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LADY LISPING

she left it and went inside to look after
the morning work it was spelling earnest-
ly and conscientiously.

‘But spelling became tiresome. None
of the children cared for arithmetic; it
was too hard. Reading, on the other
hand, was too easy, although Robert
found some enjoyment in its opportuni-
ties for rhetorical effect. Finally it was
Kenneth who suggested:

‘“ Please, teacher, may we have history
now?”’

Could they have history! They cer-
tainly could, for in the matter of history
Irene needed no books. To her it was the
most delightful branch of learning. .

“ Name thome of the kingth of Eng-
land,” she commanded.

“ William the Conqueror,” responded -
Robert promptly.

“ Name | another,” continued the
teacher.

“ Henry -the Eighth,” cried Kenneth.
The class stlrred uneasily.

“ Hum,” said the teacher thoughtfully
“Tell what he did.”

“ Chopped off Mary Queen of Scots’
head " chorused the class.

It is barely p0551ble that it was a sleep-
ing imp, just arousing, who asked the
next question, although the word came

from the lips of the teacher herself.
It. came softly, almost reluctantly:
“How? " ' .

The class looked at each other, then
at the teacher, upon whose face sat
charming innocence as she awaited the
reply. “ Like this,” cried Robert, jump-
ing from his chair and making a lunge at
his sister,- who sniffled, slipped to her
knees and laid her head on the seat of
her chair. A ruthless hand grasped her
pigtails and another one drew from her-
limp fingers the ruler of authority. Ken-
neth bared his arm, Robert, drew the pig-
tails taut, and Irene shivered and sobbed.
Three times the ruler descended on the
back of the chair.

“ There ; that’s done,” said Robert, re-
leasing the hair. “ Only it wasn’t a very
good chop.”

‘“ It was the best I could do with this,”
said Kenneth, regarding the ruler with
some contempt. ‘‘ Anyhow, Irene didn’t
cry hard enough.”

“I can cry lotth better in the thtable,”
said Irene suggestively.

AND OTHERS. 407
“We promised to play here,” said
Kenneth, with a sudden return of virtue.
“ Now I'm going to be teacher and we’ll
have geography.”
‘ Hithtory ’th nitheth,” said Irene,

. with a sigh, as she got her geography and

seated herself with the class.

“ We're on Europe,” said , Kenneth.
“ Where’s Europe?” ‘

“In the Eastern Hemisphere,”
Robert ‘promptly.

“ What are the countries of Europe? "

“ England, Paris, Germany, and Rus-
ia,” suggested Robert.

“ Parith ithn't a country;
thity,” said Irene loftily.

* Well, you name some of ’ em, then,”
retorted Robert

said

it'th a

“ Thpain,” said Irene, looking at the
teacher.
The teacher returned the look with a

fixed stare, but hesitated. ““ What do they
have in Spam? " he asked, after a pause.

‘ Spaniards,” volunteered Robert.

“ What else? ” ) :

“ Population, wheat, coal,
added Robert.

The teacher sighed and turned an in-
qulrmg eye upon his sister. . ‘ What
else?” he repeated. Clearly, the ques-
tion was a pointed one and requ1req an
answer. So Irene, transfixed by the
pedagogical eye, said:

“ Robberth.”

The teacher was on his feet in a
bound. So was Robert, chagrined at his
own dulness. Kenneth brandished his
ruler aloft, while his brother picked up
a handy hammock-stick. Irene, who
waited dutifully while these preparatigns
were made, now shrieked and started to
run, but was rudely grasped by the hair
and detained. The robbery of the lady
traveler was but half completed when
Aunt Emma appeared upon the porch,
summoned by the uproar.

“ Children!” she cried.
y0u> "

The robbers balked of their booty,
looked sheepish, while the lady traveler
hastily dried her tears and scrambled off
her knees.

“ Do you call this school? ” demanded
Aunt Emma.

