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LOOK FOR THE OBLONG RUBBER BUTTON—THE
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Training Institute, Buffalo. N. Y.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDSFOR SALE

Michigan’s best hard-

LAND! LAND! Make big money in
wood counties. No swamps or stones. 10 to 160 acres, at
$15 to $35 per acre. Small down payment, easy terms on
balance. Good roads to near-by raiiroad, towns, schools,
churches, etc. Over twenty years' experience in helping settlers.
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Are YOU a Man
or a Mannikin ?

A man’s"happiness largely depends on lus
Vital Powers; bis success in soclal, d

Classified Advertising continued from page 4.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful llmo book oney-
making hints, s ions, ideas;- the A [} of“ oo
Btory and Movie-Play writing. Absolutely !ree. 8end for our
copy now! Just address Authors’ F'ress, Dept. 19, Aubum,

¥

and business life all centres around this. ll’
he is not virile, he is not magnetic, forceful
or attractive; neither is he sought after—his
very strength is the axis upon \\hich all else

STORIES. POEMS. PLAYS, ETC., are wanted for publica-
Good ideas bring big money. Submit Mss. or write
theury Bureau, 110, Hannibal, Mo.

relating to him revolves. Men

through overwork, worry, and bad hablu nnd
gradually lose their strength and manhood.
When they reach the stage when they find
their strength on the wane, it i8 the fore-
runner of failure, and domestic happiness is
then soon upset. Young men become inca-
pable of marriage, listless and purposeless;
their brain wer decreases as their man-
hood fails. Btrongfortism so strengthens the
internal muscles, which are r ible for

WANTED—Poems for publication for magasine of Inspiration
and Practical Help to young writers. lsend Mss. n;.o the
Poet’s Magazine, Room 101, 916 B. Michi Avenue, Chi

WRITERS: HAVE YOU A POEM, STORY OR PHOTOPLAY
TO SELL? Submit MS8S., at once to Music Bales Company,
Dept. 60, Bt. Louis, Mo,

general health and physidal strength, and the
most obstinate and long standing cases give
way, in a short time, to its internal action.

MAKE A MAN OUT OF YOURSELF
The only way to do it is to build up your
bods—all of it—through Nature's methods;
NOT by pampering your poor stomach and
'lvln.i it extra work to do. Don’t be a pill-
And don’t think fate is making you
a failure. The real REASON why you don’t
succeed doubtless lies in your poor, emaci-
ated body, in your half sickly condition,
which shows in your face and your un-
healthy skin. The world has no use for
weak, sickly people; nobody wants to have
them around.
BUILD UP YOUR BODY
You can do it, if you will only WILL to
do it, and go about it in Nature’s way. You
can make your figure manly and symmetri-
cal and at the same time strengthen your

STRONGFORT
The Perfest Man

heart. stomach and every other vital organ, by develop-

ing mc | TERNAL musoles on which their action depends. as
well as your external muscles. You can free yourself from
Constipation, Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Biliousness. or any other
chronio lllmen! t lt u hlndicahns vou nnd holdlng you
back, WHEN DE.

Get back your helllh strength and a blz ltnre of reserve
vitality, by taking advantage of the tremendous revitalizing
power which Nature has implanted in every human organism.

STRONGFORTISM

The principles of Strongfortism are based upon my discovery
—that Internal muscular activity governs Health, Strength and
Life itself. Most forms of diseass are caused from the muscles
losing their power of nuid contraction. As these muscles are
responsible for holding the internal organs in position, when
they are relaxed, the organs gradually fall out of their place
and rest upon other organs, upsetting their functioning and
causing almost every known form of disease.

What I have done for thousands of other weak, ailing, dis-
couraged men and women, | can do for YOU.

S!ND FOR MY FREE BOOK

** Prom Conservat W entat En-
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', Washington, C.
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“The stars are setting and the caravan
Siarts for the dawn of Notking. O make haste!”

CHAPTER 1.

THE ROOF OF THE WORLD.

HROUGH the dawn the figure of a
‘man crept. over the shore.

He moved slowly but with assur-
ance, glancing up at rock spires and chasms
picked out by the flooding light overhead.
Almost concealed by the fog, his crawling
body—the only thing stirring on the shore
of the lake—resembled a powerful gnome
emerging from a kind of misty inferno into
the light.

On a sandstone shelf, somewhat above
the thinning fog, the man paused. He had
been carrying a bright, metallic object. In
the half light of the ledge, this was revealed
as a telescope. Carefully, he extended the
instrument, focusing it to his satisfaction,
and placed it on a makeshift stand, fash-
ioned of small poplar branches.

This stand had quite evidently been
erected before now. In fact, it was so con-
structed that the telescope, when resting
upon it, could bear only on a single point.

1 Arcosy

X

-At present it pointed into the mist, where

_wraithlike shapes, rising from the dark sheet

of water, merged in the shadowy pools along
the shore line.

The solitary watcher seated himself on a
convenient stone and eyed the thinning
wisps of fog silently. Miles behind and
above him the crimson dawn flooded gi-
gantic snow peaks. Great spaces of red
rock and black, of yellow soil and brown,
stretched toward him. Rays of light glinted
on gneiss, and changed the masses of pine
forests from black to purple to dull green.

No birds crossed the expanse of the sky;
the sudden breaths of air that whipped
down from the upper ravines were cold.
Autumn had touched Lake Issyuk Kul.

The harbingers of frost were creeping
down from the white ones, the snow sum-
mits of the Kungei Altai Tagh—the sun-
lighted peaks of the northern shore.

But the telescope was trained on the
southern shore, still invisible in the mist.
And the man was gazing steadily into the
telescope.
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He was a white man, taller than the
average. His corduroy jacket and khaki

riding breeches were worn to the same color -

as the leather leggins. Almost as dark was
" his face, covered with a brown growth of
beard. The lines about mouth and eyes
were deeply marked as scars—intensified by
a kind of savage earnestness. Perhaps the
blue eyes had once been merry; now they
were cold, and hashly alight.

Bearing and face alike reflected a settled
purpose. Only his eyes moved as he sat
waiting passively. They marked the ap-
pearance of a solitary vulture circling over
the southern shore of the lake. Although
the bird must have been in the direct rays
of the sun, it was black as night itself;
somehow it seemed akin to the other black
shadows of the Issyuk Kul ravines.

Expressionless, the man turned from the

scrutiny of the vulture to his telescope. -

Then his figure became suddenly tense. His
scarred hand turned the telescope slightly
in its resting place.

A sudden puff of wind had cleared the
mist and revealed the further shore of the
lake—nearly two miles distant. Along this
shore a series of black dots were moving.

Through the telescope they were magni-

fied into the shape of animals, passing over
sedge-land, and gray-brown stretches of
sand. They were not, however, cattle or
horses. Evenly spaced, the black dots
moved—in single file.
. By now the flame. of sunrise had soared
and merged into the blue of the sky, mir-
rored in the deeper blue of the lake. Level
shafts of light struck the man and flickered
or: the brass of the telescope. For the first
time the shadows of the southern shore drew
back into the ravines. And the moving ani-
mals were clearly outlined.

% Camels,” breathed the man, “ five—
twenty—more than threescore. Riders,
too. Loads, of a fashion, I should say—”
He broke off, to gaze more intently. “ The
leading camel has the usual pole and yak-
tail flag up. Too far to listen for bells—"

Once more the mist had settled across his
vision, as if a wisplike curtain had been
drawn by an invisible hand to conceal the
vista of the moving camels. The man re-
sumed his patient waiting, his figure tense.

But when the rising sun had melted the
fog on the lake surface, the further shore
was bare. He could see the sedge grass
clearly, and the waving tops of decaying
rushes, against the black face of the rocks.
Now, however, the only living object was
the circling vulture.

Whereupon the man stood up impa-
tiently, his gaze fixed on the bird.

“ Oh,” he muttered, ““ yox can see behind
the curtain. They say you can see death
itself, before it comes. I wonder!”

In his blue eyes was a somber fire. Al-
most, the man glared at the distant bird of
prey, as if challenging it. His face was
flushed from some strong emotion. Ab-
ruptly he wheeled, and flung his voice down
into the ravines by the lake shore.

“Jain Ali Beg!” he called. “ Jain Ali
Beg: come!”

His first words, spoken to hunself, had

been in English. His. shout was in Turki,

with which he was clearly familiar, A
white and brown figure climbed nimbly
from a nest of rocks in a pine grove and ran
toward him.

“ Hai— Excellency, 1 obey speedily.”

‘“ Now that it has passed, you don’t think
about hiding your shaven head in the tent,”
muttered the white man under his breath.
“ No, you are quite brave now, you liver-
bearted son of a jackal.”

The running form resolved itself into a
turbaned Sart, of wiry build and bearded,
crafty face. Panting, he stood before the
white man, his sidelong gaze searching the
distant shore of the lake the while.

“T have seen,” said the white man, ¢ the
caravan.”

The features of Jain Ali Beg’s dark face
twisted, and his brown eyes gleamed. He
looked from his master to the telescope, and
to the lake.

“ Aie,” he cried. “ O Dono-van Khan, I,
your servant, have also seen the caravan.
But I would not see it again. It is a thing
unblessed. In ‘the path of the caravan,
along the Terskei Ala-tau, are the white
bones of men who have died long since.”

“There were more than threescore
camels, and on the camels—riders.”

“ Unholy!” echoed the Sart, his eyes
widening.
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" ¥ Perhaps, Jain Ali Beg.”

The yellow teeth of the servant gleamed
through his thin beard. In its stress of
emotion, his face was even more satyrlike
than usual.

“] have seen. What I have seen with

‘ my eyes, I know. Unholy is the caravan.

My ears heard no bells as the camels went
by—the time I watched in fear, Why were
there no bells; Dono-van Khan? Nay, the
Terskei Ala-tau is far from the routes of the
trade caravans that go from Kashgar to
Samarkand, or from Khami to Khokand.
I have heard much talk of the catavan,
excellency, and it is an evil thing. From
pnowhere it comes, and it goes—no man has
seen whither it goes—"

The white man called Donovan by -his
servant smiled, but with his lips only. In
his tired eyes the sullen purpose still smold-
ered. A physician would have looked at
him carefully, noting certain indications of
nervous exhaustion, and perhaps of fever.

“1 shall see,” he muttered. ‘ Before
the day is ended, I shall see.”

At this Jain Ali Beg started, his eyes
narrowed, and he licked dirty lips with his
tongue.
both lean hands.

“ O Dono-van, excellency, forbear! The
caravan is the caravan of the dead.”

Donovan closed the telescope with a snap
and thrust it into the servant’s grasp.

“ Many things, Jain Ali Beg,” he said
moodily, “ have I seen within the last years,
and you also have seen; for you rede bridle
to bridle with me. I have seen men slain
because of the faith in a god, in their hearts.
Likewise, a skaman of the Kirei has plucked
forth the devil of sickness before our eyes
with the sound of his voice. I—and you
also—have heard the great: trumpets of
Yakha Arik echo from invisible mountains
in the sky, so that their noise reached the
swift march of a day into the hills, Yet, I
bave not seen the dead ride.”

Jain Ali Beg pressed the telescope to his
breast and bent his head.

“ But the white bones—these, assuredly,

. you have seen.”

‘“'The skulls?” Donovan shrugged his
shoulders. ¢ Washed, by chance from grave-
yards by the melting snows.”

Then he tore at his turban with -

“ Nay, excellency.”

Donovan seemed not to have heard. His
lined, weary face was turned toward the
southern mountains into which the caravan
had vanished. The fog, of course, had con~
cealed its departure. There had been, how-
ever, something disquieting in the silence
with which the moving caravan passed from
sight.

Donovan was smiling.

‘“ After all, it’s fitting,” he muttered fo
himself, not altogether clearly. ¢ At the
end of my rope. And here’s that blessed
caravan. Who knows—"

He turned to his servant abruptly. AH
his movements were swift, even as his voice
was harsh. P

“I shall follow the caravan, Jain Al
Beg ”

The Sart bent his head. His half-closed
eyes dwelt on the detail of a crawling beetle,
seeking a crack in the rocks. Curiously
mismated, his amber eyes glowed on the
beetle, the while a hissing breath came
through his lips.

“ What is written is written,” he cried
. “No man may escape his fate,

Jain Ali Beg did not look his master in
the face, because of the glow in his brown
eyes. On his swarthy features there was an
imprint as of unseen, demonaic fingers.
Greed was stamped upon the likeness of the
Sart. Plainly, the words of Donovan had
aroused a lust within him.

“No man may escape?” The white
man’s brows went up quizzically. “ What?”
He caught the shoulder of Jain Ali Beg.
The wry smile was still on his lips. “ Jain
Ali Beg, again I have the fever. Shall I
follow the caravan?”

The Sart’s look still consulted the beetle.

"Perhaps he did not care to meet the white

man’s scrutiny.

“ Dono-van Khan,” he said, and again
his tongue touched his lips, “ always you
have followed the path of your choosing.

T have seen you leave a dry bed to go forth -

into the rain when a tribesman summoned.
That is your fate, of which I spoke. I have
read a wish in your spirit to uncover the
veil that makes of the caravan a hidden
thing. Thus, you will go—and ne words of
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my speaking shall make it otherwise. What
do you seek when you go with the tribesman
where I am not permitted to go?”

“ Once,” remarked John Donovan te
himself, ¢ there was a better man than I.
A saint he was, I think. And a servant.
Also, there was a rooster that gave the lie
to his words. Now, Jain Ali Beg will profit,
if I shouldn’t come back here—to the extent
of a pony, a patched tent, and a fairly serv-
iceable rifle. Well, he has coveted the
rifle for- a long time, and he didn’t knife
me.” He relaxed his grip on the native.
“ So you think I should go, O sharer of my
bread?”

Jain Ali Beg inclined his turbaned head,
as if seeking for the beetle that had van-
ished by now.

“ Even so, excellency.”

“ Well, then, saddle my pony. And take
heed, Jam Ali Beg, of this precious pearl of
wisdom: Wait here at the camp for me the
space of twice ten days. If I come not
by then—all that I have is yours. But—-
wait.”

“T hear, and I obey, Dono-van Khan.”

“If you do not wait, an evil thing will
fasten on you, like te the shadow which
follows your body—"

“ Nay, I will wait.”

The glimmer of real fear came momenta-
rily into the keen eyes of the Sart. But
greater than the fear was his greed. With-
out waiting for more, he ran off toward the
small camp on the lake shore. There he
filled a small saddle bag with food, and
rolled a blanket.

In a very little while John Donovan
mounted and, with @ wave of his hand,
rode away-along the sheep path that led
around the end of Lake Issyuk Kul to the
Terskei Ala-tau—the southern shore where
the caravan had passed. His tall figure sat
easily erect on the shaggy pony. He guided
his mount among the boulders until the
grassy plain of the further shore was
reached, and here hé spurred into a long
gallop.

In this fashion t.he rider had left his serv-
ant many times; now, Jain Ali Beg knew
that his master would not return to find the
tent waiting by the lake.

Squatted down before the empty tent,

Jain Ali Beg followed the course of his
master until even his keen sight could no
longer distinguish pony and rider. It was
by now well past the hour of sunrise prayer
for all followers of the prophet. But Jain
Ali Beg did not wash; nor did he pray.
Instead, he went into the tent and gazed
admiringly upon the blued steel of the rifle
that lay upon the extra ‘blanket of John
Donovan.

The sun mounted high in_the clear sky
above the motionless waters of Issyuk Kul.
A comfortable warmth was reflected from
the rock surfaces about the tent. The
tracery of shadows moved slowly, very
slowly under the pines of the mountain

slopes, and a faint breeze stirred among -

dead poplar leaves on the brown earth. On
a projecting crag the form of an ibex
silhouetted its splendid head against the
sky.

Jain Ali Beg took up the rifle, glancing
meditatively at the ibex. Thinking better
of the impulse, he put down the weapon
and fell to opening cans of John Donovan’s
reserve supply of rations. He cooked and
ate voraciously, after the manner of one
satisfying a long hunger.

Then he looked at the sun and struck
the tent. Packing every article of value
skilfully, he loaded the pack-pony and
mounted his own horse. Painstakingly, he
went over the site of the camp, burning the
scattered bits of paper and the wrappings
of the cans, with cardboard cartridge-boxes
and anything that might give an indication
of the nature of the men who had quartered
themselves there.

This done, he gave a grunt of satisfac-
tion. He did not intend to wait at the lake
as he had been ordered. Another hour, and
the Sart was far from the camp, urging his
beast along a trail apparently well know to
him. By its halter, he led the reluctant
pack-pony.

Horses and man passed from view within
a ravine. . The broad expanse of Issyuk Kul
was empty of life. The ibex herd, grazing
on the upper slopes, had moved elsewhere,
following the whim of its leader.” For some
time the fire had been dwindling to embers,
and to ashes.

Only, far overhead, the black speck that
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was a vulture hovered, describing great cir- -

cles on tireless wings that hardly seemed
to move.

CHAPTER 1IIL
THE TALE OF JAIN ALI BEG.

AWUL SINGH, immaculate in the
spotless green tunic that was his
pride, poised his diminutive figure on the
threshold of the bungalow of Major George
Fraser-Carnie, and saluted.
“ Speak!” The major’s ordinarily kindly
tones were sharpened by impatience. It
was cold. Light from his desk-lamp was

‘insufficient, and he had much work to do.

Being a surgeon, of humane disposition, he
prided himself on the fact that he did not
stand so much on discipline where natives

7/ were concerned as perhaps did his brother

officers of ‘the line in the cantonments of
British-India.

To  Fraser-Carnie natives, ranging from
his own Garhwali orderly, to the smiling
Bhotias, and the morose, wandering Afghans

~and shoddy Taghliks of the hills, were a

continuous source of professional interest.
The major was past the age when native ail-
ments aroused his zeal. He was gray-haired,
ruddy, and—as he sometimes reflected, not
without sdme degree of satisfaction—still
made a presentable figure on a horse.

Moreover, he did not shun an occasional
sally info the polo fields of the northern
stations, more as a matter of self-discipline
than of sporting interest. He had assem-
bled material for a treatise concerning the
influence of environment on tribal heredi-
tary customs in Central Asia. For many
years he had been looked upon as a dead
loss by marriageable ladies of the canton-
ments.

For the rest, he was fond of grumbling,
suffered somewhat from fever pains, and his
ready humqr was untouched by cynicism.
He was very wise, with the wisdom bred of
long years of active service, a childlike in-
terest in everythmg that went on in his
sphere.

So Rawul Smgh did not consider himself
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“ With the  Kashgar traders,” he re-
sponded,  there came a sahib, a certain
tribesman, well mounted—"

Among his hobbies, Fraser-Carnie num-
bered an intimate acquaintance with' the
varied dialects of the hills.

“Is not this, Rawul Singh,” he asked, “ a
matter for the captain-sahib of the post?”
He glanced reluctantly at the papers on his
desk.

