible looking man could not have
been imagined.

He was a tall, powerfully built per-
son, clad in a bright colored costume
such as Beritivogli had never seen be-

~fore; he was a Turk, with a swarthy,
copper colored complexion, which
gleamed in the light of the torch.

When he saw the prisoner a repulsive
smile spread over his face; his black
eyes glistened, and His teeth shone sav-
agely.

He muttered a few words in some
foreign tongue,. at the same time turn-
ing and signaling to several men who *
were standing in the shadows of the
dark apartment. '

The latter, who were of the same race,
stepped down and bound the helpless
prisoner hand and foot; then the Ger-
mans released him, and thhout a word
the officer turned and disappeared.

The door clanged to; the sound
which echoed through the hollow vault
seemed like a death knell, striking a
deadly chill to Tito’s heart.

He was left in darkness in the damp
cell, which was utterly silent except for
the guttural tones of the whispering
men. B

The leader soon produced a lantern,

" which gave out a dull, red light; he

stepped forward, the rest of the men
following and dragging their prisoner
with them.

They passed through several more
“doors and continued on until Bentivog-
li thought they would never stop. They
could have gone very much further,
however, for Galeazzo’s dungeons cov-
ered the entire space beneath his great
castle.

The young nobleman was straining
his ears, listening with anxiety. Sud-
denly as the party was proceeding down
a hallway he caught a distant sound
which made his blood run cold in his
veins.

Bentivogli was a brave man, but his
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present situation had unnerved him al-
most completely. The noises which
reached his ears were muffled cries and
groans, and a moment afterwards, as
the party passed through another door-
way, they swelled out louder into a
series of the most dreadful shrieks.

As they continued down the hallway,
Tito noticed a doorway_with a  faint
light streaming through it. The sounds
- proceeded from there, and as he passed
it he caught sight of an appalling scene.

At last he had arrived at Galeazzo’s
torture chamber; there was one dim
light in the black vault, and by it Tito
saw one central figure.

It was that of a man, stripped per-
fectly nude, and hanging erect half ' way
between the floor and the ceiling. Iron
bands were bound to his feet and hands,

~ and crouching on the floor on either

side of him were two of the fiendish
Turks. _

They were slowly turning an iron
bar, and as they did so they were gaz-
ing: up in delight at their victim, from
whom it was that the dreadful screams
had come. i
" The man was being slowly torn limb
from limb by the dreadful machine.

One look at his face, with its awful
expression of agony, almost deprived
young Bentivogli of his senses.

In the same glance he had seen an-'

other figure crouching a short distance
away ; it was one of the swarthy foreign-
ers, stripped to the waist and bending
over a coal fire in a small grate.
Bentivogli saw that the man was

heating an iron red hot in the fire, which
shone upon his gleaming skin and re- -

vealed the hideous expression of his
face. ,

One glance was all that Bentivogli
got, for his silent escort hurried him
“swiftly by. ‘

At the very next door they stopped,
the leader stepped forward and turned
a key; the door swung back, and Tito
was led forward into the dark cell. ’

The bearer of the lantern raised it.
By its dim red light Tito saw that he
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was in just such another place as he
had passed; the walls of the cell were

lined with different instruments of tor-

ture, while the floor was stained with

" blood. '

And lying on the floor not ten feet
away was a casket, in which a shrouded
corpse was lying. '

There was time for only one glance;
the man stepped back, and the iron
door clanged to again. Bentivogli was
left alone in the darkness.

CHAPTER XIV.
A SISTER TO THE RESCUE.

VITTORIA was scarcely able to realize
her good fortune when she found her-
self clear of Marignano Castle at last.
The horse proved to be a spirited ani-
mal, and made great time.

The girl was naturally anxious to put
as much distance as possible between

herself and the scene of her peril; her.

only regret was that her brother was
not with her. ) :

She felt, however, that he was safe,
and so did not worry unduly.

The road she was following ran west-
ward for several miles ; there was a long

ascent, and then she came out upon an

open plateau, from which, far distant in
the north, she caught sight of the dis-
stant towers of Milan, trembling in the
heat of the midday sun. .

Above them all shone the spires of
the great cathedral. But Vittoria was
in too much of a hurry to linger in gaz-
ing at the spectacle.

The horse galloped swiftly on, turn-
ing southward, and soon leaving the
view behind him. After that came an

unbroken stretch of mile after mile of-

level plain.

The heat was oppressive, but fear
urged the girl on. The afternoon was
already well advanced, and Vittoria de-
sired to put a long distance between

herself and the castle before she rested...

She passed through several small
towns, and numbers of scattered cot-

’
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tages of the peasants; but everywhere
the land had run to'waste and ruin as

the result of the plague which had swept

through it.

In the course of her journey bodxes
of troops were passed on several occa-
sions. Each time Vittoria trembled for
her safety, and once her evident haste
aroused the suspicion of an officer in
command. But a single glance at Gale-
azzo’s safe conduct was sufficient to al-
lay all his suspicions.

All the time Vittoria’s spirits were
rising, she having no suspicion of the

" dreadful calamity which had overtaken

her brother, and believing that every-

_.thing was going well.

The sun sank behind the western
mountains before she began to think of
stopping.

From a slight e]evatlon she caught
sight of a small town a short distance
ahead; and she rode slowly through
the streets, gazing about her, until she
came to the inn, where she drew rein
and alighted.

A crowd soon surrounded the rider,
knowing that she had come from the

- direction of Milan and inquiring for
news, but Vittoria gave up her horse

to the hostler and pushed her way into
the inn without speaking.

She announced to the host that she
desired a private diningroom, for it
was her object to avoid seeing people
as much as possible.

She was soon accommodated but in
the mean time the inn was the scene of
some excitement. -

There came a galloping of hoofs
down the street. Every one rushed to
the door as several horses drew up in
front of the inn. Then came a stamp-
ing of feet and voices conversing in
loud tones.

A minute later half a dozen officers
éntered the room, calling loudly for
refreshments ; they were rough looking

" men, and Vittoria shrank into a corner

to escape their view.
The soldiers scarcely gave a glance
at her, however, but proceeded to make
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themselves comfortable about the place. .
A short while later Vittoria was ushered
into the private diningroom.

It proved to be next to the one she
had just left. Being very hungry after
her long ride, she was soon sitting at
her evening meal, while in the mean
time she found that she could hear the
conversation going on’in the next room’
with perfect distinctness, the wall being
very thin.

She scarcely noticed what was said,
however, until a few minutes later ; then
suddenly she heard something which
caused her to stop eating and bend for-
ward breathlessly. Then she sprang to
her feet and stole swiftly across the
room, an expression of intense eager-
ness upon her face.

She had heard another man come
stamping into the inn ; he was evidently-
known to the officers, and they ex-
changed greetings.

“ From Milan? ” asked one.

“ Yes,” answered the newcomer.

“ And what is the news? ” demanded
the rest -eagerly. '

“ We have been having the wildest
kind of a time!” laughed the man.
“ Malatesta had a plot to seize Milan
and one of the officers revealed the
whole thing. There was a fight at
Marignano, but Malatesta made his es-
cape.’

“ And who is mixed up in it?” in
quired two or three excitedly. .

“ Oh, about twenty of the officers,”
answered the other; “only three of
them were captured, and one other that
Galeazzo seems to be angrier with than
the others—some English chap he had
just made his secretary. He was a ring-
leader, and now he’s in the torture
chamber!”

The effect of those terrible words up-
on Vittoria was like a bolt of thunder.
If it had not been for the fact that she
realized the peril she was in, and the
need she had for watchfulness, her facul-
ties ‘would certainly have failed her.
She staggered back and sank into a

" chair, as white as a sheet.
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She was simply paralyzed with hor-
ror at what she had heard, and knew not
which way to turn; from the height of
her triumph she had suddenly been
plunged into utter despair and help-
lessness.

Almost hysterical with fright, she
thought over the meaning of the dread-
ful words she had heard. It was easy
to understand what had occurred, for
she knew that Tito was involved in the
plot.

“And he is guilty, hke the rest!”
she gasped. “ There is no way that he
can be saved!”