“ Well, it was school,” explained Ken-
neth, “but we were having geography,
about Spain, and I asked what they had

and iron,”

‘““ How dare
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member the morning of July 6th dis- .

tinctly. It was the day of my silver
wedding. I crossed the bridge at 11.10
that morning and I glanced at the town-
hall clock, which said 11.30. I knew
‘that the clock was always right, so I
changed my watch and found, when I
got ‘to court, that my watch was then
twenty minutes fast, so I changed it back
again, and remember remarking to myself
that for once the town-hall clock was out
of order and was twenty minutes fast.
If I saw it going at 11.10, it could not
have stopped at eight or at 9.30 either.”

‘“ Well, I'm sure it stopped at eight
o’clock that morning,” persisted the old
man.

‘“Silence, sir, or I shall commit you
for contempt of court,” cried the judge
indignantly. “ How dare you contradict
me?”

“I know that I'm right,” cried the
little old man, almost tearfully.

“ Silence, sxr," thundered the judge.

THE ALL-STORY MAGAZINE.

“ This case seems to have resolved it-
self into a question of time,” said the
judge. * Obviously we cannot proceed
further until we have settled this dispute.
I will therefore declare this court ad-
journed until to-morrow morning, to
give both sides an opportunity to present
further evidence.”

As the people poured out of the court-
room, everybody was talking at once.

By nightfall all Hastings had taken
sides.

Some said that Herbert Smith, the
newsdealer, who was noted for his verac-
ity and his good memory, could not have
made a mistake. Others backed the
veracity of the engineer. Others, again,
were willing to -believe the old clock re-
pairer who had been mending the clocks
of the town for the past twenty years.

Prosecutor Slater and -Josiah Jenkins
were both virtuously indignant. They
glared scornfully at each other as they
passed out of court. Each believed that

“1 know that that clock was going at— the other side was manufacturing evi-

ten minutes after eleven.”

“T'm positive that the clock said 9.30
when I met the defendant on the bridge,”
cried Herbert Smith, the newsdealer, in
defiance of all court decorum.

“ And I'm positive that the town-hall
clock said 9.25 when I opened that
bridge, and it stayed open until ten,”
yelled Hiram Hanks.

“ Dear me, this is very extraordinary.
Why not call the dentist? " suggested the
judge. - “ You're forgetting all about
him, gentlemen. If the defendant really
did cross .the bridge at 9.30, he must have
got to the dentist’s soon afterward. Is
the dentist in court?”

“ Unfortunately, your honor,” said old
Jenkins, “ we cannot produce the dentist.
He'’s out of town. We've tried to reach
him, but in vain.” i

“That’s too bad,” said the judge.

“There's a very remarkable discrep-
ancy here. If the bridge was open at
9.25, and remained open until ten, as the
bridge-engineer says, then it is obvioug
that the two witnesses who “say they
crossed the bridge at 9.30 are either sadly
mistaken or else they are perjuring them-
selves. This other man’s statement that
the clock stopped at eight is preposter-
ous, for, luckily, I have the evidence of
my own eyes to guide me.

dence out of whole cloth. Each threat-
ened to have the other disbarred for un-
professional conduct.

The next day, when court reopened,
everybody was bursting with spppressed
excitement.

“Well,” said the judge. * Has the
learned counsel on either side managed
to produce corroborative evidence to sup-
port the testimony of yesterday? ”

“No, your honor,” said Prosecutor
Slater, frowning.

“The State can offer no more evidence’
on the vexed point. I tried last night
to locate the skipper of the schooner
Betsie Lee, who might be able to confirm
the statement of our witness, the en-
gineer, but we cannot learn where the
skipper is. He's probably in some dis-
tant port.”

‘“And we, your honor ” said Josiah
Jenkins, ¢ have been unable to obtain any
additional evidence to prove our alibi.”

“Then we are no further advanced
than we were yesterday. I shall have to
adjourn court again. We must scttle this
question of the clock before I can let the
case go to the jury. I am convinced now
that somebody is wilfully committing
perjury. They shall suffer for it, I warn
them, unless they immediately confess.”