‘ One of the tribesmen,” pursued the or-
derly, “ wears the dress of a Mochammedan,
of small worth”—Rawul Singh was a fol-
lower of a Hindu sect— and he has a sick-
ness seated in his stomach. It is not a sick-
ness that may be let out by the little
knives.” <

“ Bring him.”

The major sighed. The post he had
chosen for his researches was a small one,
being the most northern of the hill stations,
beyond Gilghit. It was perhaps the farther-

-most of the British line that had crept up
into the Himalayas from India since the
great war. For this reason, it boasted no
other medical officer. Presently the ice and*
snow would shut it off from communication
with Kashmir, to the south, except by a
few hardly jighits.*

Rawul Singh returned, ushering in Jain
Ali Beg.

The Sart’s bearded countenance was com-
placent, and his small eyes twinkled shrewd-
ly. Rawul Singh regarded him with vigi-
lant interest. It was not often that a tribes-
man rode to the Gilghit Pass with the rifle
and belongings of a white man affixed to his
saddle.

After looking at the man’s tongue and in-
quiring his symptoms in the Sart’s native
speech, Fraser-Carnie frowned.

“You have no sickness, Jain Al Beg.
Why ¢ then, have you told a lie?”

Jain Ali Beg salaamed.

“It was true, excellency, that I had a
pain, born of eating the food that is in-the
iron boxes of the white man. But I have
also business with the Daktar-effendi
whose name has come to the ears of his
unworthy servant. It has been said that
the master of wisdom is a gatherer of tales
spoken by those who come down the moun-

rebuked as he might otherwise have done.

* Mounted messengers.
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tain passes. ‘I also have a tale. Will the
excellency be pleased to give some small
pieces of silver—"

The truth of the matter was that Jain
Ali Beg had been questioned closely by
native non-comissioned officers as to his
possession of the rifle and other goods. He

realized that if he did not tell a plausible

story, he might be held, even arrested.
This did not suit him, as he had planned
to visit the bazaars of Srinagar and dispose
of the remaining articles of John Donovan
at profit to himself. He had been driven to
journey south from Kashgar by fear.

Jain Ali Beg had.waited the two weeks.
Not at the camp, as he promised John
Donovan, but in a ravine some distance
away, where he had watched patiently the
site of the deserted camp through the tele-
scope. If the white man had returned, the
native would have fled with his spoil.

Because of fear of Dono-van Khan, Jain
Ali Beg had lingered, feeling something of
the impulse which leads criminals to seek
again the scenes of their crimes. But when
the white man did not reappear a greater
fear had seized upon the Sart. :

He had made his way swiftly south,
through the Himalaya passes. Nor had he
lingered at Kashgar.,

Once free of the passes, however, and
within the English lines, the Sart reflected
upon his situation with satisfaction. He
was wealthy now, and he had no remorse
for the abandonment of his master. To the
Mohammedan mind crime is a negative
quality. When all human actions are de-
termined by fate, how is one man to be
held responsible for his actions?

Fraser-Carnie was too experienced. to
offer Jain Ali Beg any money, but the Sart,
for reasons of his own connected with the
freedom of his person and possession of
Donovan’s goods, was anxious to show a
clean slate.

His master, a white man, he said, had
disappeared. Fraser-Carnie was interested
inasmuch as Rawul Singh had mentioned
the rifle and other articles, and Jain Ali
squatted on the floor of the bungalow to
tell his story. He repeated, on the whole
truthfully, what had taken place at the
shore of Issyuk Kul; but added that he had

waited faithfully at the camp, as he had _

promised John Donovan, and laid great em-
phasis on the fact that his master had said
that he was to keep ‘the rifle and other
things. .

The surgeon scanned the Sart keenly by
the insufficient light from the lamp. Blue
eyes fathomed brown, and the native shifted
his gaze. Fraser-Carnie leaned forward.

“This caravan that your master fol-
lowed,” he said slowly, “ you do not think
it was an ordinary caravan?”

Jain Ali Beg shook his hedd and stretched
wide the fingers of both hands.

“ Excellency—who am I to judger”

“ Issyuk Kul is not one of the usual trade

routes.”

“ The words of the excellency are as the
pure pearls of truth. Nay, it is not wonted.
Among the ignorant tribes, and the low-
caste Hindus who wander penniless there-
by”—the Sart cast a vindictive glance at
Rawul Singh who had not treated him with
overconsideration—* it is said that thie car-
avan is one of spirits.”

Fraser-Carnie snorted and shrugged his
shoulders. ,

‘“ Because, excellency,” persisted Jain Ali
Beg, “ the caravan comes from a place that
is not, and no man has seen where it goes,
It is in my mind that the caravan is a thing-
accursed. ' No dogs follow it. Eh—are
there villages where the caravan goes?
Nay, there are none. In the mists of dawn
it is seen sometimes by the eastern end
of Issyuk Kul.”

“Sort of a Flying Dutchmaen, what?”
meditated the surgeon. “ Well, no end of
weird stories are told by the natives—

“ But spirits cannot be seen,” he’said
aloud.

“ Dono-van Khan saw them, and he fol-
lowed. He did not come back.”

Fraser-Carnie frowned. “ Who was your
master?” he asked.

Jain Ali Beg considered, stroking his
beard. ‘

“In the bazaars of Bokhara, where
bhang and opium are exchanged for Chinese
silks, I met with Dono-van Khan. He was
very drunk, and the bkikras—beggars—
were clamorous, excellency. Dono-van
Khan was alone and weaponless, but he
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seemed unafraid. He thrust a handful of
silver at me, saying to fling it to the beg-
gars, since it was fitting that a dog should
feed dogs. Whereupon I rose up and fol-
lowed after him, for he had money. That
was as many years ago as I have fingers
on one hand. Since then I have served
him, and we have gone from town to town,
from hill village to hill village. Sometimes
we rode for many nights, when there were
those who pursued.

‘ Sometimes,” he continued thoughtfully,
‘“ we were the pursuers. At such times there
came men out of the koi-yul—the goat
paths—who rode beside my master, and
many times rifles spoke and men were slain.
Dono-van Khan bore himself like one who
hunted—in the hills. Yet he-had no desire
to slay beasts except to eat. And the rid-
ers who came to him called him Khan.
Always danger and strife flung their shad-
ows across his path. Now, he has entered
the shadow of death itself.”

The surgeon pursed his lips reflectively,
as if in an effort of memory. He realized
that Jain Ali- Beg was concealing much;
likewise, that the Sart could not be made to
tell what he wished to conceal.

“ Donovan?” he remarked. ‘ That name
seems somewhat familiar. So you think
he ‘is dead?”

‘ Assuredly,” nodded Jain Ali Beg.
 Has he not turned the reins of his horse
after the dead?” .

Rawul Singh stepped forward.

‘“ Sahib,” he observed, “ I have heard of
caravans that bore the bodies of the dead.
They journey to the shrines of the Mussul-
man saints, for burial. Is not this such
a one?” .

“ Nay,” interposed the Sart scornfully.
“ O one-of-small-understanding, you speak

"of the burial caravans of the plains. This
is another matter.”

“ Did you,” asked the surgeon, “ see the
caravan after your master departed?”

Again came the flicker of apprehension
into the tawny eyes of the servant of John
Donovan.

“ Does the lightning, after striking down
a tree, remain to be seen?”

Fraser-Carnie shrugged. It was clear
that nothing more was to be learned by
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questioning the native. He suspected that
Jain Ali Beg was perhaps not such a faith-
ful servant as he claimed to be. As to
Donovan, the surgeon had only the missing
chord of memory that suggested he had once
know a white man of that name in the
hills—a powerful and shadowy figure.

He glanced from the bungalow window.
The darkness outside was softened by a
rush of snowflakes——the first of the season.
Already the ground was white. Occasional
lanterns bobbed past; the windows of the
station huts glowed warmly.

Fraser-Carnie shivered, for it had grown
steadily colder. On the Himalaya slopes
above Gilghit, the world must be a frozen
wilderness of white. He sent Rawul Singh
for his storm-coat, and dismissed Jain Ali
Beg, gathering up his papers into a port<
folio.

He could do nothing for Donovan Even
if the region around Issyuk Kul had been
within the English lines, it would be a mat-
ter of the utmost difficulty and danger to
send a relief party north at that season.

. -Reflecting in this manner, he was waiting
for the return of his orderly when a cry re-
sounded from his doorstep. It was a sud-
den, strident cry that dwindled to a moan.

Fraser-Carnie started. Then, being a
man of good nerves and accustomed to
prompt action, he strode to the door and
flung it open.

“ Do you know,” he repeated that eve-
ning at the small mess of the station, “I
would hardly have thought twice of the
Mohammedan’s tale, if it had not been for
the manner of his’death. He was lying on
my doorstep, knifed—poor beggar—by one
who knew how to use a knife. I saw the
man who did it, and the queer chap actually
took the pains to explain it to me.”

At this point the worthy surgeon paused,
not without an eye to dramatic effect, and
the officers looked up over their cigars.

“Tt was a fellow taller than the usual
run of hillmen. He wore a sheepskin coat,
or rather cloak, a gray wool cap, and his
features were neither pure Chinese, Kirghiz,
nor Sart. He spoke very broken Turki—as
calm as I am now. He said: ¢ This is the
reward of a faithless servant.’ Then the
murderer chap vanished into the darkness.
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Perhaps he ran into the nullak behind my
.bungalow. Rawul Singh failed to trace
him because of the falling snow, and of
course he didn’t show up again at the
station. Queer—what?”

Yes, it was queer. Rawul Singh’s sole
comment was, grimly enough, the words of
the Sart: :

“ The lightning strikes, and does not re-

main to be seen.”
" But neither he nor Major Fraser-Camnie
knew the last speech of John Donovan to
his servant.
telling.

CHAPTER IIIL
TWO LETTERS.

“'DITH is late, as usual.”

Miss Catherine Rand spoke in the
manner of one who does not expect to be
.contradicted.

“Isn’t she generally late, my dear?”

“ But she may fall off and scar her face,
or ruin her complexion in the snow!”

“1 have noticed that when Edith falls,
.she manages to come off with a whole skin,
and I reckon her complexion takes cares of
itself.”

Arthur Rand was speaking absently.
Through the glass doors of the hotel tea-
room he was admiring one of the finest
.vistas in the world, the snow covered banks
of the St. Lawrence, seen from the height
of Quebec. Scattered groups of people—
tourists for the most part—were passing
"along the chiteau terrace, laughing with
the exhilaration of the afternoon’s sport,
riding, skating or tobogganing. It was to
the fancied danger of this-last that Miss
Rand had referred. Now she sniffed, real-
izing that two things in her brother’s speech
were subject to correction.

“You said ‘reckon,”” she whispered
swiftly. The Rands were Kentuckians, al-
though the brother’s business and the sis-
ter’s-inclination to travel had kept them
much way from their home. Especially
now, when Catherine Rand had decided
that Edith was fast reaching a marriageable
age. Consequently the occasional lapses of
Arthur Rand and his daughter into the com-

And Jain Ali Beg was past -

mon vernacular of the South irritated the
aunt, who considered that she now occu-
pied the position of Edith’s mother, long
since dead.

“ Well, I guess, then,” he amended, qui-
etly. Catherine had always maintained that
her brother was lazy, and that he gave in
too much to Edith.

Now she raised horrified brows at the
fresh Americanism embodied in ““ guess.” It
was so thoughtless of Arthur to betray
himself in this fashion! And in the tea-
room of the Chéteau.

Tea, to Catherine, was a ceremonial of
the day; to Arthur Rand it supplied an ex-
cuse for a toddy, obtainable—he thanked
the gods—in Canada. He leaned back in
the corner lounge, puffing at a cheroot.

Arthur Rand was a florid, kindly man,
with an implicit belief in the Providence
that watches over children, the United
States of America, and the Commonwealth
of Kentucky. An engineer of some prom-
ise, he had retired early, and in the words
of the Pendennis Club, “ managed his own
affairs,” always in rather a muddle.

Those who knew him well said that he
had. withdrawn too much into himself after
the death of his wife. They believed that
he had spoiled Edith. Of course, they ad-
mitted, Edith was a thoroughly spoilable
person. Still—

“So many eligible young men at the
Chiteau,” observed Catherine to her
brother, “ and Edith treats them like chil-
dren.”

“Eh? Well, my dear, perhaps that is
why so many eligible young men are court-
in’ her.” .

“You don’t seem to think she should
ever have a husband!”

Arthur Rand ignored the challenge. His
sister had taken upon her shoulders the
task of marrying Edith. Catherine dreamed
vaguely of some attractive Englishman, per-
haps with a title in the background. She
herself was more a subject of the king than
many Britons. She had “ improved » her-
self conscientiously, but the girl had not
been a docile subject for improvement. _

At the table nearest them a man arose.
Catherine Rand noted that he had a very
good figure, set off by riding clothes, and a .
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sunburned, rather saturnine face which she
appraised as highly interesting. She ad-
mired the ease with which the man left the
room, and the nonchalance with which he
had worn spurs and norfolk jacket into the
tea-room. His dark, keen eyes, and neat
black mustache quite satisfied her. She
noted that he had been alone at his table,
and that the waiter had received a moderate
tip respectfully.

She sighed. The romance of her life had
recently taken by default the guise of easily
digestible novels; but Catherine Rand flat-
tered herself she was yet young in spirit.
Her exact age had become, of late years, an
uncertain quantity, known only to her
brother, who was considerately discreet,
and to Edith, who was not. She was tall,
brown-haired—at some pains—and present-
able. ‘“Now, I wondér who he isP” she
thought; aloud she added: “ We have been
here some time. When are we leaving?”

Arthur Rand came out of a brown study,
to shake his head. At that very moment he
was expecting_an important business letter
that might send him to Chile or Alaska or
elsewhere. His affairs were more than usu-
ally tangled, owing to very heavy invest-
ment in a copper company with mines lo-
cated in South America and the Klondike.

“ Soon,” he responded. “ I'd give a right
smart lot of money to know where.”

Catherine Rand bridled, at the unfortu-
nate choice of words, and rose. She did
not care to discuss what she termed busi-
ness. To her a copper mine was a hole in
the ground that gave forth money. Her
brother knew better. He had associated
himself with a company endeavoring to
combine several silver and copper enter-
prises. But at present, owing largely to the
ignorance of those in control, the company
was more productive of indebtedness than
earnings.

Arthur Rand was more than a little wor-
ried, despite his easy-going nature. Not for
the world, however, would he have allowed
Edith to guess: this.

He followed the imposing figure of his
sister up-stairs to the small lobby. At the
desk she called up Edith’s room, to learn
that the girl had not yet come in. Also,
she failed to discover the name of the man
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in riding-clothes who had inquired fruit-
lessly at that moment for his mail. Being
slightly hard of hearing, she heard it pro-
nounced as “ Money.”

“ Money,” she thought, pursing her lips,
“and good-looking—very. I always like
the dark, self-possessed type. Now, I won-
der—”

She went to her room thoughtiully.
Catherine Rand was really devoted to
Edith, and her matrimonial conjectures
were well meant. .

_The Rands had ‘gone to their rooms to
change, and evening dress was making its
appearance in the lobby when Edith en-
tered.

She was glowing with the rush of cold air.
Her short skirt and soft, blue sweater clung
to the shape of a splendid figure, taller
perhaps than that of the average woman.
Under the silk tam, her hair was reckless of
confinement. b

Many feminine eyes scanned Edith’s hair
and regretfully perceived that it was a
natural color, in spite of the gleam of dull
gold.

“A goddess ” murmured a new masculine
arrival, staring. “ A Greek goddess, on my
word.”

“ Dear chap,” uttered a friend, mythol-
ogy teaches us the Greeks were brunettes.
Say a Scandinavian storm divinity and I'm
with you—"

Edith had quick ears, but her gray eyes
did not seek out the two men. She was
accustomed to such remarks. She did not
like them. She made her way quietly into
the crowd around the desk, whereupon a
clerk who had been explaining the mystery
of Canadian-American exchange to a trou-
bled tourist, hurried toward her and sought
out her mail at the girl’s brief request.

Edith glanced idly about the lobby, and
realized that she was late. Also hungry,
decidedly so. She had been enjoying her-
self hugely, and her eyes still sparkled.

‘“ Carries herself well,” meditated the
advocate of the classics, “and has a
haughty eye. Good family, I should say,
and knows it—"

“ More likely,” interposed the friend,
“ plays tennis and swims. Wager the dm-
ner check on that.”
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Speculatively, Edith glanced at him, the
ghost of a smile trembling at the edge of
red lips. She had an altogether human
impulse to tell him he would win his bet.
Edith was not a respecter of convention—
embodied in the character of her aunt. In-
stead, she took the letters offered by the
smiling clerk.

One was a legal size communication ad-
dressed to her father. She ran through a

_note from a chum casually, and tore open
"the third missive. Even in a hurry, Edith
could never resist the temptation of the
mail. Although, strictly - speaking, the
Southern girl was never in a hurry.

She drew a quick breath, and her brow
puckered inquisitively. The blue sheet of
paper in her hand was scribbled over in an
extraordinary fashion. It looked somewhat
as if a child had been amusing itself draw-
ing meaningless characters. Except that
the characters were neat and regular, after
a fashion of their own. Pothooks, dashes
and scrolls were carefully alined, with dots
above and below.

Edith wondered if it was shorthand and
knew that it was not. She consulted the

_envelope for the first %time, and gave an
" exclamation of dismay. The name on the
envelope was E. H. Monsey. It was ad-
dressed to the Chiteau, Quebec, Province
of Quebec, Canada. In one corner was the
legend, “ To be held until called for.”

Curiously, the girl noted that a foreign
stamp was attached, and that the postmark
was unreadable. Mechanically, she re-
placed the blue sheet in the torn envelope.

Evidently the mail clerk had made a mis-
take, The “M” files of the plgeonholes
were directly above the ¢ R’s.”

“ Will you pardon me?”’ a drawling voice
inquired. “ My letter, I believe.”

Edith looked up quickly. A pair of black
eyes bored into hers, fleetingly. For a sec-
ond the scrutiny was searching, caustic.
Then it softened into another light, curious
and approving.

The man wore a dinner-jacket. One
hand was extended. Edith had not seen
him when she entered the lobby. She felt
herself flush, observing that he was smiling.

“T had no idea—" she bega.n quickly.
“ The letter was given me—"

THE ARGOSY.

“ Quite so; by those confounded clerks.
I’'ve been looking for it. Thank you.”

He took the envelope from her quickly,
authoritatively. She was angry at herself
for being confused. The error was certain-
ly not on her part, although of course she
had opened it without looking at the name
on the envelope.

“1 beg your pardon,” she said coldly.

“Not at all.” The man’s glance was on
her, -once more keenly appraising. This
time it lingered. Edith noticed that he had
concealed the face of the envelope with his
hand. « A sheer stroke of luck that it came
to you.”

Perhaps the last word was accentuated a
trifle. Monsey bowed easily, adding: “ If
I had not seen it in your hand. it might have
escaped me altogether.”

Edith nodded, turning away. Really, the
man had very good manners. She could
not refrain from looking back when she was
half-way up the carpeted stairs. She
wanted to see how he looked when he saw
the pothooks and curlicues. Did he really
expect such an extraordinary missive?