She sank back and burst into tears;
it was fully an hour before she moved
from her position.

“ Oh, if I could only save him!”
groaned. “ If I could only think of any-
thing to do!”

-She crept back to the wall again, but
by this time the conversation had
turned to other matters; there was
nothing more to be learned here.

The situation was such a desperate
one, that after the first shock had passed
it nerved all the girl’s faculties; her
brain was fairly in a whirl as she
thought over her brother’s deadly peril.

“1f I could only make it appear that
he is innocent!” she panted. “If I
could only think of something, I would
venture back to Marignano.”

Her hand fell upon the letter which
Galeazzo had given her and which she
had in one of her pockets, and she took
the packet out, intending to destroy it;
but at the same time her hand ¢ame
into contact with another paper, which
started a new train of thought in her
mind.

She had with her the cipher and
Lucio’s note, and also the original mes-
sage which had come from Bologna,
and which Bentivogli had given her to
conceal.

She took them out and gazed.at
them. Then she sprang to her feet and
began pacing up and down the room,
clenching her hands and muttering ex-
citedly to herself. .

But seconds were pre
wasted not much time'in
her mind a desperate re
forming itself, and she st
still and gave an exclamation.

“ My life is worth nothing
him!” she murmured, “ and I
it!”

As quickly as possible witho
ing undue suspicions, she se
reckoning and had her horse
out.

She sprang into the saddle
soon galloping down the roa
Once clear of the village, she ¢
to the horse. Her brain was on fire
with excitement as she thought over the
peril into which she was about to ven-
ture.

On and on she rode, up hill and
down, stopping for nothing and never
once allowing her horse to pat
ter. - She regretted that she.
anxious to get so far from 1
but then she remembered tha
not been for the fortunate ac
which she had stopped at this
inn and thus overheard the
tion which meant so much to
might have been by this time . |
peacefully, quite oblivious of her broth-
er’s great danger. .

“ God grant he may still be alive!”
she kept repeating.

Though her horse was a good one,
she feared the terrific pace would be too
much for him; but she dared not relax
her speed for an instant.

The road seemed interminable, and
she was beginning to fear that in. her
haste and excitement-she had missed
the way altogether; but climbing a
slight hill, she suddenly caught sight of
the lights of Marignano Castle.

. And a minute later she was galloping
up the broad avenue.

Twice sentries yelled to her to ‘halt,
but she heeded not. The horse sped on,

and in a few seconds more was in front _

of the drawbridge again.
The chains had already been repalred
and the bridge was up. But the girl
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'sh.outed-excitedly, and her hails were

. soon answered.

“ It is a matter of life and death,” she
cried to the officer who appeared at the
bridge. “I must see Galeazzo in-

* stantly!”

The man immediately turned and
disappeared. There was a long wait,

“-during which the girl sprang off the

foaming and exhausted horse, and be-

- gan pacing up and down in the most

intense anxiety.

A number of soldiers then appeared
on the wall, the same officer with them.
After the latter had made sure from the
sentries that no one else was near, the

" great bridge was slowly lowered. As

it came down Vittoria_leaped upon it
and rushed forward. '
She found herself surrounded in-
stantly by the Germans; her anxiety
was evidently so great, however, that

" even they were moved to haste.

And so in a few seconds the girl was
inside the castle.

“ I must see Galeazzo,” she still kept
crying. “ A matter of life and death!”

And her request was granted, for a
breathless official soon came running
back and commanded her to follow
him. '

Two of the Germans held her by the
arms, and another removed her sword ;
then she was led hurriedly forward.

There was a moment or two of par-
ley at one of the doors; then it was
flung open and Vittoria was marched
straight into the presence of the duke.

The arrival had caused no little ex-
citement throughout the fortress; the
girl fouhd all eyes upon her as she en-
tered the audience chamber.

The despot was seated at his evening
meal, in the great state diningroom.
He was surrounded by his body guard,
as usual, and the rest of the table was
occupied by officers of the court.

At one side, on a raised platform,
was another table, at which a number
of women were seated. They were the
_ladies of the court, including’ Galeazzo’s
“daughters and their attendants.
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As the new arrival was led in, the
duke rose to his feet and gazed at her.
But one glance was sufficient. The man
muttered a furious oath.

“It is that Englishman’s accom-
plice!” he yelled.

Vittoria saw her deadly pernl ; in-
stantly the despot raised his voice and
shouted to his officers:

“ Away with him!”’ he cried.
is guilty with the others!”

The men sprang forward to obey,
and the girl found herself being rapidly
dragged back through the ‘door by
which she had entered. _

In another instant it would have been
all over with her; nerved to desperation
by the dreadful prospect, she fairly tore
one arm loose from the grip of the men
and raised it imploringly to Galeazzo.

“ Your grace! ” she cried, “ hear me,
hear me! I have important news!”

So terribly earnest was her manner
that even the Germans were impressed ;
they halted half involuntarily, and the
girl seized her opportunity.

“ I have not come here for nothing,”
she cried; “if you hear me you will
never regret it!”’

Her evident sincerity carried the day.

(13 He

“The look of rage on Galeazzo’s face was

supplanted by one of curiosity. Every
one else had turned and was staring
with the most intense interest at the
figure of what seemed to them a singu-
larly handsome youth.

“ Hear me! Hear me!” cried Vit-
toria again, seeing her advantage. And

“then, to her intense relief, Galeazzo

gave the word.

“ Bring him forward!” he said, and'

Vittoria was hurried back across the
room:.

She stood face to face with the ty-
rant, who fixed his sharp eyes upon
her.

“Now, what is it?” he demanded
and Vittoria knew that the supreme
moment had come.

Gripping her hands and gathering
all her faculties together, she raised
her voice boldly.
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“ Your grace,” she began, “ my mas-
ter, John of Salisbury——"

The very name brought back Gale-
azzo’s wrath.

“The villain! " he hissed.

Vittoria flung herself forward im-
ploringly, crying out in an agonized
voice:

*“ Spare him! Spare him! It is all
a mistake!”

But Galeazzo made a gesture of

_Wr athful impatience.

* Is that all you have to say?” he
cried.

Again he was on the point of order-
ing her away ; the words seemed at his
lips. Vittoria saw it, and shuddered,
but she quickly thrust her hand into her
doublet and snatched out the roll of pa-
per ; it was the message from Bologna.

“ Here, your grace,” she cried, “ read
this and you will understand.”

Galeazzo gazed at the roll in surprise,
and the courtiers bent forward, craning
their necks.

The duke gave an order to one of his
officers, and the little roll of parchment
was passed in to him. He refused to
take it until it had been opened and ex-
amined, evidently suspecting that it
was an attempt to poison him.

But he was at last satisfied, snatched
it away, and read it.

Then he started back with an excited
cry.

“ News from Bologna! ” he gasped.

“ Where did you get this?” he cried
in amazement, directing a piercing

_glance at Vittoria.

“1 got it from my master, John of
Salisbury,” she answered.

“ And where did he get it?”

“That is the story,” she cried, “ hear
me; it will explain all.”

Again Galeazzo turned pale with
rage; apparently the very thought of
Tito was enough to set him wild.

But at this moment an unexpected
event occurred.

At the smaller table every eye had
been riveted upon_the scene. Galeaz-
z0’s daughters had been watching with

unconcealed interest the actions of the*

handsome and imperiled youth. :

One of them, Olivia, the eldest, who
was famed all through Italy for her ex-
traordinary beauty, at this moment
leaped to her feet ; every one turned and
stared at her, but she had a purpose in
her mind, and carried it out boldly.

She rushed to the head of the table,
and with an imperious gesture com-
manded the soldiers to give way.

They half obeyed, at the same time
watching her with amazement.

“ Olivia,” cried -Galeazzo, “ what is
the meaning of this? ”

The girl pressed on through the
crowd of men, flung herself upon her

knees before her father, and seized his_,

hand.

“ Hear him,” she cried in a voice
auglible to all in the room. * Hear him!
I am sure he speaks the truth!”

Galeazzo was for a moment irreso-
lute, gazing down at the girl as if not
knowing whether to be angry or not;
but the pleading look on the beautiful
face before him won him, and he hfted
her to her feet.