“I can explain this mystery, your



















































FOR GOD AND THE KING.

- The chevalier paused in front of him.
“ My cell adjoins that of Monsieur de
Biron,” he said carelessly, in a lowered
tone, ‘ and the chalk-mark was placed on
my door by mistake. I will let it stand.
He is young. He loves. Another day of
life may mean much to him.

* Besides,” added the chevalier, shrug-
ging, “it is a mixed assembly. One sees
tradesmen, ballad-singers, and Jacobins
among the prisoners. I would leave life
decently. I will go with my kinsman.”

He sank into a reverie. After a time
he spoke again, as if dreaming aloud:

It is time to put out the candles,” he
'said. * The king has gone to his rest,
which will be sound and untroubled by
the bitter cries that have vexed his gentle
soul, and the ladies and nobles of his
splendid court may follow the king.

‘“ We have come, hand in hand, down
the great, shining staircase, through the
mellow lights and blushing, scattered
flowers and great, golden candlesticks
which pages carry to show us the way.

‘“ Madame, your light feet, white and
swift, trip bravely beside me, and your
cheek retains its bloom where I have
placed our last kiss. Permit me to assure
you that you are as fair, as dewy fresh
and bright, as that unforgotten May
morning when we went a-gipsying to-
gether.

“Llet us keep that memory in our
tombs. Rameau is fiddling us down with
his aery, tinkling minuet of sylphs and
wood fays, of l.oves and Graces. The
rosy groups of Boucher’s nymphs cast
their dewy garlands after us, and lean
out from their golden mists.

.“We go bravely, with dancing and
piping, with love and laughter, to meet
our fate.

“ Here stands the executioner. And
he is ‘Jacques Bonhomme—shambling,
gaping, narrow-browed Jacques, the
tiller of fields and hewer of wood.

* He has turned his ax now to other
uses. It gleams against the white neck of
the dame, from which the pearls have
been torn, and over the proud shoulders
of the lord.

“Jacques Bonhomme has become
avoodsman and fiend. It is time for us
to go. The age we loved, with its folly
and its chivalry, its splendor and its wo,
is rushing down to ruin.
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“The life we loved, the brilliant,
laughing, careless life, has vanished. Ah,
it has flashed by like a radiant, falling
star.

“ We cannot live on memories. They
promise us wonders. in their new age, in
their age of mediocrity and humanity and
of the commonplace, but the earth will
never be again the rosy place we found
it. So much the worse for our children.

‘ Jacques has conquered us, but at
least he leaves us the dignity of dying.
Let us go, for our world knows us no
longer, and death is easier to face than
change.”

* He was silent, seeming to ponder But
again he spoke——gravely, solemnly:

“ What remains? They refuse us a
priest. Do but look at them preparing
their hideous paraphernalia in the de-
vout hope of slaying us body and soul.
I am about to depart. I will give them
my last thought. Death is an impossi-
bility.”

He became plunged in thought, indif-
ferent to his surroundings.

Saint-Leu's eyes fell on a mother and
daughter clinging together, weakness
supporting weakness and fears consoling
fears, and not parted on the dread steps
of the scaffold; and then on a sister and
young brother, hand in hand; and the
restless pangs of his sorrow assailed him
anew, sharper than those prepared for
him by death.

Heart and mind cried out under the
torture. To die without one brief word
of farewell to her whom he loved! with-
out one message of his constancy!

The memory of happier days stole
upon him. He recalled every incident
of that brief, sweet life of the heart,
now past, which he was not to exchange
for greater happiness; every tone, every
glance, every word that had passed be-
tween them.

Walks together in blissful solitude or
with some laughing friend; lingering
farewells in the soft twilight returned to
_him in thought. All past and gone with
the dead year!