Monsey was studying the blue sheet in-
tently. Quite evidently, she thought, he
was successful in reading it. At that instant
he glanced up directly at her.

Over the intervening crowd, black eyes
looked steadily into gray. Into the black
crept an eagerness, almost wistful. She
perceived that he had bowed again, readily
—almost deferentially. Edith looked away,
at the clock, and ran up the steps.

To be exact, she fled. Because of her
quickened pulses she was provoked. Even
angry, at the Monsey man, she reasoned.
Quite possibly on that account she dressed
swiftly with more than usual care in a deli-
cate gray-blue evening gown that she knew

‘to be becoming.

CHAPTER 1IV. .
AN INTRODUCTION.

RAND was more than usually silent at

dinner that evening. His letter had
called for almost immediate departure.
The situation of the copper company was
critical.
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Plans, overambitious in the framing, were
miscarrying. Suitable markets for the
Chilean copper and silver must be opened at
once. Rand must attend to it. Production
costs were mounting, and competition in the
United States was very keen. An effort
was planned to increase foreign sales—

Rand, never very quick of perception,
sensed an undercurrent of danger tugging
at the launching of the venture. And he
had risked much; he had been' too opti-
mistic—

“ Daddy,” reproached Edith, “you’re
worrying again, in spite of this splendid
music. You should have come tobogganing
with me!” -

Through the black-and-gold expanse of
the Chéteau dining-room the melody of a
distant orchestra swept invitingly. Well-
trained waiters laid an excellent dinner be-
fore the girl. The chatter of talk balf
drowned the music. Arthur Rand glanced
at his daughter fondly. He did not want
her to guess his thoughts.

“ The celebrated divinity who weaves our
destiny—the blind goddess—what was her
name, Edith?” he began.

“ The one with the shears, daddy?”

“ Atrophy,” announced Miss Rand sud-
denly. She prided herself on her reading,
but her memory was sometimes at fault

- Edith giggled softly.

“ Oh, auntie—Atropos!” She tumed to
her father. “ When you talk like that,
something is going to happen.. Where are
we going?”

“If it’s Alaska, I won’t,” observed Miss
Rand decisively. Alaska, to her, repre-
sented bears and dog-sleds and thrilling mo-
tion pictures. “ Edith and I will stay in
California and rest.”

“ 1 must go,” said Rand, “ to India.”

He explained lightly that there were
some matters of credits to be attended to.
Edith was silent, her eyes serious. Her in-

tuition fathomed the moods of her father .

swiftly, and she knew that something im-
portant was at issue, to impel him to make
such a trip. Almgst, the word had startled
her. Miss Rand elevated her lorgnette.

“ Did you see that man look at us?” she
murmured. “ The handsome fellow, Edith,
alone at the table behind you.”
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The girl peered over her shoulder dis-
creetly and recognized Monsey, the recipient
of the blue letter. He had turned his back
and was busied with coffee and a cigarette.

“I'm going, too, daddy!” she cried.
“I've never been to India. You know
you’d be right lonesome without me,” she
pleaded.

“T know that I should be bored with the
trip,” enunciated Miss Rand distinctly.
She had carefully cured herself of the low
Southern accent. Not so Edith.

Arthur Rand considered. He did not
fancy the idea that his daughter should be
carried about by the dictates of the fate to
which he had alluded. Yet her companion-
ship was a rare comfort to him, and he
would miss her greatly.

“ Better not, Edith. It’s a real long
journey, and the heat in late spring would
be bad for you—"

“ It can’t be worse than Louisville, that
summer you were sick and I stayed on to
take care of you. Besides, aren’t. there
some hills you can go to?”

¢ Dear,” objected her father, “ It’s not
like a pleasure trip. I shall have important
matters to attend to.”

“ Really,” remarked Miss Rand, “that
man is looking at us again. He has one of
those, those sardonic faces.”

Neither father nor daughter smiled at the
unusual rendering by Miss Rand of the
word “ sardonic.” Edith begged to go, and
Arthur Rand refused. Apparently Monsey
did not glance around again. Very possi-
bly he had heard what was said. The or-
chestra came to them more clearly as the
diners began to depart.

Edith changed her line of attack by ap-
pealing to her aunt.

“ You would have a lot of fun planning
the tour, Aunt Kate,” she suggested with a
Machiavellian insight. She was accustomed
to wheedle her father by fair means or foul.
And next to solitaire, Miss Rand was de-
voted to conning the guide-books and
travels of a noted tourist agency.

“T have no desire, Edith, to go into a
couritry of natives and snakes and—and
scorpions and fevers. I would have a head-
ache, and I might be sick. The water
would be certain to disagree with me.”

OF THE DEAD.
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Unnoticed by any one but Edith, Monsey
rose and walked over to another table. Re-
pulsed but not defeated, the girl whistled
thoughtfully—a breach of good manners
that shocked Miss Rand.

“ You would make a lot on the foreign
exchange during the tour, Aunt Kate.”
Edith had read in a French newspaper in
Quebec that the pound sterling was much
depreciated in price, being at a low ebb
after the great war. Realizing on the pre-
mium on American exchange in other coun-
tries had become the latest hobby of Miss
Rand, who did not fail—as Edith pointed
out—to profit by her disowned country in
this respect.

‘“ After all,” mused that lady, “ India is
British.”

‘“ But, my dear—" Arthur Rand was si-
lenced by his daughter, who caught his
hand in both hers.

“ Now, daddy! I'm going. Please!”
Edith ransacked her brain swiftly. Wasn’t
there some Englishman who visited you a
few years ago, Aunt Kate? You enter-
tained him at home—”

“ Major Fraser-Carnie!” exclaimed Miss
Rand. “ Why, of all things! He wrote me
a letter of thanks from India, and I reckon
—1 think perhaps he’s still living there.”
She sat upright in her chair. “ The army
register would tell us where he lives—"

Edith listened to no more. She beamed
upon her father. Her battle was won. He
threw up his hands. with a sympathetic
smile, still troubled, however, by the pros-
pect.

Before they left the table an acquaintance
came up with Monsey in tow. The man of
the blue letter—so the girl thought of him
—was intreduced to Edith. Miss Rand, in
high good humor, bristled with approval.
She even nodded ‘agreeably when Monsey
mentioned the ballroom and excellent music.

Edith danced, as she did everything else,
very well. She passed among the moving
throng on the polished floor with a kind of
triumphant and unconscious grace. She hada
trick of singing the air softly to herself, and
she spoke little. Monsey, also, was silent.

Soon came a clamorous crowd of half-
grown men to claim her, and Monsey bowed
his thanks for the dance. Looking over the
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shoulder of her new partner, the girl saw
him standing in a doorway, watching her.
His dark eyes were expressionless. He did
not launge or sit like most of the other men,
but poised alertly. She knew that there
was great physical strength in his tall frame,
and that this strength was under iron con-
trol.

The girl hummed to herself happily. The
spirit of joy welled up in her. Her light
feet hardly touched the floor as she danced.

To Edith Rand the ballroom, the music,
the homage of the men, was a stage set
for her delight. It was for this setting she
had been reared, taught, and sheltered—like
some rare flower that blooms splendidly
under certain conditions of light and heat.

This was her life. She knew rothing of
the pains taken .to provide the setting—
nothing of the efforts and anxieties of her
father. Dresses, parties and pleasant com-
panions were all forthcoming at her wish.

All other aspects of life were vague to
Edith Rand. Like a contented child, she
had set her feet in the sunny path that had
been opened for her. And the beauty and
grace, matured into finer bloom than any
flower, was the reward of Arthur Rand.
The cloud that had settled over his affairs
seemed to him to overshadow the gay face
of his daughter.

“ A thoroughbred,” said Edouard Mon-
sey to himself, critically, “ clean-limbed and
unspoiled. A prize worth a handsome fight.
It’s a chance worth taking, by all the gods,
and—alfter all, T seldom come a cropper.”

Smiling, he descended to the lobby to
write out a cablegram carefully. So care-
fully that it might well have been in code.
He found Rand beside him at the desk,
frowning over the wording of several cable-
grams, a cold cheroot unde# his white mus-
tache dyed yellow at the edge by tobacco.

“ May. 1 ask the pleasure of a walk over
the ramparts to-morrow,r Mr. Rand,” ob-
served Monsey courteously,  with your
daughter?” '

He spoke with a very slight accent. His
politeness touched an answering chord in
the Southerner. N

“Eh? By all means, sir, by all means.”

With a bow Monsey left the other to his
cogitations. The music had ceased. Scat-



THE CARAVAN

" tered groups of guests left the card-tables.
Upper windows in the great Chiteau towers
glowed and darkened. The twisted, snow-
muffled streets of Quebec had long been
silent.

The curtain had been drawn across the
stage. Attendants and players alike slept,
shielded from the outer cold. Only, some-
where in the old French city under the
height, chimes echoed from a cathedral
tower. Answering bells sent their note forth
under the stars. A soft chorus of iron-
tongued harmony welled frem invisible
sources.
~ Even -though the pleasure stage was de-
serted in the hours between late night and
day, the chimes of Quebec did not sleep.

Again, at dawn, came the many-tongued
harmony. A faint, crimsoned glow crept
into shuttered blinds. Sleigh bells rang out
down the steep slope of a shadowy street.
From the garrison barracks came an an-
swering, musical note. Edith Rand slept
quietly, being healthily tired. In one of the
bedrooms overlooking the river a man in
evening dress started up from a chair.

Monsey who had been dozing, dressed, in
the chair, swore softly.

“ Confound the bells!” he muttered, lift-
ing clenched hands to his head.

In the confused moment of wakening
from heavy, troubled sleep, he had fancied
~.the chimes were human voices. He had
heard the distant, wailing cry of cloaked
muezzins, summoning to prayer and shout-
ing forth the ritual praises of a prophet.

He had been dreaming, and the effect was
still strong upon him. He farftied that cries
of anguish were ringing in his head—cries
drowned by the clamor of huge trumpets
lifted to the skies. :

“ Horns of Jericho!” he exclaimed. This
time he did not speak in English.

Grotesquely, his fancy still retained the
echo of the chimes, distorted into another
sound—the summons of ten-foot iron trum-
pets, reverberating with the impulse of the
lungs of powerful men, and reechoed from
distant hill summits as if from cliffs in the
sky. His memory pictured hooded heads
raised to the dawn, and lips murmuring age-
old prayers.

The sleigh bells had taken the semblance
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of camel bells that jangled as long-haired
beasts pad-padded over the snow, to the
hoa-hoa of caravaneers.

Then he glanced from the window, out
over the mist-shrouded channel of the river;
laughed and stretched.

“.Nerves, by Jove!. Didn’t know I had
’em."

Still smiling, he lit a strong cigarette,
preparatory to undressing, for a cold shower
and a change of clothes before breakfast.

CHAPTER V.
DIVIDED PATHS.

ONSEY was fresh and keen after his

*® restless night. His eyes were bright,

and his vitality seemed quickened by lack

of sleep. Edith joined him, in sweater and

walking-skirt, and together they sought the
-slippery paths of the fortifications.

The girl pressed ahead swiftly, untrou-

bled by the climb and delighted by the view
over the white hills.
- “I'm so curious,” she confided, “ Aunt
Kate says it's dreadful. And I really
couldn’t help seeing your letter, Mr. Mon-
sey. Was—was it shorthand, or some code?
I’ve been trying to guess, ever since.”

“ Neither,” he smiled. “ You are not
acquainted with the Asiatic languages, Miss
Rand?”.

“Oh, I see! Then it was Turkish?”

In silence, he helped her up an ice-covered
flight of steps.

“ Are you a professor, Mr. Monsey?"’ she
added lightly, seeing that he would not re-
ply. “ Or—or an expert?”

“T have not the honor,” he responded,
in his stilted English. ¢ Business—yes.
By the way, it was not Turki.”

Somehow, she received the impression

that he had not wanted her to believe that
it was.” The man did not seem to wish to
talk about himself. He paid her many com-
pliments, and his alert eyes sought hers.
. They had entered the fortress, and were
wandering alone about the bed of the old
moat, having declined the services of a mili-
tary guide. She paused to pat the muzzle
of a breechloader cannon, of obsolete pat-
tern.
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“ Poor fellow,” she smiled, ¢ he has seen
his day, hasn’t he? I wonder if he
growled at enemies, in his time.”

Monsey shrugged his shoulders.

“Un fait accompli, mademoiselle. Still,
I have seen his brethren, and they still
point at enemies. Ah, yes. Sometimes they
bite.”

“ Where?” wondered Edith.
been in the army?”

Again his eyes went to her quickly. She
saw a muscle in his brown cheek.

“ Some service, I have seen,” he admitted
politely, adding: “In some native forts
north of Kashmir there are the old can-
non.” ‘

He leaned beside her on the massive
weapon and fell to talking about India. He
described the hills of the north, the scent
of the pines.

“You have heard it called the garden of
the earth, Miss Rand. Kashmir—but Eng-
lish words are cold. The natives call it
the paradise of the elder gods. Soon, in
spring, it will be in bloom. The jasmine,
and honeysuckle—acacias and roses—such
roses. Vines, clinging to sun slopes—”

Smiling, he spoke of Srinagar, the Sun
City. Of perfumed winds of evening, and
bamboo boats drifting along waterways in
the heart of the city. He took her in
imagination to the hill chalets nestling un-
der crags that dwarfed description. He led
her along valleys shadowed by the great
deodars, with fern beds underfoot.

“ They are places of sheer beauty,” he
said quietly, * and worthy .of the ornament
of your loveliness.”

You have

There was emotion in his voice, and hom- .

age in his eyes. Edith had been thrilled by
his description of the hills. Now she
looked away uncertainly. Monsey dwelt on
her warmly, burning with a rising fire.

“1 shall love your hills,” she said
thoughtfully.

‘“ 1 prophesy it, Miss Rand.” His gloved
hand closed over hers firmly, “ You must
come to Kashmir, if you are ever in India.
I think you will come!”

She wondered how much Monsey had
heard of the conversation at dinner the
night before. Strange, that he had not
spoken of it directly.

, down.
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“The vines of Kashmir cover forgotten
temples in the forests. The Himalayas are
the holy places of the natives. In their
prayers they raise their eyes to the summits
of what they call Himachal, believing that
the hills are the abiding places of the gods.
¢ Those who die in Himachal are blessed,’
they say. Ah, yes. There you will, per-
haps, see a hidden corner of things.” .

Edith’s imagination had been fired by his
description. Almost, she had forgotten the
man himself. “ What is beyond Kashmir—
above it?” she asked curiously.

Monsey checked himself and looked
“ The roof of the world. So the
natives call it.”

. Edith laughed suddenly, contentedly. I
think you are so much nicer than Aunt
Kate’s guide-books. She would never think
to call mountains ¢ the roof of the world.”” .
She drew a deep breath, thrusting some
wandering hair—displaced by the cold
wind—into place under her cap. “ What is
it like there?” '

“ Some people, Miss Rand, are born
blind, and they never learn to see.” Monsey
eyed her curiously. ‘“Once a Tatar em-
peror held his kingdom there. It is now
dust and ruins. The empire of the Turk—
that, too, is gone. Then a Czar and his
Cossacks stretched out greedy hands for it.
Pouf! The wind of Asia—they call it the
temegri buran, in the hills, the ghost wind—
blew. And the Czar and his soldiers are
dead. Now the English Raj reaches out
into the hill passes.”

He paused to strike a match upon the
cannon and light a cigarette.

“ But the great hills are now the strong-
hold of the tribes. Since the war, the white
men have vanished from the roof of the
world. Behold! Fate turns a leaf in the
book you and I cannot read.”

The girl was silent, wrapped in her
thoughts.

“ What do we know of the tribes, Miss
Rand? They have their wars and their re-
ligions. Both are the breath of life to them.
But we Europeans are no longer onlook-
ers.” '

“You know more than you are telling
me.”

In another person this would have been
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Edith Rand’s frankness, however,
Monsey eyed his
cigarette. The lines of his handsome face
had hardened.

“Yes?” Once more he touched her
hand. “I will tell you more. You will
come to Kashmir—the garden of the earth.
Your beauty will be like a jewel in a splen-

did diadem. I will talk to you there.”

His face was near to hers. Edith with-
drew her hand quietly and moved away.
Monsey’s personality, attractive while he
had been describing the wonders of India,
had become suddenly unpleasant to her.
She had quick instincts. She felt the vi-
tality of the man, and the vigor of his will.
Unafraid, she was still disturbed.

“ My aunt would be glad to see you,” she
responded coolly. “ We are going to In-
dia.”

Monsey laughed.

“Tt is kismet. 1, also, am bound there.”

“ By England? Daddy is right anxious

to get there, and we will cross from Que- -

b“.”

Momentarily, Monsey’s brow clouded.
Then he smiled agreeably.

“ Voild—see how fate divides us. I go
by way of the tiresome C. P. R., and the
steamers of that celebrated railway.” He
fell into step at her side. “ You travel east
—I west.”

They had come to the edge of the bul-
warks. Standing on the uncertain footing,
the girl was staring down at the river-
front, watching the moving dots that were
people five hundred feet below. Height
had no térror for her.

The man braced himself against the wind
puffs, watching her. Outlined against a
cloud-flecked sky, her flushed face and fly-
ing hair were a study for the talented brush
of an artist. She had moved away from his
supporting arm.

“ This wind is treacherous,” he warned,
but the girl did not draw back. “ Still, do
not forget. I have had a dance—one. I
will have another at Srinagar. Will you
promtise? I will wait for your coming.”

Edith wondered fleetingly what was the
man’s occupation in life, that he could await
the travels of a woman. )

“ Give me your hand on it,” he smiled.
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She moved to take his hand. In that
instant a fresh gust of wind swept the ram-
parts. 1t buffeted the girl, and she swayed,
with a quick cry of dismay. One slender
foot, high-heeled, slipped.

Edith fell to her knees on the very edge
of the sheer drop to the rocks below.

The icy crust of the snow afforded her
no grasp, and the weight of her body drew
her downward. She slipped an inch far-
ther, and her cry choked to silence. Her
heart fluttered and paused, and every nerve
in her body tingled into swift pain.

Then she felt a firm clutch on her out-
stretched hand. She was jerked violently
back and upward.

Monsey had acted with the readiness of
a man of quick wits. He had caught the
girl’s hand in his own, at the same time
throwing himself back upon the rampart.
His free hand swept behind him, to clutch
the edge of the stone wall which lined the
inner face of the fortification.

By exerting his strength he pulled the
girl back swiftly while she still lay upon
the snow. In doing this, he had run small
risk himself. Still, he had acted promptly,
daringly.

Edith felt herself caught around the waist
and dropped through space. She closed her
eyes, still feeling Monsey’s grasp. When
she opened them, she looked full into the
man’s face.bent over hers. ’

Monsey’s effort had caused him to lose
his balance and jump down the two yards
into the snow of the moat, on the side of the
rampart away from the cliff. He held the
gir’s body pressed close to his. Into his
eyes had leaped again the hot flame.