“Very well,” he said, .“ he shall be
heard.”

- The girl stood still, clutching her
father’s hand as he turned toward Vit-
toria.

“ Speak out,” he said. “ We wil
listen.”

CHAPTER XV.
A DARING DEFENSE.

. THE reaction was almost too much
for Vittoria ; but she managed to gather
herself together by a violent effort, and
once more began:

“You have made a mlstake,” she
cried boldly; “ John of Salisbury is in-
nocent of the crime of which you have
accused him; I have known his every
thought, and have helped him in all his
plans. We were serving your grace to
the utmost of our power. We had dis-
covered the plot of Malatesta, and we

-
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were waiting for nothing but to get the .

name of the conspirators that we might
reveal them to you.”

Viftoria saw the look of incredulity
on the face of the duke, but she pressed
on without waiting for him to reply.

“I have three things which will
prove it,” she said, “and I can con-
vince you if you will only hear me
out.”

She thrust her hand into her pocket
once more, and produced the other two
papers. ) ,

“Look at these!” she cried, passing
them to the soldiers.

Galeazzo took them this time with-
out any hesitation, and quickly looked
them over. One was the cipher, and
the other was the patched letter, pasted
on a sheet of paper, and with the trans-
lation in Vittoria’s own handwriting
underneath.

MAYLATESTA :

Everything doing well; in three days our
plans will be ready. Mﬂan will be ours in
three days if you say the word, but the army

- must not leave before that.

Lucro.

Galeazzo read the foregoing, and

then turned suddenly toward the foot of
the table. :

“Lucio! ” he cried.

Immediately the officer thus ad-
dressed stepped forward.

“Did you write this letter? ” Galeaz-
zo demanded, handing it to him.

The man looked at it and answered
promptly.

“Yes,” he said,  that is one of those
[ sent to. Malatesta—the last one.”

“.And now,” cried Vittoria, continu-
ing with breathless haste, “ I will tell
you how John of Salisbury got it. As
you know, he was a deadly enemy of
Malatesta ; while in the room of state
he watched the general and saw the
messenger- hand this note to him, and
saw him tear it up and throw the frag-
ments away.. As soon as possible he
gathered them up and brought them
to me, and 1 succeeded in putting them
together

L.:.;d;f@." o
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“The cipher he got-from the man
whom Malatesta sent to assassinate
him,and with that we managed to trans-
late it as you see.

“ We knew, of course, that if we were
to learn who the conspirators were it
must be done immediately. My master
went to Malatesta and pretended to be
interested in the plot, and he succeeded
in gaining the general’s confidence.
Then came that matter of Aligheri.”

As Galeazzo heard the name he start-
ed, and a look of deeper interest swept
over his face.

“Ah!” he cried, “ Aligheri! Who
killed him?”

“ John of Salisbury killed him,” re-
plied Vittoria. “He was in the plot
with Malatesta, and as we were coming
through the hall and discussing how we
could fix the matter up as we desired,
this man was crouching behind the cur-
tains and heard it. My master saw him
and struck him down!” :

The girl had arranged her daring
plan beforehand, and she told the story
with such swiftness, and with such an
air of certainty that Galeazzo seemed
impressed with its truthfulness.

“But the messenger from Bolog-
na?” he cried. “ What of that?”

“That will be the proof,” cried the
girl. “ Your secretary was a stranger
in this court, and he did not know your
ways. He met the messenger with this
despatch at the door, and commanded
the man to give it to him; he meant to
hand it to you, but you were busy at
the time. The despatch was not sealed,
and he and I read it, and decided to
deceive Malatesta with it. For he had
seen John of Salisbury take the des-
patch, and we knew that he would wish
to know the contents.

“ He wrote out another one to de-

ceive him, just the opposite of this one
-—that the attack on Bologna had been

nearly successful, and that no more
troops were needed. We knew that we
could thus lull Malatesta into a sense of
security, and foil his plan completely :
and we succeeded.”
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The girl stopped breathlessly ; every
one in the room was staring at her,
Galeazzo the most interested of all.

“ A likely story,” he said, “ but why
did you not give me this message?”

This was the point at which Vittoria
felt the weakness of her tale; in spite of
herself she could not help hesitation.

And Galeazzo noticed.it, and a smile
swept over his face.

“ Why? ” he demanded agam “ An-
swer me!”
. “Your grace,” protested the girl,

‘“there was no time; the alarm was
given 2

Galeazzo interrupted her with an im-
patient gesture.

“ A likely story, indeed! ” he cried—

‘a hkely story! And a message like
this is kept from me for half a day!”

Vittoria saw that once more the com-
mand to take her away was upon his
. lips. She sprang forward with a cry of
dread, and stretched out her arms im-
ploringly.

“ Oh, hear me!” she cried.
is one hope yet!”

Galeazzo made an angry gesture,
and waved his hand; but his daughter
interrupted.

She had been listening to the sup-
posed youth’s narration with flushing
cheeks and sparkling eyes.

* Father,” she cried, “ you promised
to hear alll”

And Galeazzo checked himself.

“Yes, I did,” he cried; “ go on; but
be quick!””

“The other message! ” cried the girl,
* I know where it is, and that will prove
t ' ”

(Galeazzo gave a start.

“You said you gave it to Malates-
ta!” he said quickly.

. “So I did,” was the prompt rejoin-
der. “ We did give it to Malatesta, but
1 saw where the general put it. He has
a secret place in the handle of his
sword.”

There was a murmur of excitement.

“ But I cannot get his sword!” ex-
claimed the duke.

“‘There
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“Yes, you can,” criec
ly, “ for I can tell you w
haps you did not know it,
alarm was first given M

posed that it was John of § b

had betrayed him; he rus
room and we had a fight.
man would have killed him
been for the arrival of some
troops; as it was, the sword
and he flung the hilt across
It was lying there when we &
“ If that is true,” Galeazzo
suddenly, “ youhave proven yc
and he faced about hurriedly.

“ Has anybody here found the hilt

of Malatesta’s sword? ” he cri

There was a dead silence th:
the apartment; no one answe
Galeazzo turned 4o one of his

“ Search the room,” he criec |,
“Don’t lose an instant!”

The man dashed out of the apartment
at full speed.

He left the dining hall as silent as if
it had been deserted.

All were so absorbed with interest in
the case that they sat gazing spellbound
upon the flushed face of the handsome
young man who had so boldly pleaded
the cause of his friend, and whose life
now hung upon such a slender thread.

As for Vittoria, her condition of mind
may be imagined. The statements she
had made about the sword were true,
but her dread was that the weapon
might no longer be where it had been
flung.

Some one might have entered and
picked it up, for it was a valuable ob-
ject ;- the hilt was studded with precious
stones and inlaid with gold.

As time sped by the suspense grew
so unbearable that Vittoria was scarcely
able to stand; she staggered
against one of the pillars of
apartment, and stood there
agonized uncertainty, with «
in the place fixed upon her.

But the terrible suspense «
end at last. Suddenly the s
broken by.a sound of distant

v-
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" All bent forward, Vittoria’s heart
fairly ceasing to beat as she waited.

Closer the steps sounded, and then’

suddenly the door was flung open, and
the messenger rushed in.

Every one stared at him. As for Vit-
“toria, she gave one glance and stag-
gered backward with a cry of conster-
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“ Your grace,” was his report, “ there
is no sword there.”

There was a moment or two more of
suspense, during which all eyes were
fastened upon Galeazzo.

The despot stood for an instant in
uncertainty ; when he spoke, however,
his words were decided enough.

“ That settles it! " he sald “ He has
lied!”

T (To be continued.)

nation. The man had returned empty
handed! -

TRAIN AND STATION.

BY EDGAR R. HOADLEY. .

A railroad story in which the exciting experiences that befall a railroad man are related with
vivid faithfulness to facts by one who knows whereof he writes. The quest of Dash-
wood Dykeman in search of a name that was more rightfully his and the strange
happenings that marked his pathway to the goal.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

WHILE traveling with his parents on the limited express from Clucago to St. Louis Dashwood
Dykeman is made an orphan by the killing of his father and mother in a collision. He is sent for
by his paternal grandfather, who educates him, and who, when he loses his money, informs Dash

" that the latter’s name is not Dykeman, and that he—his grandfather—does not know what it is, as
his son married a widow, witb one child, against the wishes of his parents.