He breathed again the perfume of the
knot of pale, earlv flowers he had found
clustered und-r dewy moss and tiny
leaves, and had carried to her.

Simple, touching words of hers as-
sumed a new meaning for him. Thus


















FOR GOD AND THE KING.

Her wistful eyes searched, the empty
wave. Its murmur held her ear by day,
and mingled with her dreams at night;
for it had played a great part in her life,
had borne love to her on a balmy sum-
mer sca, and with receding tide had car-
ried away her happiness.

Parted lovers were never glad at
heart, but her days were not all unhappy.
T'o-morrow he would surely come to her.
I.ike an amulet, their faithful love would
preserve him from  harm.  Dreams,
mcanwhile, sufficed the longing heart.

With the first rays of sunlight over a
sparkling world she stole to the window
by the sea, hoping to see the sails that
would have flitted up, under cover of
darkness, from that distant land of
France. '

At night she lay down to rest with
quiet thoughts and pity for her love on
his dreary travels, and was consoled for
his absence by dreams of him so vivid
and so sweet as to make him almost an
actual presence to her fond, innocent
heart.

At first no shadow fell across her
sunny dream. She was contented with
her memories. Her days were divided
between the tender wants of those dear
to her and the secret life of the heart.

To think of him at certain times of
whom she dreamed at all times—never to
rise or drift into sleep without the whis-
pered greeting, a tremulous ‘ Dearest!”
—to mingle the thought of him with her
songs, her little joys and maiden tasks,
were graceful acts of memory and ten-
derness. Such days were sweet and un-
disturbed.

But as the months passed and he did
not return, that piteous need of the heart
awoke called longing. Quiet and un-
complaining, she turned a cheerful face
to meet the love about her; not to sadden
three lives or to see her own sorrow re-
flected on .the “household faces. Only
at night her sleep was broken with tears
and indistinct, tender murmurs of love;
and she awoke to rise in the moonshine
and to stand by the lattice and gaze out
on the sea.

Waking fears and nightly visions,
coming with the drip of rain against her
window, paled her cheek and dimmed
the blue eyes. A mysterious intelligence
would  cause the words to die away on
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her lips, and a shudder pass over her
slender form in the midst of an assem-
bly or on quiet evenings by the hearth.

Fearful tidings crossed the sea to the
peaceful home, and restless fears glided
like shadows by Anne's side. Imper-
ceptibly, her laughter fled from her lips
and her eyes grew bright and large.

The sudden sound of a footstep on the
stair would blanch her cheek; or the
sight of some tall, youthful figure, seen
at a distance in her lonely walks, would
shake her with expectation and longing.

Then calming her own fast-beating
heart, she would murmur to herself his
last words, “ You know that I would
come back.to you, Anne, even from an-
other world.”

One night in her dreams a great pic-
ture unrolled before her eyes.

She thought that she stood.in a great
square, amid a seething, yelling crowd
of red-capped men and haggard women
—a sea of moving heads. Soldiers were
beating drums. Some lifted trumpets to
their lips.

It was in a gray twilight, murky and
dim, but sparkling with torches. She
thought that a bell tolled with ominous
note.

Immediately the mgn and women
joined hands and danced a wild carma-
gnole toward something coming slowly
up the street. She could see distinctly
their open mouths and mocking gestures.

A gloomy sound smote on her ear, a
rolling of wheels, and a cart came into
sight. As it passed, the spectral crowd
surged about it and hid the figures in it
from her eyes.

She awoke with a cry, a cold dew
standing on her forehead. She leaned
her’ flushed cheek on one hand. Her
eyes, wide and sad, pierced the darkness.
A sudden, vague sound. sent a childish
shudder of fear through her frame. The
dream had been so vivid. Love quailed
before that dark breath from a shadowy
land.

The wind in the pear-tree outside the
window had ceased its broken harping
on the branches. A faint color tinged
the cold, gray sky, and the world was
growing clear.