“ Kismet,” he laughed softly. For an in-
stant his grasp tightened, and Edith felt his
warm breath on her lips. Confused by her
fall, she clung to him. Vaguely she won-
dered whether he had kissed her. Then she
freed herself and stood upright. Monsey
stepped back, his eyes triumphant.

“1t is the will of the gods that I should
be of service to you,” he said. “ You will
not forget the dance at Srinagar now, Miss
Rand.” : )

Edith walked back along the moat si-
lently beside him. She was grateful, yet
provoked. . She could still feel the impress

OF THLE DEAD.
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of his arms about her. Why had he held
her like that?

1 shall not forget,” she replied calmly.
¢ Really, I cannot thank you—enough.”

Inwardly, she wondered whether he had
not been too ready to assert his claim fpr
his service. Most men, she thought, would
have minimized what they had done. Mon-
sey seemed strangely pleased, as if her dan-
ger had accorded with his own will.

At the door of the Chateau he took her
hand in farewell, and looked long into her
eyes, with the burning intensity she had
- come to dislike.

¢ Between here and Srinagar,” he whis-
pered, will be a gap in my life, I shall not
live until I see you again.”

Edith found that she was trembling, not
knowing that it was reaction from her fright-
at the cliff edge. For the second time in
two days she had the sensation of wanting
to run away from Monsey.

She did not see him again in Quebec.
The Rands were busy with preparations in
the short interval before the next steamer.
Almost before Edith realized it they were
driving down the cobbled streets to the
water-front in the mists of a cold morning.
The confusion of embarkation, with its
hurrying stewards, hasty farewells, and the

usual tangle of hand luggage, claimed them.

Miss Rand was in her element.

Edith, still somewhat sleepy, stood in the
lounge of the small steamer with an armful
of wraps and watched the white summits of
the fortifications reflect the rising sun. A
siren blast reverberated warningly. Deck
stewards hurried across her vision, placing
chairs in position.

Quizzically she reflected that she had al-
most lost her life upon those white heights.

She was aware that Monsey had laid her
under a certain debt. This troubled her.
The man was domine¢ring, self-willed. He
was the type that would claim its debts.
And his eyes had seemed to claim her.

The man had said that he would see her
again. Others had said this, more lightly.
She felt that he would keep his promise.
_ Well, when they met again, she would than
him. ‘

Memory of Monsey troubled her, vague-
ly. Something about him aroused her in-
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stinctive distrust. Yet he interested her.
She felt that he could not fail to interest
most women—that he knew the art of do-
ing so. She did not like this characteristic
in a man. She liked to play with men—as
chums. And receive their homage. It was
part of her life.

Again the siren shattered the quiet of the
river. Small sailing craft and the puffing

Levis ferryboat—out on the St. Lawrence .

with the coming of early spring—veered
from the path of the liner, the first to leave
for Europe. Soon the Chiteau, the church
spires, and the docks of Quebec swung from
her vision.

Edith drew a quick breath. Usually, she

" enjoyed sailing upon a fresh venture to the

pleasure spots of other countries. Now °

her mood was different. She felt as if she
was cutting loose from close-knit ties. And
she experienced a pang of discomfort.

She thought of the Louisville home, under
the great trees facing Central Park, the
negro butler, sole caretaker with his wife
of the closed house—of the Newfoundland
puppy, full grown by now, monarch of the
back yard. The vista of the quiet streets,
the round of her friendships, her high
school, flashed before her. Not four years
ago, that same high school had been her
world—until Aunt Kate hurried her off to a
Northern finishing institute for young ladies
and the resulting round of travel.

To tell the truth, Edith Rand was acutely

homesick.  Perhaps because, being a
healthy young woman of some twenty years,
she was acutely hungry.

At all events, breakfast and a chair on
the breezy, sunny deck served to dispel the
blues. Edith cuddled down in her steamer
rug and gazed eagerly at the stately pano-
rama of the hills of the passing Quebec
coast, with its dark green islands set like
jewels in the gray green of the river mouth,
and its clusters of brightly painted villages.

“T only hope,” remarked her aunt, “ that
they don’t turn these ventilator hoods from
the dining saloon in our direction. I tipped
a steward person quite liberally for these
chairs. But, then, one gets such excellent
service on these boats. Quite different from
the States!” ’ ’

Edith thought of the faithful negro re-
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tainer, but was silent. She noticed that
Aunt Kate’s cherished pail of medicines,
camouflaged by a respectable black cloth,
rested under the steamer chair, secured
therein during the confusion of boarding.

Miss Rand was never divorced from this
treasure chest of wonderful remedies. It
contained her conception of every necessary
cure for all the ills that flesh is heir to.
Once Edith, during an attack of youthful
mal de mer, had been subject to the minis-
trations of the pail, and the memory had
served to keep her in good health ever
since.

The girl fancied that Miss Rand had

added a mysterious snake-bite remedy to the .

medicines, in preparation for India. She
often thought that if her aunt should lose
the pail the disaster would precipitate an
immediate visitation of illness.

“ By the way”—Miss Rand suddenly
focused her eyeglasses on her niece—* the
maid I tipped at the hotel said you were
nearly maimed for life on the fortifications.
Is that true?” ¢

Edith had not mentioned her escape, for
fear of worrying her father.

“ You mustn’t believe all you're told,
Aunt Kate.”

“ Edith, I.know you are telling a story!
You did fall. It was the morning you went
with Mr. Monsey. I think it should be
Captain Monsey at least, he looks so like
a soldier. The maid said a man saved you.”

‘“ He must have had a long arm, then,
Aunt Kate, if he saved me after I fell from
the heights.” '

. Miss Rand was not to be denied.

“ Really, that was romantic, Edith. Why
didn’t you tell me? You thanked him, of
course.” The girl made no response. “ Mr.
Monsey is well mannered and quite good-
looking. He must have money. You might
do worse.”

Edith twisted ur.comfortably in her chair.

“ Aunt Kate, suppose I married a man
who wasn’t an Englishman, and had ever
such bad manners and no money?”

‘“ Impossible. You are too attractive.
The money part, at least, is impossible.
Yoy have the Rand position in society at
home to maintain.”

Both women were silent.

2 ARGOSY

The girl, like
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her aunt, had thought of this as a thing
assured. She had been brought up to con-
sider it as a matter of course. *I reckon
y” all take a lot fo’ granted,” she drawled
wickedly, irritating her aunt.

“ Edith! Well, of course your father has
money enough.”- Miss Rand paused. Re-
cently she had come to suspect that Arthur
Rand was not so prosperous as formerly.
“ Dear me, you must think of marrying,

some time. Don’t you /like Edouard
Monsey?” She lowered her voice, inviting
confidence.

“ I don’t know.”

‘“ It would be a romantic match.”

Edith sucked her lip—a habit of hers
when thinking. She was thinking just then
of the man who had held her in his em-
brace. ' No other man had done that. But,
then, no other man had kept her from
falling off the heights of Quebec.

“ Child, you must have an idea—one
way or the other. I like Monsey!”

“1 wonder,” mused the girl, “if he is a
gentleman.”

“ As if it could be doubted!”

Edith smiled vaguely. “ Do you know
who he is, Auntie Kate?” Miss Rand had
made inquiries on that subject at the hotel.

“ Not exactly. I think he has been trav- '
eling for pleasure since the war. Of course,
he must have served during the war. All
Englishmen—"

‘“Is he an Englishman?”

‘“ Well, he has important business some-
where in India or Turkestan or some such
place. But the hotel manager did say he
was a Russian or Pole by birth.”

“ He is going to dance with me at Srin-
agar'”

She fell silent, busied with her thoughts.
Miss Rand could get no further response
to probing, and looked around for her
brother.

'In a near-by cabin, Arthur Rand was
seated before an array of papers spread on
his berth. Through clouds of tobacco
smoke he scanned letters of introduction,
specification graphs, and order blanks. He
leaned back in the chair, thumbs under his
vest, in roseate contemplation of the future.

Arthur Rand was engrossed in the pleas-
ant process of imaginary industry build-
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ing. He visioned himself as a conqueror.
He pictured success, and the prosperity of
the company in which he had involved him-
self, not wisely, but too well.

He had no knowledge of the obstacles of
import licenses, of trade agreements be-
tween India and its great mother country.
Nor did he conceive that he was ill-equipped
for his task. Or that those who sent him
might have seized upon the chance as a
final gamble, flung into the face of adver-
sity.

He would have smiled at the notion that
he was setting his spear against a windmill.
An amiable gentleman of the old school,
and a good father, he was not fitted with
the weapons of the modern generation. He
was untroubled by the thought that he had
drawn all his available funds for the trip
to India. Edith should have a good time,
he reflected, and all would end well.

Journeying momentarily farther from his
home and business with each throb of the
liner’s engines, he was content to cast his
bread upon the waters and go forth on be-
half of the friends and old associates who
had sent him.

If the specter of failure appeared to him,
he put it smilingly behind him. He believed
in Providence and God, as a gentleman
should.

CHAPTER VI.

THE SUMMONING VOICE.

DESPI'I‘E his optimism, Arthur Rand

was disturbed by reports that reached
him at London.” He was further annoyed
by the silence of his own company. He had
expected letters, reports that did not reach
him. This impelled him to hasten on his
mission, and he reluctantly vetoed a stay
in England, and even the jaunt to Paris
and its shops upon which the two women
had counted.

They transshipped as speedily as possible,
and took a steamer direct to India. Edith
was content, for she enjoyed the lazy beauty
of the southern Mediterranean. The days
passed pleasantly for her, and Miss Rand
pored over guide books and travel sched-
" ules, resolved to “ do ” India in spite of the

“erations.
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* disinclination of Edith for such an under-

taking.

But both the dreams of Rand and the
plans of his sister were due- for a rude
shock. : )

It was early June when they arrived on
the Indian coast, and like an inexorable
hand the heat of a tropical country de-
scended upon them. Rand’s mission took
them by rail to Calcutta and the banks of
that city. By the time they were quartered
at a good hotel behind drawn blinds and in
palm-sprinkled rooms where the only move-
ment was of the perpetual swing of great
fans, Miss Rand was exhausted. The medi-
cine chest was called into full play.

It was still before the rainy season, and
there was little relief even in the high-
ceilinged chambers of the hotel. Rand went
forth courageously, in white duck and sun
helmet, but ill-success sapped his energy.
He drank frequently at night. Although he
kept well within his limit, this took toll of
his strength. ’

Disappointment followed disappointment.
He encountered the obstacles that face
American industry in Asiatic markets—ob-
stacles bred by ignorance of proper methods
and of the men with whom he was dealing.
He was met everywhere with courtesy—he
had his own personality to thank for that—
but the banking and commercial houses had
no use for his proposals.

He was invading an old-world market,
where precedent had ruled for a dozen gen-
In the person of a gentleman
traveler, every portal was open to him.
But the door of trade was closed—and he
had no entry key. - Rand blamed his ill-
success upon himself, when he should have
blamed those who sent him. He stuck dog-
gedly to his guns, receiving the while no
answer to his cablegrams to his company.

But of this he said nothing to Edith.
Determined to make a greater effort, how-
ever, he advised his sister and niece to take
refuge in northern India, where they would
be safe from the heat. Miss Rand thought
of her acquaintance, Major Fraser-Carnie,
hopefully. She was actually ill.

Edith was reluctant to leave her father,
who was not overstrong. Only when he
promised to follow them within a week did
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she agree to go. She was worried ébout'

Arthur Rand. His florid face had grown
almost purple in the stifling city. He did
not sleep well.

To reassure her, he protested that he was
quite well, and only waiting for an answer
to his cables, to join her.

At this point, as wusual, Miss Rand
claimed the girl’s ministrations. Nothing
would suit her but they must visit Srinagar,
which the guide-books described as ‘ the
Venice of India.”

‘“ But we came here on busmess—daddy S
business,” protested Edith.

“ My dear, no one can do business in a
Turkish bath. Least of all your father.
He ought to rest in a cooler climate. Why
couldn’t they have sent another man?”

This disturbed the girl. Rand had spok-
en to her glowingly, on the steamer, of
what he hoped to do. Now he was silent,
and plainly worried. To Edith it seemed
as if the destiny of which they had spoken
lightly at the table in Quebec was hurrying
her to Kashmir.

“ Why couldn’t we stop at Simla?” she
objected. “ We'd be nearer daddy.”

“ Edith, you are unreasonable. Everyone
says Kashrmr is the garden of India. We
have friends there.”

The girl did not want to leave her father,
but both he and Miss Rand were urgent.

The days until the arrival at Rawul
Pindi passed like an evil-omened dream in
the night. The fdrewell to Arthur Rand
at the compartment of the train—Edith had
been strongly moved when she kissed him
good-by, and the sight of his quiet figure on
the platform as the Punjab Mail pulled out
stirred her almost to tears—the heat-ridden
vistas of cotton fields and flying villages
had been a nightmare.

Miss Rand was acutely upset by the
meals obtained at the stations, and Edith
had had to care for her. Not until they had
left the train and a hooded carriage had
conveyed them to Murree and a sanatorium
hotel overlooking -the southern plains, did
the girl begin to enjoy herself.

There her ‘aunt revived sufficiently to join
company with a group of ladies—officers’

wives—who were making the pilgrimage to

Kashmir and knew Major Fraser-Carnie.
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Straightway the nightmare became a
wonderful dream. They entered the gates
of Kashmir, riding in a two-wheeled native

" cart that their new friends called a “ tonga.”

Great mountain passes rose around them;
cold winds swept upon them, bearing the
scent of pines and blooming flowers. Tur-
baned native servants attended them. The
narrow roads—none too smooth—twisted
into fresh vistas of overhanging mountain
slopes. ' They moved in the shadow of cliffs.
Vines and wild flowers almost touched their
hats as they passed by.

To Edith it seemed that she had truly
entered a paradise. Once within the gate-
way of Kashmir, she had been under a spell.
She became sleepy, and she was strangely
happy. She wanted a horse to ride among
the paths that opened into the post-road.
She wanted to climb the frowning summits
to the snow that she sometimes saw at
their peaks—to run afoot among the ferns.

The women smiled at her indulgently.
Edith was a beautiful girl. Being married,
they talked wisely among themselves, won-
dering how she would fare in the life at
Srinagar.

While the ofﬁcers wives were agreeable
and talkative, they maintained a certain re-
straint toward Edith.- After all, she was a- -
stranger in their world. Quite plainly she
did not belong in Kashmir. And—worst
of all—she was far too attractive to escape
the notice of the men. The married women

. saw that they would suffer by comparison.

Edith perhaps realized what was behind
their attitude. She kept her own counsel,
if she did. For one thing, she was enjoying
herself too much to be troubled.

An incident on the last stage of the
journey, however, increased the respect of
her English traveling companions. It was
at the Baramula station, where the tonga
horses were changed for the last time. They
had dismounted while the native drivers
harnessed the fresh beasts.

Straightway the women were surrounded
by a motley throng that seemed to arise
out of the tall grass. A crowd of natives
pressed about them, shouting, pushing,
bowing. Bearded Afghans elbowed tattered
Turkomans aside; slim Paharis gestured
frantically beside squat Kashmiri tradersy
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handsome Central Asian Jews pleaded with
great play of browr: eyes for a hearing.

The turbaned gathering swayed around
‘them, each native proclaiming the un-
equaled merits of goods he had for sale, or
offering his services as servant, or protesting
the desirability of his carriage. All depre-
cated any idea of reward, alleging their high
integrity and the unbounded confidence the
mem-sahibs might repose in them.

Noisy remonstrance on the part of the
tonga drivers added to the confusion. The
English women were indifferent, Miss Rand
was somewhat alarmed, Edith was highly
amused, until she chanced to notice a man
standing slightly apart from the other na-
tives.

He was as tall as the Afghans, but of
‘more powerful build. His seamed, broad
face was the hue of burned wood. Black,
" somewhat slant eyes rendered an ugly face
almost likable.

Yet the man’s whole aspect, shrouded as
he was in a gray wool cloak, surmounted by
a round, black velvet cap, was somber. He
stood with folded arms, powerful legs poising
easily the weight of a massive body. Prob-
ably he was past middle age.

The native was looking steadily at Edlth

His fierce stare had something of gentleness
in it, despite a scar that crossed one cheek
to the eyebrow. Edith turned to ask one of
her’ companions what manner of man he
might be.
. When she looked for him again, the na-
tive had gone. He had mingled his tall
form in the throng. Edith was conscious of
a queer feeling—that he was still watching
her from some unseen quarter.

She shrugged her shoulders and was about
to follow her aunt to the waiting tonga when
a carriage drove up furiously, scattering the
ranks of the beggars, and halted smartly in
front of her. A diminutive, uniformed fig-
ure dropped instantaneously from the driv-
er’s box and confronted her.

“T am the orderly of Major Fraser-
Carnie. Is this the American missy?”

Miss Rand was pleased to find that the
major had sent his carriage for them. She

had wired on ahead from Pindi. Especially -

was she glad when Rawul Singh drove
away the troublesome natives unceremoni-
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ously, and with the Afghan driver of the
carriage redeemed her luggage from the
hands of the—until then—somewhat con-
descending servants of the British women.

“ It will follow by bullock cart,” he de-
clared in his good English. “ Will the
mem-sahibs be pleased to step into the car-
riage?"

Almost at once Rawul Singh leaped back
on the box of the chaise, the smiling Afghan
lifted his whip in salute, cracked it at a
venturesome beggar, and they rolled away
swiftly, in advance of the tongas.

In the care of the major’s efficient order-
ly, Edith leaned back on the cushions with
-a sigh of content, and gazed eagerly at the
twin lines of poplars that sprang to meet
them along the Srinagar road. The horses
maintained their spanking trot as the road
wound beside the river-bank and a fresh
breeze swirled the dust behind them.

“If daddy. were only here,” she thought.
Her eyes wandered to the ever-changing
slopes of scarlet rhododendron sprinkled
with the white fragrance of wild thyme that
faded into a dim blue in the valley under-
neath. “ This is a gateway of paradise, and
a blessed place!”

She lifted her flushed face to the gleam
of sunlight and sighed from pure happiness.
The cool wind seemed to have wafted away
all her troubles. Those who have entered
into the garden of Kashmir do not soon
forget the gateway.

“1 think it is going to rain.” Miss Rand
loked behind and frowned. * I know it is.”

Rawul Singh glanced back at this and
spoke to the driver sharply.

In the valley they had just left, gray
clouds were twining among the mountain
slopes. The edges of the clouds were tinged

‘with fiery purple, from the rays of the con-

cealed sun. As if an invisible hand had
passed across the face of the sky, the sun-
light was blotted from their path,

The horses quickened their pace at the
touch of the Afghan’s whip, and the car-

-riage dashed forward in a kind of murky

half light. A rumble of thunder sounded
somewhere in the heights above them.
Straightway, the poplar trees moved rest-
lessly, the leaves turning a paler green
under the breath of the storm wind. Ia a



.ness had closed in on them again.
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moment the temperature dropped many de-
grees.