After several vain attempts to secure a position, Dash falls in with Tom Tickmore, a young
telegraph operater whom he had met on that ill fated train years before. Through his influence,
Dash gets a chance to learn telegraply, and finally obtains a situation as operator with the railroad
company that employs Tickmore. He is suspended for sixty days on accountof a mishap for
which he is not wholly responsible, and so starts for St. Louis to learn his father’s name. He

" travels part way as rear brakeman, saves the train from a collision, and receives a pass to his desti-
nation and sixty dollars as a present from the superintendent. The train Dash takes passes througl
a town where a hotel is on fire ; he rescues a woman and subsequently meets her and her daughter,
Dorothy Orloff, on the train. Though their name is that of the conductor on the ill fated train at
Lonewood years ago, they prove no relation.
meets the expenses of sending the body home with Dorothy, who has only money enough for the
trip. ‘This chivalric act lands him in St. Louis with a nickel, as he finds lie was robbed of his re.
maining ten dollars. He goes to his mother’s old boarding house, and in conversation with the
landlady, discovers his right name to be Dashwood Orloff, and his father was the conductor in the
Lonewood collision. He can find no further trace of his father, so goes to present his letter to Mr.
Hummon ; this gentleman tells Dash there will be no work for a week. Dash is dismayed but says
he will sit down and wait, whereupon Mr. Hummon rings his bell sharply and Dash expects to be
instantly e;ected

T

CHAPTER XXI.
IT.IS THE UNEXPECTED THAT HAPPENS.

YKEMAN never could understand
— what had induced him to make
such a bold, not to say impudent,
speech, as that recorded in the last

chapter, for it was entirely foreign to
his nature.

He would never have done it if his
circumstances had not seemed desper-
ate. He was sorry for it soon after as
he thought how silly it was to try to
force a man to give him work,

*77us story began in the June issue of THE ARGOSY. The three back numbers will be
- mailed to any address on recerpt of 30 cents.

~

Mrs. Orloff dies suddenly in the night and Dash .

.Iq
|
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He confidently expected to be shown
_ to the'door by a porter, or some attaché
of the office, who would use force if
necessary. But he was prepared to go
quietly, and was heartxly ashamed of
himself.

A young man came from the tele-
graph office in answer to Mr. Hum-
mon’s ring.

“ Ellis, didn’t that night man at Ma-
drid say he wanted a leave of absence ?”
asked the superintendent.

Dykeman was as much surprised at
the nature of the question as he was
to hear the name of the place to which
Dorothy Orloff had gone. A hope that
he would be sent there flashed into his
thoughts, only to be dispelled the next
instant.

“Yes, sir,” was the reply, “ he did;
but he says he has changed his mind. »

“That settles it, Dykeman,” said Mr.
Hummon, turning to Dykeman, as the
young man retired ; “ that was the only
possible place I knew of where I could
‘place you at once. I admire your au-
dacity and determination.”

“ 1 beg your pardon, Mr. Hummon;
I was so disappointed I hardly knew
what I was saying,” returned Dykeman
in confusion.

“’That’s all right, Dykeman; I un-

derstand how you felt about it, and for--

give you, but I advise you not to try
it on other officials, as they may not
take it as I do,” said the superintendent,
and there was a twinkle of good humor
in his eye.

“Thank you; I will not, I assure
you. I’m surprised that you didn't
have me ejected, for I expected it.”

“I’ve been one of the boys myself,”
laughed the official, “and I’'m sorry
not to be able to g1ve you work just
now.’

“Isn’t there a chance of getting a
place in some other branch of the serv-
ice? ”” asked Dykeman, as a last effort.

“Do you mean in the transporta-
tion?” °

“Yes, sir; anything, any. where.”

“Well, I’ll give you a note to our

master of transportation of the St.
Loms & Pacific, and maybe he can use
you.”

“Thank you; I would be very much

obliged.”

The note was written in a few min-
utes, and, as Dykeman was leaving, the
superintendent said :

“If you get anything, and find you

don’t like it, come back to me in a week

or ten days, and I'll have something.”

He replied that he would certainly do
so, and was soon upon the street égain,
inquiring the nearest way to the St.
Louis & Pacific Railroad yards.

He found them to be a considerable
distance out in the southern suburbs of
the city, only to be reached by a long,
tedious journey on a street car, or by
walking. Reluctant to.part with his
last cent, he tramped the whole dis-
tance. It was late in the afternoon
when he presented himself at the office
of the superintendent of transporta-
tion.

“Have you had any experience?”

'asked Mr. Rodway.

“ Very little ; only as flagman on"pas-
senger,” replied Dykeman.

“ What road was that on?”

“ The Pennsylvania Central.”

“ Have you worked on any Western
roads? ” .

“ No, sir.” - .

The supenntendent gave a sort of

grunt of approval, looked keenly at
Dykeman, and then asked:-

“ Do you think you could brake on
a local frexght? »o

“Yes, sir,’ rephed Dykeman, though
he knew the position was a hard and
trying one physically. “I could try, at
any rate.”

“T could give you the easiest position
on the ‘train, rear, or caboose, brake-

"man.’

“ Tl take it, though I can’t promise
to stay with you.”

“You will not need to stay long if
you are able to do the work. I have
a special duty for you to perform, which
I could not intrust to any one who by

A e eeaal
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any chance~ would be known to our
train men;’

“What is it?” asked Dykeman, with
curiosity.

“1 have been Lnformed that there is
some-sort of crooked work going on
on the local freight on our southern
division. I don’t know what it is, and
I want you to find out.”

This was extremely vague, and
Dykeman did not know whether he rel-
ished the undertaking or not.

“ Haven’t you any idea of the nature

“of it?” he asked.

“ Well, yes. There has been a great
deal of lost freight reported on that
division unaccounted for, and it is be-
lieved that the company is not getting
all the revenue it should from the busi-
ness.” -

“And you think the trainmen are
concerned in it,” suggested Dyke-
man,

“Yes; and particularly the conduc-
tor, who, from your position in the ca-
boose -you can watch closely. I will
give you a note, telling him you are
well qualified to help him in the clerical
part of his work, such as making his
reports and checking freight.”

“Don’t you think he will suspect
me? ” asked Dykeman doubtfully.

“That all depends upon yourself.
You will be paid considerably more
than a brakeman’s wages, but you must
take care to let no one know it. Will
you undertake it?”

“Yes,” decided Dash, though he had
no taste for the business.

“Then report here at nine o’clock
this evening, and I will deadhead you
down on the night express to Joyville
Junction, the northern end of the south-
ern division. The local freight leaves
there at seven in the morning.”

The superintendent turned around to
his desk, as if he had nothing more to
say. Though he had been considering
whether he would ask the official to
advance a portion of his salary to meet
his present needs, Dykeman’s courage

. " failed him, or his pride was still too

sensitive, and he accepted the action as
a dismissal, and, left the office.

In his present circumstances it made
little difference whether he stayed
where he was or returned to the city.
The prospect was equally gloomy in
either place.

The impulse to return, however, was
so strong that he recklessly decided to
spend his last five cents in a car farce
back to the city. He was soon glad’

“that he did so, and he always believes -

his good fairy impelled him to the act.
During all his embarrassment an:|
anxiety from lack of funds, Dykeman
had not once thought of the resource of
pawning his watch. He had never had
any dealings with the gentlemen of the
three balls, or known any one who had,
and any resort to them seemed to him
to be something to be ashamed of.
When he reached the city he ex-
perienced the recurring pangs of hun-
ger, and for once in his life he felt it
was a disagreeable thing to have a heal-
thy appetite. The restaurants seeme
more numerous than he had ever no-

ticed them before, and his hungry. eye .

never failed to discover every one of
them, -

He was walking up Fourth Street,
when he paused before one of these
gilded dining halls. A gentleman was
just coming out, whistling a gay tune,
and tossing a coin tnto the air.

As he passed Dykeman the coin
slipped through his fingers and fell
through a grating in front of the restau-
rant door. Merely glancing down at

the spot were it had disappeared, he -

sauntered off.

“ Aren’t you gomg to try to get it>"
interposed Dash.

“No; it was only fifty cents. You
can have it, if you want it,” laughed the
gentleman, as he continued on his way.

“Only fifty cents” seemed a good
deal to Dykeman just then, and, hesi-
tating a moment, he stepped into the
restaurant. -

“ Fifty cents of mine has gone down
the grating in front of your place; can
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I get it?” he asked of the man at the
cashier’s desk, who was evidently the
nroprietor. :

“Yes, if you want to take the trouble
of opening a door leading to the area
that has been nailed up for three or
four years.”

Dykeman replied that he didn’t
mind, whereupon he was furnished with
a hatchet, and a waiter showed him the
way. The door yielded slowly to his
hammering and prying, and finally,
when it was opened, he felt that he had
earned his fifty cents. )

Lighting a match to prosecute his
search, he was astonished to first dis-
cover a silver dollar instead of the coin
that had just been dropped. Looking
further, he found the half dollar, and
numerous other smaller coins, which
had been lost in the same way.

When he was satisfied that there was
no more of this unique treasure trove,
he found he had something over four
dollars, and returned to the restaurant
above.

“Did you find it?” asked the good
natured proprxetor

“ Yes, sir, and something more,” re-
plied Dash, as he laid all but the fifty
cents on the desk.

“Well, I didn’t know we had a silver
mine on the place,” laughed the pro-
prietor, and he looked his surprise as
he counted the coins; “but keep it.
Findings’s keepings, you know.”

“ But——,” began Dash in protest.

“You've earned it by opening that
door. Now we’ll have that place cleaned
out.”

“Thank you; then I'll take some-
thing with you on the strength of it,”
laughed Dash, as he went over and
seated himself at one of the tables.

He gave his order, and thought to
himself if there was such an avocation
as opening unused cellar vaults, which
would pay as much as this one had, he
would follow it.

Four dollars was not such a splend1d
increase in his capital, but it was better
than nothing. It would insure meals
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for several days, or a wee. i
lodging could be had in -
boose.

On finishing his repast, 1
directed his steps towards -
more’s. He stopped on the e
Union Depot and got his s 1
the sleeping car company’s

Then, feeling the urgent f
having some more suitable r
the work he was about to )
he decided he would pay the express
charges on his trunk, and have it sent
to the boarding house, where it could
remain until he- knew where he would
be finally and permanently located.

Mrs. Fedmore was as pleased and
proud to see him again as if she had
not already thoroughly discussed the
mysterious complication of the past. He
passed a very pleasant evening, and
found that Miss Fanny Fedmore was
a much more agreeable young person
than he had at first supposed, judging
from her reception of him.

He waited anxiously for the express-
man to come with his trunk, but it did

not arrive until a few minutes before -

it was time for him to start for the St.
Louis & Pacific yards. He quickly
opened it to get an old suit of clothes
and a blue flannel shirt to take with
him, when he was confronted with a
letter addressed to him, pinned to some
clothing.

Recognizing his grandfather’s writ-
ing, he quickly opened it, and twenty
dollars, in new, crisp bills, was in his
hands. He read the mote which ac-
companied them, and the words of love
and admonition made his heart ache
and the tears almost come, as they car-
ried him back to the old home, with its
tranquil life and fostering care. He ac-
cepted the money for his present needs
with a mental reservation that it should
be returned from the first he could spare
from his earnings.

He wrapped the necessary clothing
in a bundle, and with his small satchel
was at Mr. Rodway’s office at nine
o’clock. At nine thirty he was on the




&

I3

L A 2

e

= T

o e B s
R .
- RS
. .

~

TRAIN AND STATION.

south bound express, with a pdss to
Joyville Junction, and a letter to Con-
ductor Cupples, of local freight No. 29.

CHAPTER XXII.
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solid loads for nearly every station on
the division,” was the reply, and he
went on giving some further instruc-
tions.

As soon as he had heard the man’s

. name, Dykeman rose to his feet and

"+ advanced toward him. When the des-

ON THE LOCAL FREIGHT.

-

THE night express arrived at Joyville

Junction at six in the morning, which

was its schedule time. Dykeman felt
far from rested or refreshed by his nine
hours’ ride. His bones ached from
many efforts to find an easy position
to sleep in within the limits of a coach
seat, and now he felt as if he had not
slept at all.

Very few people were moving about
the depot when the train arrived, ex-
cept the station employees who had to
meet the express. He went to the wait-
ing room to make inquiries at the ticket
office. Here he learned that the train
master’s office for the southern division
was in the second story of the station
building.,

.Noticing a lunch counter in.the wait-
ing room that had just opened up for
business, he fortified himself with a cup
of hot coffee and several sandwiches.
He then went to the train master’s of-
fice and asked the despatcher where he
could find Conductor Cupples.

“ He boards just across the way, but

" he will be here in a few minutes, as he

goes out on the local freight,” was the

reply.
He decided to wait where he was,
and amused himself studying the bul-
letin board, whereon were posted or-
ders and special notices, and incident-
ally listening to the words that were
clicking from the telegraph instruments
behind the railing.
" Ina few minutes a smooth faced, blue
eyed man, of. something over forty
years of age, came in.
“Good morning, Mr. Rushmore,

”»

he said to the despatcher. “ How many

have you got for me this morning? ”
“A heavy run, Cupples; two local

cars- from the north, and twenty five

94

\

patcher had finished, he tendered theé
letter from Mr. Rodway.

“ Mr. Cupples, I believe,” he said at
the same time. ,

For an answer, the other took the let-
ter, and after opening and perusing it,
said, as if it had not been unexpected:

“So you’re the man Mr. Rodway
wired me about yesterday. I suppose
you’re ready to go out this morning.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Dash, and as he
met the clear and searching gaze of the
conductor, he could scarcely balieve
that he was dishonest. Those large
blue eyes seemed to speak only of moral
integrity.

“'Then you’d better get your things
into the caboose as soon as you can and
report here. Have you got any bag-
gage?”

“ Only these,” replied Dash, indicat-
ing his bundle and satchel. -

“ By the way, you can take this book
along and jot down the numbers of the
cars in the train,” continued Conductor

* Cupples, as Dash started for the door.

“ Where will I find it?” asked the
latter.

“ On track ten, in the lower yard.”
_ This was rather indefinite, but on
getting outside he inquired of a switch-
man and soon located his train.

Depositing his belongings in the red
painted caboose, and only taking a
hasty survey of his surroundings, he
proceeded to perform the duty assigned
to him, though he had never done any-
thing of the kind before.

But the train book was ruled in col-
umns with headings to guide him.

First came the space for the car num-
ber, then its initial, loaded or empty,
seals nght and left, contents, and finally
the station taken at and delivered to.

~He could readily fill out all the columns
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- except those of “contents ” and “ des-
tination,” as that infaormation was only
to be had from the way bills accom-
panying each loaded car.

All loaded box cars, except those
containing freight of great bulk or of
little value, are sealed; that is, a wire
or strap of tin is passed through the
hasp and staple, or lack, as the case

may be, int such a way that the car door

cannot be opened without breakmg it,
and its ends are secured by a piece of
lead, which has been pressed flat by a
seal press, which leaves a raised figure,
or series of figures, designating where
sealed on the leaden surface.

- Each station has a seal press and a
separate number of its own; so also has
each conductor. This method of seal-
ing cars is used to detect where a car is
broken open, and also to protect the
agents and conductors when there is
short freight reported.

Dykeman passed up one side of the
train towards the engine, taking down
‘carefully the numbers and initials, and
inspecting the seals, which-he also re-
corded. He then returned on the other
side to get the seals there.

When he had finished, he went back
to the office, where he found Conductor
Cupples examining some way bills. The
latter inspected the new brakeman’s
work without comment, from which the
latter inferred that it was satisfactory.

They then cheeked up the numbers
of the cars with the way bills, inserting
- the contents and destination in the ap-
propriate column.