“ Haste,” ordered Rawul Singh to the
driver. “ Would you discomfort these ladies
who are guests of the major sahib?”’

The horses were urged into a fuil gallop.
Miss Rand uttered a faint cry, clutching
the sides of the swaying carriage. Edith
laughed joyously, tingling to the swift on-
rush and the challenge of the wind. Dust
eddied around them. Mongrel dogs dashed
forth, barking, from stray hamlets. Rawul
Singh glanced back, to reassure the girl, and
smiled at her keen pleasure.

“ The mem-sahib need have no fear,” he
asserted. “ These are good horses, and we
will yet arrive before the rain.” Aside, he
added: “ Drive, son of many fathers!”

At the first heavy drops of rain they
swept into the central avenue of Srinagar,
under spreading trees, in almost total dark-
ness. Lightning flashes dazzled them, while
the quickening peal of thunder brought a
ready response from the apprehensive Miss
Rand.

The carriage ]erked to a halt just as the
thunder-storm broke. Rawul Singh darted
down and led them up a steep flight of steps
in a grassy slope. With the orderly almost
carrying the aunt and Edith running ahead,
they gained the shelter of a- wide veranda
under the trees as the rain pelted down.

- A white figure strode to meet them and
the girl was assisted up the veranda steps.
She was panting with the effort of the
climb and her modish hat was in sad. dis-
array. In the darkness of the veranda a
voice spoke close to her ear.

- 41 said that we would meet in Srinagar,
and it has come to pass.”

A glimmer of lightning showed her the
dark face of Edouard Monsey. Edith al-
most cried out in surprise. She had ex-
pected to see Major Fraser-Carnie. Black-
A ter-
rific curtain of rain swept down on the
bungalow and the road became at once a
mass of mud on either side of which twin
rivulets gathered swiftly. She heard her
aunt stumble on the porch.

A second flash showed her the bearded
countenance of the Afghan driver, who had
come up with their hand luggage. Monsey

[N
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had left her side after a quick clasp of her
hand.

“The major is detained at the resi-
dency,” she heard him saying to Rawul
Singh. “ He has ordered that the mem-
sahibs make themselves at home in his

»
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By now the full force of the thunder-
storm swept the city. The mat blinds of
the bungalow rattled with the impact of the
wind gusts. ‘Lightning flickered incessantly,
glittering on a myriad of shining drops. A
spattering of rain that was almost a spray
swept along the porch and Rawul Singh led
them inside, lighting lamps that trembled in
the currents of air.

Chilled by the sudden cold, the girl
found that Monsey was offering her a glass
of liquid. .

“ Slight dash of whisky,” he smiled, “ it
will warm you.” Bending closer, he whis-
pered: “ You have come to the garden, but
a storm veils its beauty. Perhaps the gods
are angry?” -

She moved away a trifle, endeavormg tu

arrange her hat. -Monsey’s voice had been
intimate, possessive. She saw that Rawul
Singh looked at -him curiously. And she
was provoked.
- But the white man left almost at once.
A house boy showed them bedrooms on the
second floor, opening into the upper porch.
Rawul Singh had explained that they were
to remain at the bungalow, and that his
master had taken up quarters with the other
sahibs near the residency. There was no
good hotel, he said. :

Edith changed from her damp clothes,
glad of the comforts of European dressing-
table and bath-room. She took up a shawl
and descended to the drawing-room, anx-
ious to thank the major for his hospitality.
She regretted the inconvenience they must
have occasioned him.

The storm was still driving down. Win-
dows and blinds were closed. The drawing-
room was empty. Edith gazed about her
with the curiosity of a woman newly arrived
in a strange house.

She saw neat disorder. Trophies—fine
heads of mountain sheep and elk—hung
from the walls, Twin collections—native
and European—of weapons were ranged on
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Comfortable wicker chairs invited her, by a
long table evidently used by Fraser-Carnie
for his work.

Book-shelves occupied the corner around
the table. A convenient window-seat par-
tially curtained off with green baize con-
tained various boxes and letter files. Alto-
gether, it was a likable room; lacking,
however, a woman’s refining touch. Edith
listened to the beat of rain on the roof, and
pondered, chin on hand, the meeting with
Monsey. ) '

He had been as good as his word. She
wondered what position he held in Srinagar,
and what Rawul Singh thought of him. If
it had been possible, she would have liked
to ask the orderly.

During her meditation she had been turn-
ing over the books on the table. Now she
glanced at the window-seat and stretched
forth a tentative hand. One of the boxes—
open—held an unusual assortment of things.

Some stained clothing met her eye, also
a tarnished telescope. A volume of poetry
projected from one corner. On the clothing
was pinned a slip of paper. Edith could
not help seeing the words written thereon.
It was nothing out of the commonplace.

“ John Donovan’s belongings,” she re-

The patter of rain was dwindling. With-
out the bungalow, the sky was clearing and
light filtered freshly through the drawn
blinds. Edith was still alone in the room.
She glanced gratefully at the snapping fire
in the hearth, that relieved the chill of the
bungalow. :

By now the glow of the lamp was
dwarfed by daylight. .The girl rose to go
out upon the veranda. Then she gave a
soft cry of surprise.
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On the veranda she saw that the storm
had broken. But a sea of mist was tinged
a fiery blood color by the setting sun.
Waves and billows of the crimison surf
seemed moving toward the girl.

It was as if the breath of purgatory had
been blown across the glittering green val-
ley of Srinagar, set like a jewel in the
circlet of the swelling mountain peaks.
Ceaselessly, the red sea twisted upon itself,
veiling the outlines of trees and plain.
Above it the slate green of the hills rose to
the snow summits which glittered red in the
sunset.

On the street, somewhat down-hill from
the bungalow, the erect figure of Rawul
Singh strode into view out of the clouds of
mist. She noticed how tightly his overcoat
was buttoned, how exactly the miniature
cap of the cavalry regiment sat on the side
of his head. He walked with the grave
alertness and the well-drilled air of the
native trooper.

A few yards behind him a burly figure
had become visible. Edith recognized with
more than a little surprise the scarred na-
tive of Baramula. He was striding alone,
head bent on his chest, hands tucked into
the wide sleeves of his khalat.

But when Rawul Singh ascended the
lawn to the bungalow and lifted his hand in
a precise salute at sight of the handsome
young mem-sahib, the native was no longer
to be seen.

There was nothing unusual in the inci-
dent. Edith, however, could not help won-
dering how the man of Baramula had
reached Srinagar so quickly, and why he
was walking after Rawul Singh, and espe-
cially why he had chosen to turn back into
the crimson curtain of mist when the or-
derly reached the house.

(To be vontinued NEXT WEEK.)
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/; Robert W, Sneddon

HAVE at various times related certain
pasages in the life of my friend Charlot,
erstwhile poet, now writer of popular

songs, but there still remains much to be
told of his early tribulations. I doubt
whether in those days he would have spoken
so gaily of his experiences, but since both
body and pocket are to-day fortified against
the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
he appears to view his years of struggle
through rosy spectacles.

Plump, and carefully dressed, according
to Parisian idea, he is an advertisement for
prosperity. Money jingles in his pocket,
‘and living in the comfortable present, he
can shed a tear over the past and not lose
a night’s rest thereby. All this has come
to pass within the last year during which 1
have been away.

My first action on returning to Paris was
to look for him. I found him in his old
haunts. He is a confirmed Montparnassian
now, though for a time he did dwell on the
heights of Montmartre, and only a well
planted blast of the most potent explosive
could drive him from Paris; that Paris whose
histories are part and parcel of his youth
and approaching middle age.

We were sitting on the terrace of the
Café d’Harcourt watching the life which

. flows up and down that main stream of the

Latin Quartier, the Boul’ Mich’.

‘*Same old boulevard, same old gentle-
men going to play croquet in the Gardens,
same old maids with dogs, same old ex-

princesses from the laundries, the factories
and the stores, same types, same every=
thing,” I commented, sniffing the spring aig
with a feeling of infinite satisfaction.

“ Same everything but the prices—Oh;
my precious beer!” Charlot replied.

“ That doesn’t seem to bother you much,”
I told him, counting the absorbent mats
which told of many glasses consumed,
“ Much you should worry, with a bank ac+
count to your credit. I have seen your
name, as author of two separate revues,
decorating the advertising kiosks.”
. ““Pooh!” he said airily. * Pot-boilers,

T am still working on my poems. Heavens!

The taste of the public is deplorable. Still,
1 suppose 1 should be the last to bemoan
it. Only, that does not prevent me having
ideals. It is strange, though,” le added
with a faraway look, * strange that inspira«
tion lurks much less in a dinner at twenty-
five francs than it used to in a meal at one
franc fifty. Nowadays when I have dined
for an hour or so, I find I can not sit down
and write so feelingly on twilight hours of
melancholy.”

“ Changed days for you, you rascal. You
look for all the world like a bloated pawn-
broker.” .

“Don’t!” he begged. “ Many’s the day
I cursed the house of ‘ my aunt’ because
I had nothing to pawn with the old lady.

You may believe it or not, but I have
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trembled on the threshold of death several
times, You remember Balzac’s poet Ru-~
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bempré and the advice his friend Lousteau
gave him—‘ You have the stuff of three
poets in you, but before you reach your
public, you will have time to die of starva-
tion six times over!’ Six times! Heaven!
I died once a week at least, then.”

“ That sounds like a story. Let me have
it.”

“A story? It is a dozen stories. Well, any-
way half a dozen. Another beer, Aristide!”
And the waiter having served us, Charlot
wet his throat and unburdened himself.

Ten years ago Charlot was living close to
the stars with his friend, Caparolle, a strug-
gling etcher. They were at that stage when
the sale of a paem to some mediocre publi-
cation or the purchase by some amateur
collector of an etching meant all the differ-
ence between despair and delirious joy; be-
tween starvation and a banquet at some lit-
tle hole-in-the-wall restaurant. These joys
and sorrows were shared at intermittent in-
tervals by two young ladies whose compan-
ionship was based upon an adoration in-
spired more by romance than by hope of
monetary gain.

Of course it goes without saymg that the
pronts of this brotherhood of two were ap-
propriated to certain philanthropic objects,
such as providing two estimable girls with
costumes, shoes and gloves. In the painful
iptervals when editors and collectors were

blind and deaf to art, Marcelle and Suzanne”

did not hesitate to prick their pretty fingers
in the workroom of the millinery establish-
ment of Mme. Renaud—a sacrifice which
served to enhance their virtues in the eyes
of the poet and the etcher. Then when the
strain of feeding four mouths was cut in
half, the mind gained that more courage to
carry on the battle.

There came a period when the neghgence, ]

if not the insanity, of editors and purchas-
ers of art reached its height. The exchequer
was empty, and Marcelle and Suzanne as
usual had transferred their ministrations to

another and less-amusing field of endeavor.

Unfortunately they would not be paid until
the end of the week, and in order that they
might not faint by the wayside and be
found by a too-charitable Samaritan, the
two friends had presented them with their
last few francs.
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Starvation came in as love flew out.
Added to which the pair of Bohemians were
disagreeably reminded that they were not
living in Utopia. On the contrary, the at-
tic which they occupied was leased to them
by a M. Toquet, who dwelt on the first
floor of the house and added to his crime of
being a landlord that of being his own
concierge. It will be seen what a strangle-
hold this gave him on the destiny of his
tenants. None could go in or out without
passing under the eagle eye, which peered
at all hours of the day through the window
of the concierge’s lodge. Even letters and
parcels passed under his inspection, and
such was the keenness of his intuition that
he could tell by looking at an envelope
whether it contained money or a stern re-
fusal to recognize the merits of genius.

He appeared to have a nose for money.
There was no use trying to deceive him.
The instant money came, with it came M.
Toquet, insistent on his dues.

One day the old spider came up and
Charlot received his visit with an air of
cordiality which might have melted the
heart of the most relentless creditor.

M. Toquet was not impressed. He stood
looking about him, sniffing as though there
still lingered in the air the delicious aroma
of fifty franc notes:

“ Has a letter come for me?” Charlot in-
quired, nervously apprehensive. “I am
expecting a remittance from my publisher—
quite a sum, M. Toquet.”

“No letters,” growled the landlord.
‘“ That is not my affair. I am not a letter-
carrier. Let me remind you that I am your

landlord and that your rent is due. I have
the receipt here. Be good enough to pay
me what you owe me.”

‘“ Ah, yes, the rent. Quite so. Natur-
ally, my dear man. Render unto Casar
what is Casar’s, as the saying is. I wish
Caparolle was here—he has always denied
that you were an optimist, but this proves
it,” Charlot rambled on, racking his brain.

Heaven! The Hotel of Stars was cold
at this time. In spring it would not be so
bad, but in the depth of winter without a
fur coat or blanket—brrrh!

M. Toquet rapidly appraised the miser-
able furnishings of the attic, then grunted.
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“ Bah! That will do. Money, not
words, is what I want. Where is M.
Caparolle?”

“ Gone on a very important errand. No
mistake about that, my dear M. Toquet.
He is about to execute a piece of work for
a very distinguished man—a member of the
Academy, no less, and you may assure
yourself that he will return laden with
gold.”

Charlot felt rather doubtful of the last
phrase, bwt it slipped so glibly from his
lips that he felt he could not take it
‘back.

“ Humph! To-morrow then, my fine
gutter sparrow,” said M. Toquet and
stumped out.

Charlot had just settled down with a
weary sigh to recopy some of his verses
which had suffered rough handling in their
travels from one office to another when her
was delightfully surprised.

Caparolle returned and, wonder of won-
ders, accompanying him was an agreeable
stranger in the shape of good luck. He
rushed .in flourishing a hundred-franc note,
while from his pocket he drew out five cart-
wheels of silver, twenty-five francs of good
solid coin.

“ What! fWhat!” faltered Charlot pass:
ing his hand over his eyes. ‘ What has
happened? Have you robbed a bank, mis-
erable fellow?”

“ Nothing like that. I have Just seen
M. Tropinet, the printer, who bought my
etching ¢ Roof-tops,” and he has commis-
sioned a piece of commercial work from me.
I am to do a.rough imitation of a hundred-

franc note.

“Mon dieu!” cried Charlot aghast.
“ You are tuming counterfeiter. Do you
want to land us in jail?”

“ Nonsense. Listen, will you, you camel.
1t is for a valentine card. I am to make a
note with a border of cupids, and an in-
scription calling fer a hundred kisses pay-
able. by the Bank of Love. I did a rough
plate to show him the idea.”

“Oh, I see.”

Charlot breathed freely as the vision of
New Caledonia receded from his vision.
Nice place that would have been for a vaca-
tion, with the companionship of convicts.
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" Meanwhile,” suggested Caparolle, “ let
us go out and eat. We are safe. I saw old
Toquet walking down the street.”

The idea of food so far transcended that
of rent that Charlot neglected to mention
M. Toquet’s call. Besides, the moment was
not propitious. Why intrude a skeleton so
grisly at the feast? Caparolle was happy,
and it would be the act of a monster to rob
him of a particle of his anticipated enjoy-
ment. In fact, when Charlot sat down in
front of a plate of soup, forerunner of other
courses equally nourishing, he glowed with
approval of his noble conduct. Comrade-
ship came first. If there was any remorse
to be borne, he weuld endure it in solitary
stoicism:

Five: francs vanished, but the two Bo-
hemians had been fed. They had drunk
wine and their hearts were glad. No vision
of the future when five -francs would Yook
like one appeared to alarm them.

They ran into Marcelle and Suzanne, and
beguiled them with no great need of argu-
ment into helping them spend another ten
francs at the Bobino music-hall, with a bite
of something to eat and a glass or two later
on in the evening. :

Next day Caparolle having gone out to
get a copper plate, Charlot lay on his couch
smoking and composing a tribute to the ex-
cellence of a certain delicatessen store, a
commission no less which would bring him
in payment a package of- delectable eat-
ables, when suddenly there stole into his
consciousness the sound of heavy footsteps
ascending the stairs.

Ten million furies! It was M. Toquet
in search of his cursed rent.

Quick as a-flash Charlot sprang from his
bed, printed some words on a sheet of
paper, and opening the door noiselessly
stuck the legend thereon with a drawing pin,
then as quickly shut the door and locked it.

He heard M. Toquet arrive, grunt, shake
the door fiercely several times, then depart.

The ruse had worked. Charlot had
printed:

- “ Gone to collect money due me.
honesty prevail!”

The situation was saved for the moment.
What, was to be done next? The poet
was deeply engaged in consideration of the.

Let
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matter when he heard other footsteps com-
ing up, but light ones and attended by a
faint rustle of silk.

This was a visitor whose intrusion boded
‘no ill surely, and Charlot quickly opened
the door to Marcelle, who had much to say
to him and he to her since twelve hours had
passed since they parted.

In order that his mind might not dwell
too much upon his change of abode, seem-
ingly not far distant, Charlot spent some
time in drawing for Marcele the plan of a
magnificent chiteau which he proposed to
share with her in the future, naturally,
when the clouds had rolled by and money
was plentiful as sunshine. They had agreed
upon the number of salons, entrance halls
and lounging-rooms, with a special studio
for the production of non-commercial poe-
try, and had just reached consideration of
the *bedchamber of the proprietor and his
consort, when unfortunately Caparolle chose
to return with his copper plate and stopped
them at the threshold over which they were
preparing to step.

“ Don’t mind me,” said Caparolle, set-
ting himself down at his etching table. “ 1
have promised this plate within twenty-four
hours.”

“ We are just planning a castle,” Charlot
explained. “I had in mind a delightful
studio for you in the left wing—servants

accommodation—private banking house—

everything complete.”

“ The richest man in the world is he
who can draw upon the Bank of Imagina-
tion,” said Caparolle, who, to do him jus-
tice, was as sharp with his tongue as the
acid with which he bit into his copper
plates. ‘“ Only its notes do not stand very
high at the Bourse. Heaven! The country
must be spotted with your castles, Charlot.
I had better get busy. Don’t go, Mar-
celle.”

But Marcelle saw that it was time for
her to depart so that those two Titans of
industry might settle down to their toil,
and bestowing an embrace upon Charlot and
an encouraging word of comfort to Capa-
rolle, took her leave.

Caparolle set his hundred-frac note up in
front of him to serve as model for his pro-
posed note upon the Bank of Love, to-

_to his copying.
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gether with the first plate he had etched,
and bent over the table.

Charlot returned from his country estate
Suddenly soft footsteps
again approached. - Marcelle had forgotten -
something. Once more she wanted to say
farewell. The poet dashed to the door and
flung it open, only to meet the little eyes of
M. Toquet who stood there puffing and
grinning. The old rascal had seen Mar-
celle go up, and come down after an inter-
val long enough to lead him to believe that
she had found Charlot at home. You can
imagine Charlot’s confusion.

“ Well,” demahded Toquet, ‘‘ has hon-
esty prevailed? Where is my rent. I sup-
pose you flew from the window to get it
and returned the same way. Riches have
wings, as they say.”

He thrust his way in and walked over to
Caparolle. :

“ M. Caparolle, I trust you are ready
pay your rent. Otherwise, out into the
street you go, you and your glib friend.”

Caparolle looked up.

“Eh? Why, it is you, old spider. Can’t
you see I am busy? Run-.away.”

Toquet’s eyes opened wide and he leaned
forward. Caparolle caught his claw in
time.

“ No, you don’t.”

“ But you have a hundred-franc note
there. A new note.” '

“ Well, what about it?”

Toquet stared at the copper plate which
Caparolle had already etched, then picked
it up and held it to his short-sighted eyes.

. “The devil!l A bank-note!” he ejacu-
lated.
“ Yes, why not. Heaven!

Will you get
out and let me work?” .

“ And you made this money to-day?”
said Toquet, blinking and screwing up his
face.

“ Certainly I made that money to-day;
that very ngfe. I make money sometimes,
M. Toquet,” said Caparglle innocently.

Toquet stood grimacing, then fumbled in "
his pocket gnd produceq a tattered pocket-
book from which he drew a bundle of notes.

‘I want a clean bill for a present,” he
announced. “ They are very bard to get,
M. Caparolle, - Suppose I take your bill
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there, and give you another for it. As for
the rent, a day or two will not matter.”

Astonishment was written over the faces
of Charlot and his friend. What had hap-
pened to soften the hard heart of the old
skinflint?

Charlot was the first to recover his senses.
He gave Caparolle a nudge and the etcher,
still bewildered, exchanged his clean note
for one which had seen more service. '

Toquet carefully placed it in his pocket-
book, and stood with his head cocked to one
side, like a dissolute parrot.

“ From a plate like that,” he asked with
an air of geniality, “ you can make a num-
ber of copies, eh?”

“Yes,” replied Caparolle, scratchmg
away at his work. “ Ves, indeed. Why?”

“ A matter of curiosity. Au revoir, my
young friends.”

M. Toquet hurried away.

“ There is mischief in the wind,” said
Charlot, shaking his head. “ The day
when gemahty and Toquet enter our door in
company is one of evil for me and, I fear,
for you, too, my dear fellow.”

“ The old boy warited a clean note, That
was all.”

“ But for a present. That fishy story
smells suspicious to me. He is not the sort
of old miser to be making presents to any
one. And why this sudden interest in your
work?”

_“ Because his rent depends on my work

.and your verses, old man,” Caparolle added

hastily, seeing the poet’s face fall.

Charlot sighed, and going to the window
looked down into the street. All at once
he started. M. Toquet was spending
money. There he was seated at the café

. opposite behind a glass of beer—he drew

out his pocketbook, selected a bank-note
from it and laid it on the marble-topped
table carelessly. The waiter picked it up
and went inside. What excited Charlot’s
curiosity, however,“was the hervousness
which suddenly seemed to afflict his land-
lord. He was turning his head and peer-
ing into the interior 6f the bar‘“where the
patron was making change. His hands
were trembling, and he wagged his old head
to and fro as he squinted apprehensively
up and down the narrow street,

27

When the waiter returned with the
change, his evident relief was ludicrous.
He stuffed the money into his pocketbook,
drained his glass of beer, and shuffled
quickly across the way.

A sudden light illumined the dark re-
cesses of the poet’s brain. So that was it.
For a present, eh?

“1I have it,” he cried, turning to Capa-
rolle. “Old Toquet has just given the
patron of the Café des Fleurs your precious
hundred-franc note.”

“ Well, - what about
snapped impatiently.

“ Oh, thrice blind!” continued Charlot,
“Don’t you see? He wanted to make
sure if the note was all right—if the patron
would accept it.”

“ What are you raving about?” asked
Caparolle, sitting upright. “ Why shouldn’t
the patron take it?. It was a perfectly good

it?” Caparolle

- note.”

“You made it to-day, so you should
know,” said Charlot, rolling on the floor in
a fit of uncontrollable mirth. Diex! The
old scoundrel thought you made it—with
your own hands—here—from that fool
plate of yours—he is blind as a bat—he
jumped at the 1dea that you had counter+
feited it.” .

¢ Impossible!”

“Not a bit. Heaven! Why did we not
see what he was hinting at? Here we have
the explanation.”

“The devil!” groaned Caparolle, over~
come. “What is to prevent his running
to the police station with his cock-and-bulk
story? We shall be in a fine mess if we
are hauled off to interview the commissary,
And here I have to get this plate done. He
may be on his way there now.”

“ No!” Charlot reassured him.
him come back to the house.”

“He has some scheme up his sleeve. Why
did he sing so softly about our rent? It is
very mysterious.” Caparolle was agitated.
“1 distrust the spider and his webs.” ~

“1It is something to make us shudder,”

“1 saw

Charlot agreed. “ Oh, we shall sweat blood
for this, that I am positive of. Let me
think, now. Sapristi, Marcelle! He has

cast an unholy-eye on Marcelle.”
‘“ Or Suzanne,” suggested the etcher jeals
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ously. “ He is going to propose some dia-

bolical bargain to us!”

. ‘“Oh, art,” moaned the poet, ‘ how many
crimes are committed for thy sake. We

shall lose this haven of happiness, we shall

lose those who blessed it with their sweet

presence, we shall—"

*“ Shut up!”

“ Ah—brood in silence—stew in your
own misery,” said Charlot, and returned to
his doleful task.

The wretches were not long left in doubt
as to M. Toquet’s intentions. That worthy
extortioner puffed up-stairs again and came
in with an amazing air of secrecy which
would have gone very well at the Theater of
Montparnesse, but was eut of place in this
attic setting.

He closed the door behind him and stood
beaming with such an attempt at cordiality
that the hearts of his tenants sank/to their
boots.

“Listen,” he said softly to Caparolle,
‘“you are a clever young man. Quite an
artist, my lad. Can you make an exact
copy of anything placed before you?”

““ Yes, surely,” Caparolle told him.

“ Even of a thousand-franc note, eh?’” ;

M. Toquet was trembling with eagerness.

‘1 suppose I could,” answered Caparolle,
‘perplexed beyond expression by this inter-
rogation, * but I do not understand.”

M. Toquet lqoked from one to the other.

“ We three, eh—a little partnership. No-
body else.”

As the two bohemians gaped at each
other in bewilderment, their landlord, evi-
dently assured that he was among comrades,
drew out a bank-note and placed it on the
desk before Caparolle.”

“ What do you think of that?” he asked
with a chuckle. “ That is a very pretty ex-
ample of a thousand-franc note—very
clean—very clear. It is yours.”

“Mine!” said Caparolle, passing his hand
before his eyes as if to dispel some surpris-
ing vision. ‘ Mine?”

“ Absolutely,” s#ld Toquet in a whisper.
“Ssh! Between ourselves, my boy, and
you, my estimable M. Charlot. Only in re-
turn you will make me a plate like that.”

He pointed to Caparolle’s copper plate.

“But for a thousand—a thousand. It
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is understood. Not a word more. You ac-
cept. Good. Now get to work, mon brave,
and old Toquet will say nothing more about
the rent.”

He tiptoed out leaving the dumfounded
pair to their own topsy-turvy thoughts.

“1 am dreaming,” said ‘Charlot drunk-

enly. “I am dreaming. Let me feel that
note, Caparolle. The devil has come to us
disguised as ’quuet This paper will
change to a leaf in a second. No! Itis a
real thousand-franc note. We are men of
wealth.”
" “ Five hundred francs apiece,” murmured
Caparolle, breathing heavily like a man
who has just escaped from drowning. “ Let
us go out, eat, and look for a lodging more
fitted to our new station in life. This is all
very well for rats, but for capitalists—
no! Allons! 1f 1 am to do any work I
must eat. Come along, Homer.”

This excellent plan was carried into ef-
fect, and choosing a time when M. Toquet
was absent from his post of observation the
couple moved out their belongings.

* 4 listened to this incredible tale in silence.

“ Eh bien!” Charlot asked, *“ What is the
matter? Is my account of how I was saved
from starvation not amusing enough for
you? I laugh myself now when I think
of old Toquet.” .

“ That is it? How could you possibly
get away with it? In the first place, did
Toguet not make a fuss and try to recover
the money which vou took from him?”

“Took? He gave it to us—unasked.”

“ But there was some agreement—one-
sided, perhaps—tacit—but still an agree-
ment. Caparolle was to give him an etched
plate for a thousand.”

“ He did.” ,

“The devil! But he was guilty of coun-
terfeiting. How did he get around that?”

‘“ But you have missed the point, mon
vieux. The plate on which Caparolle was
working ha& noting to do with the Bank of
France—:it ‘was that to which T oquet point-
ed. I should have liked to see his face
when he opened the package. He got his
note for a thousand all right—but it was
a thousand kisses on the Bank of Love, and
assuredly there was no agreement that he
was to collect them from us.”
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CHAPTER L
A WORLD INSANE.

all his lifetime of perhaps twenty years,
Ft had never occurred to Burl to wonder
what his grandfather had thought about
his surroundings. The grandfather had
come to an untimely end in a rather un-
pleasant fashion which Burl remembered
vaguely as a succession of screams coming
more and more faintly to his ears while
he was being carried away at the top speed
of which his mother was capable,

Burl had rarely or never thought of the
old gentleman since. Surely he had never
wondered in the abstract of what his great-
grandfather thought, and most surely of all,
there never entered his head such a purely
hypethetical question as the one of what
his many-times-great-grandfather—say of
the year 1920—would have thought of the
scene in which Burl found himself,

He was treading cautiously over a brown-
ish carpet of fungus growth, creeping fur-
tively toward the stream which he knew

by the generic title of * water.” It was
the only water he knew. Towering far
above his head, three man-heights high,
great toadstools hid the grayish sky from
his sight. Clinging to the foot-thick stalks
of the toadstools were still other fungi, para-
sites upon the growths that had once been
parasites themselves.

Burl himself was a slender young man
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wearing a single garment twisted about his
waist, made from the wing-fabric of a great
moth the members of his tribe had slain
as it emerged from its cocoon. His skin
was fair, without a trace of sunburn. In
all his lifetime he had never seen the sun,
though the sky was rarely hidden from view
save by the giant fungi which, with monster
cabbages, were the only growing things he
knew. Clouds usually spread overhead, and
when they did not, the perpetual haze made
the sun but an indefinitely brighter part of
the sky, never a sharply edged ball of fire,
Fantastic mosses, misshapen fungus
growths, colossal molds and yeasts, were the
essential parts of the landscape through
which he moved.

Once as he had dodged through the forest
of huge toadstools, his shoulder touched
a cream-colored stalk, giving the whole fun-
gus a tiny shock. Instantly, from the um-
brella-like mass of pulp overhead, a fine and
impalpable powder fell upon him like snow.
It was the season when the toadstools sent
out their spores, or seeds, and they had been
dropped upon him at the first sign of dis-
turbance.

Furtive as he was, he paused to brush
them from his head and hair. They were
deadly poison, as he knew well.

Burl would have been a curious sight to
a man of the twentieth century. His skin
was pink like that of a child, and there was
but little hair upon his body. Even that on
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top of his head was soft and downy. His
chest was larger than his forefathers’ had
been, and his cars seemed almost capable of
independent movement, to catch threatening
sounds from any direction. His eyes, large
and blue, possessed pupils which could di-
late to extreme size, allowing him to see in
almost complete darkness.

He was the result of the thirty thousand
vears’ attempt of the human race to adapt
itself to the change that had begun in the
latter half of the twentieth century.

At about that time, civilization had been
high, and apparently secure. Mankind had
reached a permanent agreement among it-
self, and all men had equal opportunities
to education and leisure. Machinery did
most of the labor of the world, and men
were only required to supervise its opera-
tion. All men were well-fed, all men- were
well-educated, and it seemed that until the
end of time the earth would be the abode
of a community of comfortable human be-
ings, pursuing their studies and diversions,
their illusions and their truths. Peace,

quietness, privacy, freedom were universal.
"~ Then, just when men were congratulating
themselves that the Golden Age had come
again, it was obgerved that the planet
seemed ill at ease. Fissures opened slowly
in the crust, and carbonic acid gas—the
carbon dioxide of chemists—began to pour
out into the atmosphere. That gas had
long been known to be present in the air,
and was considered necessary to plant life.
Most of the plants of the world took the
gas and absorbed its carbon into themselves,
releasing the oxygen for use again.

Scientists had calculated that a great deal
of the earth’s increased fertility was due to
the larger quantities of carbon dioxide re-
leased by the activities of man in burning
his coal and petroleum Because of those
views, for some years no great alarm was
ca,used by the continuous exhalation from
the world’s interior.

Constantly, however, the volume in
creased. New fissures constantly opened,
each one adding a new source of carbon
dioxide, and each one pouring into the al-
ready laden atmosphere more of the gas—
beneficent in small quantities, but as the
world learned, deadly in large ones.
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The percentage of the heavy, vapor-like
gas increased. The whole body of the air
became heavier through its admixture. It
absorbed more moisture and became more
humid. Rainfall increased. Climates grew
warmer. \V'egetation became more luxuri-
ant—but the air gradually became less ex-
hilarating.

Sodh the health of mankind began to be
affected. At¢customed through long ages to
breath air rich in oxygen and poor in carbon
dioxide, men suffered. Only those who lived
on high plateaus or on tall mountain-tops
remained unaffected. The plants of the
earth, though nourished and increasing in
size beyond those ever seen before, were un-

-able to dispose of the continually increas-

ing flood of carbon dioxide exhaled by the
weary, planet.

By the middle of the twenty-first century
it was generally recognized that a new -car-
boniferous period was about to take place,
when the earth’s atmosphere would be thick
and humid, unbreathable by man, when
giant grasses and ferns would form the only
vegetation.

When the twenty-first century drew to a
close the whole human race began to revert
to conditions closely approximating savag-
ery. The lowlands were unbearable. Thick
jungles of rank growth covered the ground.
The air was depressing and ennervating.
Men could live there, but it was a sickly,
fever-ridden existence. The whole popula-
tion of the earth desired the high lands,
and as the low country became more un-
bearable, men forgot their two centuries of

"peace.

They fought destructively, each for a bit
of land where he might live and breathe,
Then men began to die, men who had per-
sisted in remaining near sea-level. . They
could not live in the poisonous air. The
danger zone crept up as the earth-fissures
tirelessly poured out their steady streams of
foul gas. Stion ‘men could not live within
five hundred - feet of sea-level. The low-
lands went wncultivated, and became jun-
gles of a thidkness comparable only to those
of the first carboniferous period.

Then men died of sheer inanition at a
thousand feet. The plateaus and mountain-
tops were crowded with folk struggling for (
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a foothold and food beyond the invisible
menace that crept up, and up—

These things did not take place in one
year, or in ten. Not in one generation, but
in several. Between the time when the
chemists of the International Geophysical
Institute announced that the proportion of
carhon dioxide in the air had increased from
.04 per cent to .1 per cent and the time
when at sea-level six per cent of the at-
mosphere was the deadly gas, more than
two hundred years intervened.

Coming gradually, as it did, the poison-
ous effects of the deadly stuff increased with
insidious slowness. First the lassitude, then
the heaviness of brajn, then the weakness of
body. Mankind ceased to grow in numbers.
After a long period, the race had fallen to a
fraction of its former size. There was room
in plenty on the mountain-tops—but the
danger-level continued to creep up.

There was but one solution. The human
body would have to inure itself to the
poison, or it was doomed to extinction. It
finally developed a toleration for the gas
that had wiped out race after race and
nation after nation, but at a terrible cost.
Lungs increased in size to secure the oxygen
on which life depended, but the poison, in-
haled at every breath, left the few survivors
sickly and filled with a perpetual weariness.
Their minds lacked the energy to cope with
new problems or transmit the knowledge
they possessed.

And after thirty thousand years, Burl,
a direct descendant of the first president
of the Universal Republic, crept through a
forest of toadstools and fungus growths.
He was ignorant of fire, of metals, of the
uses of stone and wood. A single garment
covered him. His language was a scanty
group of a few hundred labial sounds, con-
veying no abstractions and few concrete
things.

- He was ignorant of the uses of wood.
There was no wood in the scanty territory
furtively inhabited by his tribe. - With the
increase in heat and humidity the trees had
begun to die out. Those of northern climes
went first, the oaks, the cedars, the maples.
Then the pines—the beeches went early—
the cypresses, and finally even the forests
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reeds, bamboos and their kin, were able to
flourish in the new, steaming atmosphere.
The thick jungles gave place to dense thick-
ets of grasses and ferns, now become tree-
ferns again.

And then the fungi took their place.
Flourishing as never before, flourishing on
a planet of torrid heat and perpetual
miasma, on whose surface the sun never
shone directly because of an ever-thickening
bank of clouds that hung sullenly overhead,
the fungi sprang up. About the dank pools
that festered over the surface of the earth,
fungus growths began to cluster. Of every
imaginable shade and color, of all monstrous
forms and malignant purposes, of huge size
and flabby volume, they spread over the
land.

The grasses and ferns gave place to them.
Squat toodstools, flaking molds, evil-smell-
ing yeasts, vast mounds of- fungi inextric-
ably mingled as to species, but growing, for-
ever growing and exhaling an odor of dark
places..

The strange growths now grouped them-
selves in forests, horrible travesties on the
vegetation they had succeeded. They grew
and grew with feverish intensity beneath a
clouded or a haze-obscured sky, while above
them fluttered gigantic butterflies and huge
moths, sipping daintily of their cerruption.

The insects alone of all the animal world
above water, were able to endure the
change. They multiplied exceedingly, and
enlarged themselves in the thickened air.
The solitary vegetation—as distinct from
fungus growths—that had survived was now
a degenerate form of the cabbages that had
once fed peasants. On those rank, colossal
masses of foliage, the stolid grubs and cater-
pillars ate themselves to maturity, then
swung below in strong cocoons to sleep
the sleep of metamorphosis from which they
emerged to spread their wings and fly.

The tiniest butterflies of former days had
increased their span until their gaily colored
wings should be described in terms of feet,
while the larger emperor moths extended
their purple sails to a breadth of yards upon
yards. Burl himself would have been
dwarfed beneath the overshadowing fabric
of their wings. '

of the jungles vanished. Only grasses and § It was fortunate that they, the largest
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flying creatures, were harmless or nearly so.
Burl’s fellow tribesmen sometimes came
upon a cocoon just about to open, and
waited patiently beside it until the beautiful
creature within broke through its matted
shell and came out into the sunlight.

Then, before it had gathered energy from
the air, and before its wings had swelled
to strength and firmness, the tribesmen fell
upon it, tearing the filmy, delicate wings
from its body and the limbs from its car-
cass. Then, when it lay helpless before
them, they carried away the juicy, meat-
filled limbs to be eaten, leaving the still liv-
ing body to stare helplessly at this strange
world through its many-faceted eyes and
become a prey to the voracious ants who
would soon clamber upon it, and carry it
away in tiny fragments to thelr underground
city.