When a train is made up at a term-
inal, solid cars are put in a train, be-
ginning with the engine, in the order
of the stations at which they are to
be set off, thus avoiding unnecessary
swntchmg, then follow the local cars
and empties.

Solid carloads are each furnished thh
a single bill, while cars of mixed freight
generally have two or three to a score
or more. These latter are generally
what are called local cars, because they
contain small lots of freight for various
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paints on the line. A local car is also
used to pick up freight on the road. AIl

- of this Iocal freight has to be handl’ed

by the crew of the train. o=

-Bills were found for all the cars, in-
cluding what Cupples called a “ stack ”
for two local cars.

“We've got a hard run this time,

Dykeman,” said the conductor, as they
finished their task.

“You’ve never run freight before,
have you?” he continued, glancing
significantly at Dash’s soft hands,
which he had been regarding for some
time.

“No, sir; but I think I've got
enough here to pull me through,”
laughed Dash, indicating his biceps.
The conductor glanced over the other’s
sturdy frame, and said he believed him.

It was only a few minutes to leaving
time for the local, and they hastened to
the caboose.
balance of the crew, three brakemen.
They were rather rough but good
hearted young fellows, and consider-
ably below him in the scale of intelli-
gence and refinement. But he put on
no airs of superiority, and met them on
their own level.

By the time he had put on the blue
flannel shirt and other clothing he had
brought with him for his labors, there
were two short blasts of the whistle
of the engine, and his companions
sprang for the tops of the cars to throw
off any brakes that were set. They
cleared the yard in a few minutes, and

were soon relling through an undulat-

ing country dotted with farmhouses.
Then he had an opportunity to in-
spect more closely the scene of his Iaa
bors.
Conductor Cupples was at his desk

assorting his bills and arranging the -

local ones in the order of the stations
for which they were destined. A leather
cushioned seat ran the whole Iength of
the car on each side, except the space
taken up by two wide side doors. These
seats were for accasional passengers,
and were utilized as ‘beds by the crew

Here Dykeman met the -
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when they laid up at the end of a run.
They contained under them long lock-
ers, in which were stored tools, lan-
terns, links and pins, etc.

At one end of the car was a water
barrel and a.closet, while at the other
was a locker and a raised top desk. In
- the center was a box-like wood stove,
which was at present not being utilized.
A row of half a dozen small windows
was on each side. There was a musty
tobacco smell about the place, but it
was uniformly clean and comfortable.

The run to the first station was quite
a long one, and as Dykeman sat, with
one elbow out of a window, watching
the landscape, he thought he was hav-
ing an easy time of it. But it was only
- the breathing spell before a long and
arduous day that lay before him.

It began with a heavy lot of freight
to be unloaded at the first station, the
throwing out of two solid cars and tak-
ing on two more, and a lot of switching
getting the two latter and placing cars

_at the freight depot platform for the
agent.

Dykeman worked with a will, and, as
he was quick and lively, Conductor
Cupples was more than pleased with
him. One moment he was between the
cars making a coupling, and the next
up the ladder on a box car, like a mon-
key, and swinging to the brake with
all the power of his' muscles. In it all
was an element of danger that only
added zest to the work.

But by ‘the time he had set and
thrown off the caboose brake scores of
times, helped to unload and load tons
of freight, and climbed the sides of box
cars till he was dizzy, he lost most of his
pleasure, and came to the conclusion
that a brakeman on a local freight was
the hardest worked and poorest paid
mortal in the service.

And there were added to his labors
several het boxes, which he, as caboose

. ‘brakeman, had to attend to. They are
-treated with a preparation called
“dope,” and black oil, to cool them,
and when he had finished his task his

. the strength left in his tired body.
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own grandmother wouldn’t have

known him. The oil and grease were

smeared all over his facé and clothing

in black and shiny spots.

. The last stop before reaching the

terminal had been made, and he had

stretched himself in utter exhaustion -
on the.cushioned seat. Conductor Cup-

ples was forward on the engine, where

he had gone at the last station.

Dykeman was just telling himself
that he had not discovered the slightest
clue that anything was wrong on the
local freight, when suddenly there was
a call for brakes from the locomotive.
Then there was a bumping of the box
cars and a ]erkmg of the caboose that
showed the engineer had applied his
steam brake.

Dykeman felt like doing anything
else just then, but he sprang to his feet
and swung the caboose brake with all
As
the train slowed up, there came the call
for the flagman, and he felt particularly -
disgusted and disheartened as he no-
ticed it was raining hard outside.’

But he was well aware of the great
importance of protecting the rear of
his train, and had no thought of dis-
regarding the signal. :

He had no rubber coat, so, pulling
his collar up about his neck, and mak-
ing sure he had some torpedoes in his
pocket, he grasped his red flag and
swung from the rear platform to the
track. He pushed through the driving
rain, which raised a mist from the
smoking earth.

When he had gone back several hun-
dred yards, he could not see his caboose.
He stopped, stuck his flag in the center
of the roadbed, and fastened a torpedo
to the rail.

Then he looked about for a place of -
temporary shelter from the cold rain
till he should be called in. A project-
ing boulder stood near at hand, and he
crawled under it.

It was a dreary scene before him,
and the monotonous splashing of the
rain made it seem more so. .
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He looked up the track away from
his train, and as he did so he saw some-
thing that filled him with astomshment
and fear.

CHAPTER XXIII.
THE MYSTERY OF DEAD MAN’S CUT.

A NUMBER of white shrouded and
ghostly looking forms, which looked
positively gigantic through the rising
mist, were slowly crossing the track in
single file, not twenty yards from the
young brakeman. Dykeman rubbed
his eyes to make sure it was not an
optxcal delusion, but when he looked
again they were still there, marchmg in
solemn procession.

He was about to cry out to them to
decide if they were really men, when
he saw a sight that made him dumb
with horror. The last man was appar-
ently without any head, the place where
- that member should have been being
red and gory.

He was paralyzed with amazement,
from which he was aroused by four
sharp blasts of the whistle from his en-
gine, calling him in. He snatched his
flag, and raced down the track at the
top of his speed, not stopping once to
look back.

As soon ashereachedthecabooseand
mounted the rear step, the next brake-
man forward signaled the engineer to
go ahead. Two more toots of the whis-
tle, the brakes were thrown off, and the
train was under way.

Dykeman sank on the cushion of the -

side seat, out of breath from his exer-
tions, and with a pale face. He did not
believe in the supernatural, but the hor-
rible and weird procession had ap-
peared so suddenly, he had not had
time to reason that it must be the re-
sult of natural and easily explained
causes.

In spite of the unearthly appearance
of the figures, particularly the last one,
he felt certain their aspect and move-
.ments could be ascribed to human

agency, though he could not explain’

how,

“ Who told you to go back with that
flag? ” demanded Conductor Cupples,
in some excitement, when he came
back to the caboose over the tops of
the cars. -

“ No one,” replied Dash, astomshed
at the question; “ but I obeyed the en-
gineer’s call for a flagman.”

“Oh,” ejaculated the conductor in |
some confusion, “ that’s so. But what’s -

the matter with you? You’re as white
as a sheet.”

Dykeman briefly told what he had
seen, just as they appeared to him.

“ They’re ghosts as sure as you live,
Dykeman,” said Cupples earnestly.
“That’s Dead Man’s Cut, where you
were. A bad collision happened there
several years ago, killing nearly all the

‘passengers, and the country people-

about there tell some strange stories of

ghostly processions such as you saw, -

but I never believed them until now.”

“ And I wouldn’t believe them now,”

added Dash.

“Why? What do you mean?” ~

“ Because there are no such things
as ghosts, and those figures were as
much flesh and blood as you and I are.”

“ How are you going to prove that,

Dykeman?” asked the conductor tri- -

umphantly.

Dykeman confessed his inability to -

do so, but stoutly contestsd that they
were not specters from a spirit world.
Cupples clung just as tenaciously to
the ghost idea, and strenuously en-
deavored to impress upon the other
that he had seen something uncanny.
Dykeman saw that ke was very earn-
est about it, and wondered if his ex-
cited manner and strange question had
been occasioned by a fear that the flag-
man had encountered the spectral pro-
cession. It was very odd that he should
have asked the question under any.cir-

cumstances, for he must have heard -

the signal calling for the flagman, and

it.

known that the brakeman would obey:
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 The long shriek of the whistle, an-
nouncing the approach to the last sta-
tion and the end of the run, was a wel-
come sound to Dykeman. As soon as
they had come to a stop the yard crew
took charge of the train, and the ca-
boose was switched to a small siding
with several others.

. With a liberal use of soap and water,
Dykeman removed the dirt and grease

" from his skin, and donned the unsoiled
suit he had taken off. He had supper at
the eating house near the station, where
the railroad men took their meals. Then
he assisted Conductor Cupples to make
out his report, and afterwards sat in
the office, or waiting room, listening
to the talking of the trainmen till he be-
came drowsy.

He thought it was strange he heard
no reference to his experience at Dead
Man’s Cut, as he naturally expected to
have it commented upon, and have
questions asked about it. But Conduc-
tor Cupples had evidently said nothing
about it to any one for some reason,
and he decided he would not, either.

Finally he became so sleepy that he
concluded to seek a bed in the lodging
house across the track.

“ Off to bed, Dykeman? ” said Cup-
ples, who was in the room, as he rose
to go.

" “Yes,” replied Dash. “Is that a
good house across the track? Jerry,
the forward man, said it was.”

“It’s-about as good as any. All the
boys sleep there.”

With a parting good night, Dykeman
was soon in the lodging house and in-
spécting a room,

A survey of the apartment was far
from satisfactory, and a further investi-
gation disgusted him. Dirt was every-
where, and the bed linen was anything
but clean.

Though he was utterly worn out, and
could have sunk to slumber on a board

for a bed, he could not stand the dirt
and possibly other disagreeable things.
He returned down stairs and said he
Had decided to sleep in his caboose.
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A short walk brought him to the
track where it had been left, and in a
few minutes he was stretched out on
the long seat of the car, with his satchel
and a couple of coats found in the closet
for a pillow. .

* It seemed as if he had hardly
dropped off to sleep when there was
what seemed to him a terrible crash,
that shook the caboose and made the
windows rattle as if they had béen .
crushed in. He awoke with a start and
sat up. As nothing further followed,
he decided that the commotion had
been caused by another car being
thrown on the caboose track and but-
ting against the others. The sudden
awakening had no doubt magnified the
force of the blow and the noise. He
looked at his watch by the light of the
moon, and was astonished to see that it
was a little after midnight.

He was about to lie down again when
he heard steps on the caboose platiorm
and the sound of voices. They were
evidently two men, and the voice of one
was unmistakably that of Conductor
Cupples. The other he did not rec-
ognize, though it was probably one of
the other brakemen. The words were
distinctly audible, and Dykeman could
not help hearing what was said.

They were talking about a game of
cards, and Dash was just dozing off
into slumber again when he heard his
name mentioned. His eyes opened in-
stantly, and he strained his ears to catch
all that was said.

Conductor Cupples was telling about
what he (Dykeman) had seen at Dead
Man’s Cut, and when he had finished
the other voice laughed and said:

“Do you think he suspected any-
thing?”

“No; but he don’t believe the ghost
racket, though he was considerably rat-
tled.”

“ What does he think it was?”

“ He said he was sure they were liv-
ing men, that’s all. But I wish he was
anywhere else than on the caboose.”

“That’s so. It was a close shave,”
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These words were certainly myste-
rious and incomprehensible to Dyke-
man, and “suspected” and “close
shave ” were very suggestive of some-
thing underhand.

What should he have suspected, and
what had he missed discovering, he
asked himself? He was convinced now,
beyond a doubt, that he had not wit-
nessed anything unearthly, and that
Cupples did not believe he had, not-
- withstanding the latter’s efforts to con-
vince him to the contrary.

The conductor wanted him to believe
in the ghost theory for some reason.
There was a key to the mystery, and he
appeared to be very near it.

The voices ceased, and the knob to
the door of the caboose was turned.
Dash heartily wished he was “any-
where else than in the caboose” just
then, for they would certainly know he
had overheard them.

But he quickly dropped to a recum-
bent position and feigned sleep. Con-
ductor Cupples entered the car—for it
was he—and there was an exclamation
of astonishment and anger from him.

The next moment Dykeman felt

sinewy fingers close about his windpipe,

and he was dragged to the floor.

He tried to cry out, but the grasp was
tightened, and his speech was effectual-
ly smothered. He felt that he was be-
ing choked to death, and struggled des-
perately to free himself.

His heart and brain seemed to be
bursting, a deadly nauseating faintness
came over him, and a red mist obscured

his vision. Even in the agony of his

_suffering he wondered, with a chill of
horror, if the conductor really intended
to murder him, and what dreadful mys-
tery or crime he hoped to conceal by
such a deed.

CHAPTER XXIV.
A WRECK ON THE LOCAL FREIGHT.

A DARkNESs succeeded the lurid
glow before Dykeman’s vision, and he

THE ARGOSY.

felt himself sinking
and perhaps death. E
fort, how desperate h
free the grasp about
managed to half rise
staggered against the ¢
ter of the caboose. _

The collision wrenched
gers free, and he struggl
and to his feet. His face"
eyes bloodshot, and his
in quick and laborious ga

In falling against the ¢
involuntarily grasped- the
poker which was lying on
he now held it in his hand,
determined to sell his life

He was so weak, his anta
easily have wrenched the v

.his grasp, but there was

move of his assailant to rer
tack. Instead, after a momu
Conductor Cupples cried in
tones: .

“ Good heavens! is it you,

I thought it was a tramp, wh
stealing the men’s things ir.
booses lately. What are
here? I thought you went to
to the house.”

“Would you try to murder a tramp
simply because he was found sleeping
in your caboose?” asked Dash, skep-
tically and with difficulty.

He was slow to accept the conduc-
tor’s explanation, under the circnm-
stances, but he told himself th:
ples’ astonishment was not g
was certainly well feigned.

“No; I meant to give hir
ing he wouldn’t soon forge
hurt you very much? ” repliec

in anxious tones, whatever '

been his motives for the atta
“I should say you did, wi
geance. A little more, and j
have shut off my wind forever,
Dash, with a weak smile at
tion.
“ I'm awfully sorry, Dyk: ;
a fool to make such a mis .
sure you I didn’t know it |
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you broke away, and the light of the
moon showed. your face.”

Cupples spoke in contrite tones, but
Dykeman could not help thinking how
superfluous the latter part of his ex-
planation was, if he really had thought
he was a tramp. The conductor seemed
to be defending himself against a pos-
sible suspicion that he knew it was
Dash when he made the attack.
Whether the choking was intentional
or not, Dykeman was, perforce, com-
pelled to reply:

“‘That’s all right, Mr. Cupples; but
the next time you want to punish a
tramp, be careful or he will not live to
remember it.” ‘

“ That’s so; I was a little too sav-
age like, that’s a fact. Here, let me
look at your neck.” ~

The conductor lit the lamp in the
bracket at thie end of the car. Though
Dykeman still had a vague doubt of
the truth of Cupples’ explanation, he
apprehended no further violence, and
the lighting of the lamp seemed a guar-

. antee of present safety. But he could

hardly suppress a nervous shudder, as
the fingers which had so recently held
him in their deadly grasp, were passed
over his neck.

“1 did give you a pretty tight

squeeze, didn’t I?” commented Cup-
ples. “Here, I have some liniment
that will take the soreness out.”
- He got a bottle from the closet, and,
after saturating a handkerchief with
some of the liquid it contained, bound
it about the other’s neck. The latter
" could not suppress his suspicions of the
conductor’s every act, and when he saw
hirh wetting the bandage, he feared he
intended to dose him with chloroform.
But the liniment had an immediate
" soothing effect, and Dykeman felt con-
siderably better.

“ But how is it you were sleeping in
the caboose? ” continued Cupples.

Dash briefly explained.