- Not all the insect world was so - helpless
or so unthreatening. - Burl-knew of wasps
almost the length of his own body who
possessed stings that were instantly fatal.
To every species of wasp, however, some
. other insect is predestined prey, and the
furtive members of Burl’s tribe feared them
but little, as they sought only the prey to
which their instinct led them.
" Bees were similarly aloof. They were
hard put to it for existence, those bees.
Few flowers bloomed, and they were re-
duced to expedients once considered signs
of degeneracy in their race. - Bubbling
veasts and fouler things, occasionally the
nectarless blooms of the rank, giant cab-
bages. Burl knew the bees. They djoned
overhead, nearly as large as he was him-
self, their bulging eyes gazing at him with

abstracted preoccupation. And crickets,
and beetles, and spiders—
Burl knew spiders! His grandfather had

been the prey of one of the hunting tarantu-
las, which had leaped with incredible feroc-
ity from his excavated tunnel in the earth.
A vertical pit in the ground, two feet in
diameter, went down for twenty feet. At
the bottom of that lair the black-bellied
monster waited for the tiny sounds that
would warn him of prey approaching his
hiding-place. (Lycosa fasciata).

Burl’s grandfather had been careless, and
the terrible shrieks he uttered as the horrible
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monster darted from the pit and seized him
had lingered vaguely in Burl’s mind ever
since. Burl had seen, too, the monster webs
of another species of spider, and watched
from a safe distance as the misshapen body
of the huge creature sucked the juices from
a three-foot cricket that had become en-
tangled in its trap.

Burl had remembered the strange stripes
of yellow and black and silver that crossed
upon its abdomen. (Epiera fasciata). He
had been fascinated by the struggles of the
imprisoned insect, coiled in a hopeless tangle
of sticky, gummy ropes the thickness of
Burl’s finger, cast about its body before the
spider made any attempt to approach.

Burl knew these dangers. They were a
part of his life. It was his accustomedness
to them, and that if his ancestors, that
made his existence possible. He was able
to evade them; so he survived. A moment
of carelessness, an instant’s relaxation of his
habitual caution, and he would be one with
his forebears, forgotten meals of long-dead
inhuman monsters.

Three days before, Burl had crouched
behind a bulky, shapeless fungus growth
while he watched a furious duel between
two huge horned beetles. Their jaws, gap-
ing wide, clicked and clashed upon each
others’ impenetrable armor. Their legs
crashed like so many cymbals as their pol-
ished surfaces ground and struck against
each other. They were fighting over some
particularly attractive bit of carrion.”

Burl had watched with all his eyes until
a gaping orifice appeared in the armor of
the smaller of the two. It uttered a shrill
cry, or seemed to cry out. The noise was
actually the tearing of the horny stuff be-
neath the victorious jaws of the adversary.

The wounded beetle struggled more and
more feebly. At last it collapsed, and the
conqueror placidly began to eat the con-
quered before life was extinct.

Burl waited until the meal was finished,
and then approached the scene with- cau-
tion. An ant—the forerunner of many—
was already inspecting the carcass.

Burl usually ignored the ants. They were
stupid, short-sighted insects, and not hun-
ters. Save when attacked, they offered no
injury. They were scavengers, on the look-
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out for the dead and dying, but they would
fight viciously if their prey were questioned,
and they were dangerous opponents. They
were from three inches, for the tiny black
ants, to a foot for the large termites.

Burl was hasty when he heard the tiny
clickings of their limbs as they approached.
He seized the sharp-pointed snout of the
victim, detached from the body, and fled
from the scene.

Later, he inspected his find with curios-
ity. The smaller victim had been a Mino-
taur beetle, with a sharp-pointed horn like
that of a rhinoceros to reinforce his offen-
sive armament, already dangerous because
of his wide jaws. The jaws of a beetle
work from side to side, instead of up and
down, and this had made the protection
complete in no less than three directions.

Burl inspected the sharp, danger-like in-
strument in his hand. He felt its point,
and it pricked his finger. He flung it aside
as he crept to the hiding-place of his tribe.
There were only twenty of them, four or
five men, six or seven women, and the rest
girls and children.

Burl had been wondering at the strange
feelings that came over him when he looked
at one of the girls. She was younger than
Burl—perhaps eighteen—and fleeter of foot
than he. They talked together, sometimes,
and once or twice Burl shared with her an
especially succulent find of foodstuffs.

The next morning he found the horn
where he had thrown it, sticking in the flab-
by.side of a toadstool. He pulled it out,
and gradually, far back in his mind, an idea
began to take shape. He sat for some time
with the thing in his hand, considering
it with a far-away look in his eyes. From
time to time he stabbed at a toadstool, awk-
wardly, but with gathering skill. His im-
agination began to work fitfully. He visu-
alized himself stabbing food with it as the
larger beetle had stabbed the former owner
of the weapon in his hand.

Burl could not imagine himself coping
with one of the fighting insects. He could
only picture himself, dimly, stabbing some-
thing that was food with this death-dealing
thing. It was longer than his arm and
though clumsy to the hand, an effective and
terribly sharp implement.
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He thought. Where was there food, food
that lived, that would not fight back? Pres-
ently he rose and began to make his way
toward the tiny river. Yellow-bellied newts
swam in its waters. The swimming larve
of a thousand insects floated about its sur-
face or crawled upon its bottom.

There were deadly things there, too.
Giant crayfish snapped their horny claws
at the unwary. Mosquitoes of four-inch
wing-spread sometimes made their humming
way above the river. The last survivors of
their race, they werddying out for lack of
the plant-juices on which the maie of the
species lived, but even so they were formid-
able. Burl had learned to crush them with
fragments of fungus. -

He crept slowly through the forest of
toadstools. Brownish fungus was underfoot.
Strange orange, red, and purple molds clus-
tered about the bases of the creamy toad-
stool stalks. Once Burl paused to run his
sharp-pointed weapon through a fleshy stalk
and reassure himself that what he planned
was practicable.

He made his way furtively through the
forest of misshapen growths. Once he heard
a tiny clicking, and froze into stillness. It
was a troop of four or five ants, each some
eight inches long, returning along their
habitual pathway to their city. They moved
sturdily, heavily laden, along the route
marked with the black and odorous formic
acid exuded from the bodies of their com-
rades. Burl waited until they had passed,
then went on.

He came to the bank of the river. Green
scum covered a great deal of its surface,
scum occasionally broken by a slowly en-
larging bubble of some gas released from
decomposing matter on the bottom. In the
center of the placid stream the current ran
a little more swiftly, and the water itself
was visible.

Over the shining current water-spiders
ran swiftly. They had not shared in the
general increase of size that had taken place
in the insect world. Depending upon the
capillary qualities of the water to support
them, an increase in size and weight would
have deprived them of the means of locomo-
tion.

From the spot where Burl first peered
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at the water the green scum spread out for
many yards into the stream. He could not
see what swam and wriggled and crawled

beneath the evil-smelling covering. He

peered up and down the banks.

Perhaps a hundred and fifty yards below,
the current came near the shore. An out-
cropping of rock there made a steep descent
to the river, from which yellow shelf-fungi
stretched out. Dark-red and orange above,
they were light-yellow below, and they
formed a series of platforms above the
smoothly flowing stream. Burl made his
way cautiously toward them.

On his way he saw one of the edible
mushrooms that formed so large a part of
his diet, and paused to break from the flab-
by flesh an amount that would feed him for
many days. It was too often the custom
of his people to find‘a store of food, carry
it to their hiding-place, and then gorge
themselves for days, eating, sleeping, and
waking only to eat again until the food was
gone.

Absorbed as he was in his plan of trying
his new weapon, Burl was tempted to re-
He would give Saya
of this food, and they would eat together.
Saya was the maiden who roused unusual
emotions in Burl. He felt strange impulses
stirring within him when she was near, a

desire to touch her, to caress her. He did

not understand. .

He went on, after hesitating. If he
brought her food, Saya would be pleased,
but if he brought het of the things that
swam in the stream, she would be still more
pleased. Degraded as his tribe had become,
Burl was yet a little more intelligent than
they. He was an atavism, a throwback to
ancestors who had cultivated the earth and
subjugated its animals. He had a vague
idea of pride, unformed but potent.

No man within memory had hunted or
slain for food. They knew of meat, yes,
but it had been the fragments left by an
insect-hunter, seized and carried away by
the men before the perpetually alert ant-
colonies had sent their foragers to the
scene.

If Burl did what no man before him
had done, if he brought a whole carcass to
his tribe, they would envy him. They were

preoccupied solely with their stomachs, and
after that with the preservation of their
lives. The perpetuation of the race came
third in their consideration.

They were herded together in a leader-
less group, coming to the same hiding-place
that they might share in the finds of the
lucky and gather comfort from their num-
bers. Of weapons, they had none. They
sometimes used stones to crack open the
limbs of the huge insects they found partly
devoured, cracking them open for the sweet
meat to be found inside, but they sought
safety from their enemies solely in flight
and hiding.

Their enemies were not as numerous as
might have been imagined. Most of the
meat-eating insects have their allotted prey.
The sphex—a hunting wasp—{feeds solely
upon grasshoppers.. Other wasps eat flies
only. The pirate-bee eats bumblebees only.
Spiders were the principal enemies of man,
as they devour with a terrifying impartial-
ity all that falls into their clutches.

Burl reached the spot.from which he
might gaze down into the water. He lay
prostrate, staring into the shallow depths.
Once a huge crayfish, as long as Burl’s body,
moved leisurely across his vision. Small
fishes and even the huge newts fled before
the voracious creature.

After a long time: the tide of underwater
life resumed its activity. The wriggling
grubs of the dragon-flies reappeared. Little.
flecks of silver swam into view—a school
of tiny fish. A larger fish appeared, moving
slowly through the water.

Burl’s eyes glistened and his mouth wat-
ered. He reached down with his long
weapon. It barely touched the water. Dis-
appointment filled him, yet the nearness and
the apparent practicability of his scheme
spurred him on.

He considered the situation. There were
the shelf-fungi below him. He rose and
moved to a point just above them, then
thrust his spear down. They resisted its
point. Burl felt them tentatively with his
foot, then dared to thrust his weight to
them. They held him firmly. He clam-
bered down and lay flat upon them, peering
over the edge as before,

The large fish, as long as Burl’s arm,
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swam slowly to and fro below him. Burl
had seen the former owner of his spear
strive to thrust it into his opponents, and
knew that a thrust was necessary. - He had
tried his weapon upon toadstools—had prac-
tised with it. When the fish swam below
him, he thrust sharply downward. The
spear seemed to bend when it entered the
water, and missed its mark by inches, to
Burl’s astonishment. He tried again and
again.

He grew angry with the fish below him
for eluding his efforts to kill it. Repeated
strokes had left it untouched, and it was
unwary, and did not even try to run away.

Burl became furious. The big fish came
to rest directly beneath his hand. Burl
thrust downward with all his strength. This
time the spear, entering vertically, did not
seem to bend. It went straight down. Its
point penetrated the scales of the swimmen
below, transfixing that lazy fish completely.

An uproar began. The fish, struggling
to escape, and Burl, trying to draw it up
to his perch, made a huge commotion. In
his excitement Burl did not observe a tiny
ripple some distance away. The monster
crayfish was attracted by the disturbance
and was approaching.

The unequal combat continued. Burl
hung on desperately to the end of his spear.
Then there was a tremor in Burl’s support,
it gave way, and fell into the stream with
~ amighty splash, Burl went.under, his eyes
open, facing death. And as he sank, his
wide-open eyes saw waved before him the
gaping claws of the huge crayfish, large
enough to sever a limb with a smgle stroke
of their jagged jaws.

CHAPTER 1L
THE BLACK-BELLIED SPIDER.

HE openeéd his mouth to scream, a re-

plica of the terrible screams of his
grandfather, seized by a black-bellied taran-
tula years before, but no sound came forth.
Only bubbles floated to the surface of the
water. He beat the unresisting fluid with
his hands—he did not know how to swim.
The colossal creature approached leisurely,
while Burl struggled helplessly.
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His arms struck a solid object, and
grasped it convulsively. A second later he -
had swung it between himself and the huge
crustacean. He felt a shock as the mighty
jaws closed upon the corklike fungus, then
felt himself drawn upward as the crayfish
released his hold and the shelf-fungus
floated to the surface. Having given way
beneath him, it had been carried below him
in his fall, only to rise within his reach just
when most needed.

Burl’s head popped above water and he
saw a larger bit of tHe fungus floating near
by. Less securely anchored to the rocks of
the river-bank than the shelf to which Burl
had trusted himself, it had been dislodged
when the first shelf gave way. It was
larger than the fragment to which Burl
clung, and floated higher in the water.

Burl was cool with a terrible self-posses-
sion. He seized it and struggled to draw
himself on top of it. It tilted as his weight
came upon it, and nearlyqverturned, but he
paid no heed. With desperate haste, he
clawed with hands and feet until he could
draw himself clear of the water, of which
he would forever retain a slight fear.

As he pulled himself upon the furry,
orange-brown upper surface, a sharp blow
struck his foot. The crayfish, disgusted at
finding only what was to it a tasteless mor-
sel ip the shelf-fungus, had made a languid
stroke at Burl’s wriggling foot in the water.
Failing to grasp the fleshy member, the
crayfish retreated, disgruntled and annoyed.
- And Burl floated down-stream, perched,
weaponless and alone, frightened and in
constant danger, upon a flimsy raft com-
posed of a degenerate fungus floating sog-
gily in the water. He floated slowly down
the stream of a river in whose waters death
lurked unseen, upon whose banks was peril,
and above whose reaches danger fluttered
on golden wings.

It was a long ‘time before he recovered
his self-possession, and when he did he
looked first for his spear. It was floating in
the water, still transfixing the fish whose
capture had endangered Burl’s life. The
fish now floated with its belly upward, all
life gone.

So insistent was Burl’s instinct for food
“hat his predicament was forgotten when he
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saw his prey just out of his reach. He gazed
at it, and his mouth watered, while his
cranky craft went down-stream, spinning
slowly in the current. He lay flat on the
floating fungoid, and strove to reach out
and grasp the end of the spear.

The raft tilted and nearly flung him over-
board again. A little later he discovered
that it sank more readily on one side than
on the other. That was due, of course, to
the greater thickness—and oconsequently
greater buoyancy—of the part which had
grown next the rocks of the river-bank.

Burl found that if he lay with his head
stretching above that side, it did not sink
into the water. He wriggled into this new
position, then, and waited until the slow
revolution of his vessel brought the spear-
shaft near him. He stretched his fingers
and his arm, and touched, then grasped it.

A moment later he was tearing strips of
flesh from the side of the fish and cramming
the oily mess into his mouth with great en-
joyment. He had lost his edible mush-
room. That danced upon the waves several
yards away, but Burl ate contentedly of
what he possessed. He did not worry about
what was before him. That lay in the
future, but suddenly he realized that he was
being carried farther and farther from Saya,
the maiden of his tribe who caused strange
bliss to steal over him when he contem-
plated her.

The thought came to him when he vis-
ualized the delight with which she would
receive a gift of part of the fish he had
caught. He was suddenly stricken with
dumb sorrow. He lifted his head and looked
ongingly at the riverbanks.

A long, monotonous row of strangely col-
ored fungus growths. No healthy green,
but pallid, cream-colored toadstools, some
bright orange, lavender, and purple molds,
vivid carmine “rusts” and mildews,,
spreading up the banks from the turgid
slime. The sun was not a ball of fire, but
merely shone as a bright golden patch in

" the haze-filled sky, a-patch whose limits
could not be defined or marked. )

In the faintly pinkish light that filtered
down through the air a multitude of flying
objects could be seen. Now and then a
cricket or a grasshopper made its bullet-
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butterflies fluttered gayly above the silent,
seemingly lifeless world. Bees lumbered
anxiously about, seeking the cross-shaped
flowers of the monster cabbages. Now and
then a slender-waisted, yellow-stomached
wasp flew alertly through the air. .

Burl watched them with a strange indif-
ference. The wasps were as long as he him-
self. The bees, on end, could match his
height. The butterflies ranged, from tiny
creatures barely capable of shading his face,
to colossal things in-the folds of whose wings
he could have been lost. And above him
fluttered dragon-flies, whose long, spindle-
like bodies were three times the length of his
own.

Burl ignored them all. Sitting there, an
incongruous creature of pink skin and soft
brown hair upon an orange fungus floating
in midstream, he was filled with despon-
dency because the current carried him for-
ever farther and farther from a certain slen-
der-limbed maiden of his tiny tribe, whose
glances caused an odd commotion in his
breast. ‘

The day went on. Once, Burl saw upon
the blue-green mold that there spread up-
ward from the river, a band of large, red,
Amazon ants, marching in orderly array, to

_taid the city of a colony of black ants, and

carry away the eggs they would find there.
The eggs would be hatched, and the small
black creatures made the slaves of the bri-
gands who had stolen them.

The Amazon ants can live only by the
labor of their slaves, and for that reason are
mighty warriors in their world. Later,
etched against the steaming mist that ovér-
hung everything as far as the eye could
reach, Burl saw strangely shaped, swollen
branches rearing themselves from the
ground. He knew what they were. A hard-
rinded fungus that grew upon itself in pecu-
liar mockery of the vegetation that had
vanished ‘from the earth.

And again he saw pear-shaped objects
above some of which floated little clouds of
smoke. They, too, were fungus growths,
puffballs, which when touched emit what
seems a puff of vapor. These would have
towered above Burl’s head, had he stood
beside them.
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And then, as the day drew to an end,
he saw in the distance what seemed a range
of purple hills. They were tall hills to
Burl, some sixty or seventy feet high, and
they seemed to be the agglomeration of
a formless growth, multiplying its organ-
isms and forms upon itself until the whole
formed an irregular, cone-shaped mound.
Burl watched them apathetically.

Presently, he ate again of the oily fish.
The taste was pleasant to him, accustomed
to feed mostly upon insipid mushrooms. He
stuffed himself, though the size of his prey
left by far the larger part still uneaten.

He still held his spear firmly beside him.
It had brought him into trouble, but Burl
possessed a fund of obstinacy. Unlike most
of his -tribe, he associated the spear, with
the food it had secured, rather than the
difficulty into which it had led him. When
he had eaten his fill he picked it up and
examined it again. The. sharpness of its
point was unimpaired. ’

Burl handled it meditatively, debating
whether or not to attempt to fish again.
The shakiness of his’ little raft dissuaded
‘him, and he abandoned the idea. Presently
he stripped a sinew from the garment about
his middle and hung the fish about his neck
with it. That would leave him both hands
free.  Then he sat cross-legged upon the
soggily floating fungus, like a pink-skinned
Buddha, and watched the shores go by.

Time had passed, and it was drawing near
sunset. Burl, never having seen the sun
save as a bright spot in the overhanging
haze, did not think of the coming of night
as “sunset.” To him it was the letting
down of darkness from the sky.

To-day happened to be an exceptionally
bright day, and the haze was not as thick
as usual. Far to the west, the thick mist
turned to gold, while the™ thicker clouds
above became blurred masses of dull-red.
Their shadows seemed like lavender from
the contrast of shades. Upon the still sur-
face of the river, all the myriad tints and
shadings were reflected with an incredible
faithfulness, and the shining tops of the
giant mushrooms by the river brim glowed
faintly pink. !