- “ Why, Madden must have given you
one of the worst rooms in the house. I
know he has got clean rooms and clean
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beds,” observed the conductor. “ Were
you asleep when I came in? ”
“You don’t think I'd have let you

~ start in on your garroting business if

I hadn’t been, do you? "’ laughed Das$
dodging the query; and it struck hi
as another odd question for the con-
ductor to ask.

Cupples was evidently ‘anxious fo
learn if his conversation on the caboose
platform had been overheard.

“No, that’s so,” he replied slowly;
“but I hope you will not say anything
about my blunder, Dykeman? ”

“T will not. Why should I? It
doesn’t concern anybody but me.”

In a few minutes the conductor left
to go over to the lodging house to bed,
and Dykeman once more lay down on
the side cushions ; but this time he took
care to fasten the caboose doors.
Though his throat still felt sore and
raw, and his head ached, he soon fell
asleep again.

He awoke in the morning consider-
ably refreshed by his night’s slumber,
though it had been disturbed in such a~
startling and painful manner. His mus-
cles felt stiff and sore from his labors
of the day previous, and his throat was
bruised and slightly swollen. He kept

‘the handkerchief about his neck, and as

it was a common addition to a brake-
man’s costume, no one remarked its
presence or noticed the blue marks of
violence.

As the local freight on the return trip
north left an hour earlier than it did at
the other end of the division, he donned
the clothes he had had on the day be-
fore, and got his breakfast before half
past five. Meanwhile the train had been
made up, and the caboose attached to
it. :
On his way back to the latter after
breakfast, Dykeman met Conductor
Cupples, who gave him the train book,
directing him to take the number of
the cars as before. ,

He found very few loaded cars in the
train. Most of them were empties, to
be distributed at stations along the line,
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for the agents to load. Loaded cars
would be picked up at various points
to take their place. Likewise, local
freight north bound was very light, and
was mostly small lots carried from sta-
tion to station, or small shipmeats to
be loaded for St. Louis.

When he had finished, Dykeman re-

ported at the freight office to secure
" bills for what loads  were in the train:
He found Conductor Cupples talking
to the agent, and heard him say:

“ I can’t help it ; that car was resealed
every time we opened it between Joy-
ville and here.

“ Wasn’t it, Dykeman?” he broke
off, turning to Dash as he entered.

Dykeman confirmed his statement,
for it had been his duty to seal the local
car after freight was unloaded and load-
ed at each station.

“'Then the stuff wasn’t in the car
" when I took it at the Junction,” con-
tinued Cupples. “It must have been
lost on the northern division, or per-
haps somebody is over between here
and Joyville.”

“That’s what you said about the
other shortages, but they were never
found. I tell you, Cupples, there’s go-
ing to be a general shaking up if this
thing keeps on,” said the agent in seri-
ous tones. .

“T can't help it if there is; I can’t ac-
count for it any more than you can.”

“There’s something wrong some-
where, and if it’s on this division I
should think you ought to be able to
discover it,” added the agent doubt-
fully.

“T tell you it isn’t on this division,”
declared Cupples with emphasis.

“ What is short? ” asked Dash, for
information he might possibly use.

“A case of cigars and a keg of °

brandy,” replied the agent.

“ Something choice and tempting.”

“Yes; and that’s what makes me
think some systematic thieving is going
on. It’s always something like that
which is short.”

“Well, I can.show they were not

THE ARGOSY.

stolen from my train on my
cluded Cupples as he took h
left the office.

In a few minutes the local
clear of the yard, and anc
work was begun for the yo:
man. Though not so heavy
before, his duties kept him on
and he was glad enough for tl

ing and resting spells betweer

No hot boxés were added to
this trip. .

Shufflers, a station twenty
from the terminal, was reach
anything happened out of

" routine, or of interest to our s

switching had been done,
freight loaded, and Cupples w
office to register his leaving
fore pulling out.

A red flag was stuck up in
form, notifying him that the
had orders for his train. He 1
in the office so long, that L
dropped in there, merely out o
ity, to learn the cause of the delay.

Cupples was walking up and down,
fretting and fuming, and using some
forcible language not very complimen-
tary to telegraph operators in general.
The operator was nowhere to be found.
He had no doubt gone off somewhere,
and the local had got through sooner
than he expected.

“That’s a nice way, to stick up that
rag to hold us and then go off. No
wonder we can’t get over the road any-
where near on time,” growled the con-
ductor.

“T’ll get the orders for you,” vol-
unteered Dash, who had heard him.

“You!” exclaimed Cup ° :
amazement. “ Can you do it?

“ Yes, I'll show you, if you

“ Go ahead; but I didn’t }
idea you were an operator,” a
was a tinge of added respect in v.v won-
ductor’s tone. -

Dykeman found out the office signal,
and that of the despatcher at Joyville,
from a list hanging before the operator’s
table, and in a few minutes he had called -
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the latter and told him No. 30 was
ready for ‘orders.

The following order was received,
and after Cupples and his.engineer had
signed it, Dykeman repeated it back,
and the O. K. and time were given.

Order No. 215. -

To Cond’r and Eng’r No. 30: S, H.

Run to Chasetown for No. Five (5). Look
out for special excursion train, Conley con-
ductor, following you, which will pass you

at Chasetown.

, Chasetown was twelve miles from
" Shufflers, and the local freight had only

twenty minutes to make it in, which.

was very fast time for a freight. Any
longer time would delay the south ex-
press (No. 5), which also had orders to
meet the freight and the special at
Chasetown.

The local was soon under way, and
Dykeman entered the two loads they
had taken at Shufflers on the train
book. In scanning the.way bills, his
attention was first attracted by the odd
number of one of the cars.

It was 41,144, about which, in the
shape of 4, 11, 44, there has been much
joking, as possessing powers of luck in
a lottery drawing. Then he noticed that
both bills received at Shufflers had the
same bill numbers. He called Cupples’
attention to the latter fact.

“ We haven’t got anythmg to do with
~ that,” said the conductor in sharper
tones than was necessary; “those
agents often duplicate their numbers.”

Dykeman had no suspicion of the
significance of his discovery, but he did
think the conductor took the book and
way bills from him rather hastily.

There was a steep grade on the ap-
proach to Chasetown, and the train had
to be got under control before reaching
it. But-the local had such a long string
of cars, and was going at such a speed,
the brakemen found the brakes did not
hold as quickly as they expected.

Dykeman, with the assistance of
Cupples, screwed up the caboose brake

to the utmost notch in the ratchet, and

then he sprang for the top of the box
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cars to set the brakes on the rear ones.
He had hardly reached the footboard
of the last car, when there was a bump-
ing and swaying of the train, a tre-
mendous crash, and the cars appeared
to be piling themselves into the air in
front of them. '

Then he was jerked upward, as if
from a catapult, and the next minute
found himself struggling and gasping
in a swollen creek next to the track.

The first thing that occurred to him
was that the express had run into them. '
And then he thought of the special,
with its load of pleasure seekers, fol-
lowing them.

Could he reach the track, and a posi-
tion to flag the special, before it ran
into the wreck of his own train and
sacrificed many lives, he asked himself?

CHAPTER XXV.
_ ST. L. & PAC. CAR NO. 41,144.

THE question Dykeman asked him-
self at the end of the last chapter was
born of a determination to warn the
approaching excursion train of the ob-
structions on the track, if it was within
human possibility. The urgent neces-
sity of flagging the special, if a death
dealing wreck was to be avoided, was
impressed upon him, when he remem-
bered there was quite a curve only a
short distance back from where the
freight was derailed.

He quickly waded out. of the creek
into which he had fallen, for it was not
deep enough to render swimming nec-
essary, and climbed the steep and rocky "
embankment, down which had plunged
half a dozen box cars. The caboose was
slewed around, half off of its trucks, and
one side crushed in.

In the hasty glance he gave, Dyke-
man did not see any one, and could not
tell if Conductor Cupples, who was in
the caboose at the time, was injured or
not.

He snatched one of the red flags from
its standard on the side and rear of the
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car, and started down the track at head-

long speed, without stopping to take a

breath after his exertions.

He had not gone over two hundred
feet, when he found himself flounder-
ing through loose gravel, with which
the roadbed had recently been filled in
the center.” It seemed that he slipped
back a foot