" Dragonflies buzzed over his head in their
swift and angular flight, the metallic luster
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of their bodies glistening in the rosy light.
Great yellow butterflies flew lightly above
the stream. Here, there, and everywhere
upon the water appeared the shell-formed
boats of a thousand caddis flies, floating
upon the surface while they might.

Burl could have thrust his hand down
into their cavities and seized the white
worms that inhabited the strange craft. The
huge bulk of a tardy bee droned heavily
overhead. Burl glanced upward and saw
the long proboscis and the hairy hinder legs
with their scanty load of pollen. He saw
the great, multiple-lensed eyes with their ex-
pression of stupid preoccupation, and even
the sting that would mean death alike for
him and for the giant insect, should it be
used.

The crimson radiance grew dim at the
edge of the world. The purple hills had
Jong been left behind. Now the slender
stalks of ten thousand round-domed mush-
ropms lined the river-bank, and beneath
them- spread fungi of all colors, from the
rawest red to palest blue, but all now fading
slowly to a nonochromatic background in
the growing dusk.

The buzzing, fluttering, and the flapping
of the insects of the day died slowly down,
while from a million hiding-places there
crept out into the deep night soft and furry
bodies of great moths, who preened them-
selves and smoothed their feathery antenna
before taking to the air. The strong-limbed
crickets set up their thunderous noise—
grown gravely bass with the increasing size

‘of the organs by which the sound was made

—and then there began to gather on the
water those slender spirals of tenuous mist
that would presently blanket the stream
in a mantle of thin fog.

Night fell.  The clouds above seemed to
Jower and grow dark. Gradually, now a
drop and then a drop, now a drop and then
a drop, the languid fall of large, warm rain-
drops that would drip from the moisture-
laden skies all through the night began.
The edge of the stream became a place
where great disks of coolly glowing flame
appeared.

- The mushrooms that bordered on the
river were faintly phosphorescent (Pleuro-
tus phosphoreus ) and shone coldly upon the
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“rusts ” and flake-fungi beneath their feet.
Here and there a ball of lambent flame ap-
peared, drifting idly ‘above the steaming,
festering earth.

Thirty thousand years before, men had
called them “ will-o’-the-wisps,” but Burl
simply stared at them, accepting them as he
accepted all that passed. Only a man at-
tempting to advance in the scale of civiliza-
tion tries to explain everything that he
sees. The savage and the child is most
often content to observe without comment,
unless he repeats the legends told him by
wise folk who are possessed by the itch of
knowledge.

Burl watched for a long time. Great fire-
flies whose beacons lighted up their sur-
roundings for many yards—fireflies Burl
knew to be as long as his spear—great fire-
flies shed their intermittant glows upon the
stream. Softly fluttering wings, in great
beats that poured torrents of air upon him,
passed above Burl.

The air was full of winged creatures. The
night was broken by their cries, by the
sound of their invisible wings, by their cries
of anguish and their mating calls. Above
him and on all sides the persistent, intense
life of the insect world went on ceaselessly,
but Burl rocked back and forth upon his
frail mushroom boat and wished to weep
because he was being carried from his tribe,
and from Saya—Saya of the swift feet and
white teeth, of the shy smile.

Burl may have been homesick, but his
principal thoughts were of Saya. He had
dared greatly to bring a gift of fresh meat
to her, meat captured as meat had never
been known to be taken by a member of the
tribe. And now he was being carried from
her!

He lay, disconsolate, upon his floating
atom on the water for a great part of the
night. It was long after midnight when
the mushroom raft struck gently and re-
mained grounded ‘upon a shallow in the
stream.

When the light came in the morning,
Burl gazed about him keenly. He was some
twenty yards from the shore, and the green-
ish scum surrounded. his now disintegrat-
ing vessel. The river had widened out un-
til the other bank was barely to be seen

through the haze above the surface of the
river, but the nearer shore seemed firm and
no more full of dangers than the territory
his tribe inhabited. He felt the depth of
the water with his spear, then was struck
with the multiple usefulnesses of that
weapon. The water would come but slight-
ly above his ankles, -

Shivering a little with fear, Burl stepped
down into the water, then made for the
bank at the top of his speed. He felt a soft
something clinging to one of his bare feet.
With an access of terror, he ran faster, and
stumbled upon the shore in a panic. He
stared down at his foot. A shapeless, flesh-
colored pad clung to his heel, and as Burl
watched, it began to swell slowly, while the
pink of its wrinkled folds deepened.

It was no more than a leech, sharing in
the enlargement nearly all the lower world
had undergone, but Burl did not know that.
He thrust at it with the side of his spear,
then scraped frantically at it, and it fell
off, leaving a blotch of blood upon the skin
where it came away. It lay, writhing and
pulsating, upon the ground, and Burl fled
from it.

He found himself in one of the toadstool
forests with which he was familiar, and
finally paused, disconsolately. He knew the
nature of the fungus growths about him, and
presently fell to eating. In Burl the sight
of food always produced hunger—a wise
provision of nature to make up for the in-
stinct to store food, which he lacked.

Burl’s heart was small within him. He
was far from his tribe, and far from Saya.
In the parlance of this day, it is probable
that no more than forty miles separated
them, but Burl did not think of distances.
He had come down the river. He was in a
land he had never known or seen. And he
was alone.

All about him was food. All the mush-
rooms that surrounded him were edible, and
formed a store of sustenance Burl’s whole
tribe could not have eaten in many days,
but that very fact brought Saya to his mind
more forcibly. He squatted on the ground,
wolfing down the insipid mushroom in great
gulps, when an idea suddenly came to him
with all the force of inspiration.

He would bring Saya here, where there.
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was food, food in greaf quantities, and she
would be pleased. Burl had forgotten the
large and oily fish that still hung down
his back from the sinew about his neck,
but now he rose, and its flapping against
him reminded him again.

He took it and fingered it all over, get-
ting his hands and himself thoroughly
greasy in the process, but he could eat no
more. The thought of Saya’s pleasure at
the sight of that, too, reinforced his deter-
mination. '

With all the immediacy of a child or a
savage he set off at once. ¢
along the bank of the stream. He would
retrace his steps along the bank of the
stream. ‘

Through the awkward aisles of the mush-
room forest he made his way, eyes and ears
open for possibilities of danger. Several
times he heard the omnipresent clicking of
ants on their multifarious businesses in the
wood, but he could afford to ignore them.
They . were short-sighted at best, and at
worst they were foragers rather than hun-
ters. He only feared one kind of ant, the
army-ant, which sometimes travels in hordes
of millions, eating all that it comes upon.
In ages past, when they were tiny creatures
not an inch long, even the largest. animals
fled from them. Now-that they measured
a foot in length, not even the gorged spiders
whose distended bellies were a yard in thick-
ness, dared offer them battle.

The mushroom-forest came to an end. A
cheerful grasshopper (Ephigger) munched
delicately at some dainty it had found. Its
hind legs were bunched beneath it in perpet-
ual readiness for flight. A monster wasp
appeared above—as long as Burl himself—
poised an instant, dropped, and seized the
luckless feaster. ‘

There was a struggle, then the grasshop-
per became helpless, and the wasp’s flexible
abdomen curved delicately. Its sting en-
tered the jointed armor of its prey, just be-
neath the head. The sting entered with all
the deliberate precision of a surgeon’s
scalpel, and all struggle ceased.

The wasp grasped the paralyzed, not
dead, insect and flew away. Burl grunted,
and passed on. He had hidden when the
wasp darted down from above.

He had come,
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The ground grew rough, and Burl’s prog-
ress became painful. He clambered ardu-
ously up steep slopes and made his way
cautiously down their farther sides. Once
he had to climb through a tangled mass of
mushrooms so closely placed, and so small,
that he had to break them apart with blows
of his spear before he could pass, when they
shed upon him torrents of a fiery-red liquid
that rolled off his greasy breast and sank
into the ground (Lactarius deliciosus).

A strange self-confidence now took pos-
session of Burl. He walked less cautiously,
and more boldly. The mere fact that he
had struck something and destroyed it pro-
vided him with a curious fictitious courage.

He had climbed slowly to the top of a
red-clay cliff, perhaps a hundred feet high,
slowly eaten away by the river when it
overflowed. Burl could see the river. At
some past flood-time it had lapped at the
base of the cliff on whose edge he walked,
though now it came no nearer than a quar-
ter-mile,

The cliffside’ was almost covered with
shelf-fungi, large and small, white, yellow,
orange, and green, in indescribable confu-
sion and luxuriance. From a point half-
way up the cliff the inch-thick cable of a
spider’s web stretched down to an anchor-
age on the ground, and the strangely geome-
trical pattern of the web glistened evilly.

Somewhere among the fungi of the cliff-
side the huge creature waited until some
unfortunate prey should struggle helplessly
in its monster snare. The spider waited
in a motionless, implacable patience, in-
vincibly certain of prey, utterly merciless to
its victims. ‘ :

Burl strutted on the edge of the cliff, a
silly little pink-skinned creature with an
oily fish slung about his neck and a drag-
gled fragment of a moth’s wing about his

.middle. In his hand he bore the long spear

of a minotaur beetle. .He strutted, and
looked scornfully down upon the whitely
shining trap below him. He struck mush-
rooms, and they had fallen before him,
He feared nothing. He strode fearlessly -
along. He would go to Saya and bring her
to this land where food grew in abundance,
Sixty paces before him, a shaft sank ver-
tically in the sandy, clayey soil. It was a



40

carefully rounded shaft, and lined with silk.
It went down for perhaps thirty feet or
more, and there enlarged itself into a cham-
ber where the owner and digger of the shaft
mig' : rest. The top of the hole was closed
by a trap-door, stained with mud and earth
to imitate with precision the surrounding
soil. A keen eye would have been needed
to perceive the opening. But a keen eye
now peered out from a tiny crack, the eye of
the engineer of the underground dwelling.

Eight hairy legs surrounded the body of
the creature that hung motionless at the
top of the silk-lined shaft. A huge mis-
shapen globe formed its body, colored a
dirty brown. Two pairs of ferocious man-
dibles stretched before its fierce mouth-
parts. Two eyes glittered evilly in the dark-
ness of the burrow. ~ And over the whole
body spread a rough, mangy fur.

It was a thing of implacable malignance,
of incredible ferocity. It was the brown
bunting-spider, the American tarantula
(Mygale Hentzii). Its.body was two feet
and more in diameter, and its legs, out-
stretched, would cover a circle three yards
across. It watched Burl, its eyes glistening.
Slaver welled up and dropped from its jaws.
. And Burl strutted forward on the edge
of the cliff, puffed up with a sense of his
own importance. The white snare of the
spinning spider below him impressed him
as amusing. He knew the spider would not
leave its web to attack him. He reached
down and-broke off a bit of fungus growing
at his feet. Where he broke it, it was ooz-
ing a soupy liquid and was full of tiny mag-
gots in a delirium of feasting, Burl flung
it down into the web, and then laughed as
the black bulk of the hidden spider swung
down from its hiding-place to investigate.

The tarantula, peering from_ its butrow,
quivered with impatience. Burl drew near,
and nearer. He was using his spear as a
lever, now, and prying off bits of fungus
to fall down the cliffside into the colossal
web. The spider, below, went leisurely from
one place to another, investigating each new
missile with its palpi, then leaving them as
they appeared lifeless and undesirable prey.
Burl laughed again as a particularly large
lump of shelf-fungus narrowly missed the
black-and-silver figure below. Then—
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The trap-door fell into place with a faint
click, and Burl whirled about.. His laugh-
ter turned to a scream. Moving toward him
with incredible rapidity, the monster tarant-
ula opened its dripping jaws. Its mandibles
gaped wide. The poison fangs were un-
sheathed. The creature was thirty paces
away, twenty paces—ten. It leaped into
the air, eyes glittering, all its eight legs ex-
tended to seize, fangs bared—

Burl screamed again, and thrust out his
arms to ward off the impact of the leap.
In his terror, his grasp upon his spear had
become agonized. The spear-point shot out
and the tarantula fell upon it. Nearly a
quarter of the spear entered the body of
the ferocious thing.

It stuck upon the spear, writhing hor-
ribly, still struggling to reach Burl, who
was transfixed with horror. The mandibles
clashed, strange sounds came from the beast.
Then one of the attenuated, hairy legs
rasped across Burl’s forearm. He gasped
in ultimate fear and. stepped backward—
and the edge of the cliff gave way beneath
him.

He hurtled downward, still clutching the
spear which held the writhing creature from
him.* Down through space, his eyes glassy
with panic, the two creatures—the man
and the giant tarantula—fell together.
There was a strangely elastic crash and
crackling. They had fallen into the web
beneath them.

Burl had reached the end of terror. He
could be ro more fear-struck. Struggling
madly in the gummy coils of an immense
web, which ever bound him more tightly,
with a wounded creature shuddering in
agony not a yard from him—yet a wounded
creature that still strove to reach him with
its poison fangs—Burl had reached the limit
of panic.

He fought like a madman to break the
coils about him. His arms and breast were
greasy from the oily fish, and the sticky
web did not adhere to them, but his legs
and body were inextricably fastened by
the elastic threads spread for just such prey
as he.

He paused a moment, in exhaustion.
Then he saw, five yards away, the silvery
and black monster waiting patiently for him
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to weary himself. It judged the moment
propitious. The tarantula and the man
were one in its eyes, one struggling thing
that had fallen opportunely into its snare.
They were moving but feebly now. The
spider advanced delicately, swinging its
huge bulk nimbly along the web, paying out
a cable after it as it came.

Burl’s arms were free, because of the
greasy coating they had received. He waved
them wildly, shrieking at the pitiless mon-
ster that approached. The spider paused.
Those moving arms suggested mandibles
that might wound or slap.

Spiders take few hazards, This spider
was no exception to the rule. It drew cau-
tiously near, then stopped. It’s spinnerets

- became busy, and with one of its six legs,

used like an arm,.it flung a sheet of gummy
silk impartially over both the tarantula. and
the man.

Burl fought against the descending
shroud. He strove to thrust it away, but
in vain. In a matter of minutes he was
completely covered in a silken cloth that hid
even the light from his eyes. He and his
enemy, the giant tarantula, were beneath
the same covering, though the tarantula
moved but weakly.

The shower ceased. The web-spider had
decided that they were helpless. Then Burl
felt the cables of the web give slightly, as
the spider approached to sting and suck
the sweet juices from its prey.

CHAPTER III.
THE ARMY ANTS.

THE web yielded gently as the added
weight of the black-bellied spider ap-
proached. Burl froze into stillness under
his enveloping covering. Beneath the same
silken shroud the tarantula writhed in agony
upon the point of Burl’s spear. It clashed
its jaws, shuddering upon the hormy barb.
Burl was quiet in an ecstasy of terror.
He waited for the poison-fangs to be thrust
into him. He knew the process. He had
seen the leisurely fashion in which the giant
spiders delicately stung their prey, then
withdrew to wait without impatience for the
poison to do its work. -
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When their victim had ceased to struggle

they drew near again, and sucked the sweet
juices from the body, first from one point
and then another, until what had so recently
been a creature vibrant with life became a
shrunken, withered husk—to be flung from
the web at nightfall. Most spiders are tidy
housekeepers destroying their snares daily
to spin anew.
. The bloated, evil creature moved medi-
tatively about the shining sheet of silk it
had cast over the man and the giant tarant-
ula when they fell from the cliff above.
Now only the tarantula moved feebly. Its
body was outlined by a-bulge in the con-
cealing shroud, throbbing faintly as it still
struggled with the spear in its vitals. The
irregularly rounded protuberence offered a
point of attack for the web-spider. It
moved quickly forward, and stung.

Galvanized into fresh torment by this

‘new agony, the tarantula writhed in a very

hell of pain. Its legs, clustered about the
spear still fastened into its body, struck out
purposelessly, in horrible gestures of deliri-
ous suffering. Burl screamed as one of them
touched him and struggled himself.

His arms and head were free beneath the
silken sheet because of the grease and oil
that coated them. He clutched at the
threads about him and strove to draw him-
self away from his deadly neighbor. The
threads did not break, but they parted one
from another, and a tiny opening appeared.
One of the tarantula’s attenuated limbs
touched him again. With the strength of
utter panic he hauled himself away, and
the opening enlarged. Another struggle,
and Burl’s head emerged into the open air,
and he stared down for twenty feet upon
an open space almost carpeted with the
chitinous remains of his present captor’s
former victims.

Burl’s head was free, and his breast and
arms. The fish slung over his shoulder
had shed its oil upon him impartially. But
the lower part of his body was held firm
by the gummy snare of the web-spider, a
snare far more tenacious than any bird-
lime ever manufactured by man.

He hung in his tiny window for a mo-
ment, despairing. Then he saw, at a little

_distance, the bulk of the monster spider,
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waiting patiently for its poison to take
effect and the struggling of its prey to be
stilled. The tarantula was no more than
shuddering now. Soon it would be still,
and the black-bellied creature waiting on
the web would approach for its meal.
Burl withdrew his head and thrust des-
perately at the sticky stuff about his loins
and legs. The .oil upon his hands kept it
from clinging to them, and it gave a little.
In a flash of inspiration, Burl understood.
He reached over his shoulder and grasped
the greasy fish; tore it in a dozen places
and smeared himself with the now rancid

exudation, pushing the sticky threads from

his limbs and oiling the surface from which
he had thrust it away.
He felt the web tremble. To the spider,

its poison seemed to have failed of effect..

‘Another sting seemed to be necessary. This
time it would not insert its fangs into the
quiescent tarantula, but would sting where
the disturbance was manifest—would send
its deadly venom into Burl.

He gasped, and drew himself toward his
window. It was as if he would have pulled
his legs from his body. His head emerged,
his shoulders, half his body was out of the
hole.

The colossal -spider surveyed him, and
made ready to cast more of its silken sheet
upon him. The spinnerets became active,
and the sticky stuff about Burl’s feet gave
way! He shot out of the opening and fell
sprawling, awkwardly and heavily, upon
the earth below, crashing upon the shrunken
shell of a flying beetle which had fallen into
the snare and had not escaped as he had.

Burl rolled over and over, and then sat
up. An angry, foot-long ant stood before
him, its mandibles extended threateningly,
while its antennz waved wildl;" in the air,
A shrill stridulation filled the air. )

In ages past, when ants were tiny' crea-
tures of lengths to be measured in fractions
of an inch, learned scientists debated
gravely if their tribe possessed a cry. They
believed that certain grooves upon the body
of the insects, after the fashion of those
upon the great legs of the cricket, might
offer the means of uttering an infinitely
high-pitched sound too shrill for man’s ears
to catch, .
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Burl knew that the stridulation was
caused by the doubtful insect before him,
though he had never wondered how it was
produced. The cry was used to summon
others of its city, to help it in its difficulty
or good fortune.

Clickings sounded fifty or sixty feet
away. Comrades were coming to aid the
pioneer. Harmless save when interfered
with—all save the army ant, that is—the
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