The sea was calm. The red vision
faded away into the darkness from
which it had emerged, startling and












THE FIRE-HORSE.

in getting the horses jumping as one ani-
mal. In the above manner Billy had
given them the rhythmical measure by
which the great load could best be pulled
at a four-minute gait.

Swaying on the lines, guiding his team
evenly over the asphalt, Billy felt the ex-
citement of the race. No such chance
for speed lay in the crowded, vehicle-
filled streets which were usually the
scenes of his runs. The - horses, too,
shared the fierce joy of the course. There
were no scurrying children to avoid, no
surface cars to watch for, no elevated-
railroad pillars to be dashed into. The
slap of the traces, the leap of the poles,
the pull of the whiffletrees attested the
terrible speed of the engine.

Then came the accident. As the en-
gine reached Fifty-First Street a man-
hole blew up and flew into the air just
as the engine was passing over it. It
struck the right horse’s slender leg and
broke it in three places. But the team
plunged on.

Leaning over ftom his seat, the driver
saw what had happened. He saw the
injured horse swinging along on three
legs, the fourth dangling. There had
been no lessening c£ speed, but the man’s
heart smote him as he thought of the
animal’s suffering.

‘ Easy, boy, easy!” he called, pulling
in gently on the reins to check the pace.
“ Easy there.”

Again Company 44 was late at a fire.
The horse with a broken leg was shot by
an agent of the Society for the Preven-
tion of Cruelty to Animals. This was
another of the things which had gone
wrong since Jim joined the force.

But Jim himself was the victim of the
next misfortune at Number 44. Lying
on his back and kicking ceilingward he
had been faund one morning in the grip
of the colic. The usual remedies were
applied and he was removed to a box-
stall at the rear of the engine-room.

A few days before a large mongrel
dog, half starved, had wandered into the
station. The firemen had fed him, and,
there being a vacancy in the ranks of
the station mascots, they had adopted him.
The-dog took a liking to Jim, and Jim,
for his part, tolerated the dog, in the
patronizing way that fire-horses have.
Often the two would occupy the same
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stall at night, and in the daytime, if
alarms were few, Jin would amuse him-
self in bullying his companion, as a large
boy might a small.

When Jim was sent to the box-stall to
get over his colic the dog followed and
curled himself up in a corner of it to
sleep. He had been acting queerly in
the afternoon, and had snapped at Billy.

“ Get out!" called Billy as he kicked
at him. It was then that the dog took
refuge with Jim.

A few minutes after midnight one of
the men was awakened by unusual sounds.
Snarls, and the frightened squeals of a
horse came from below, and then the
sharp, angry pawing of a hoof on the
floor.

The commotion increased. Sliding
down the pole the firemen ran back to
the stall where Jim and the dog were
battling. Crouching in the corner, eyes
blood-red and glaring, froth flecking his
lips, the dog was preparing to jump. The
horse, ears laid back and snorting de-
fiantly, faced his maddened enemy.

With a tiger’s spring the dog sank
his long teeth in the horse’s neck. Jim
shook him off, then, catching the shaggy

-coat in his teeth, threw him across the

stall against the wooden partition. Back
and forth- they fought in the narrow
space, the dog leaping and snapping, the
horse striking with his front feet to kill
him.

Then the horse turned. Viciously he
threw out his hind feet, once, twice, three
times, splintering the sides of the stall
with the force of the blows. The fight
was over and the dog rolled over, dead.

But Jim had worse than the colic now.
His neck and shoulders were bleeding
from half a dozen wounds, and a long
strip of torn flesh hung from a front
leg.

“ Hydrophobia,” said a fireman to
Billy. * Horse may catch it, too. Safest

- to shoot him, I guess.”

But a new sympathy had welled up in
the driver for the wounded animal. The
victorious fight of the horse had stirred
his own fighting blood. Not the mis-
chievous brute which pounded the floor
to annoy him did he see in the torn, trem-
bling beast before him, but one that,
whatever his faults, had been a good fire-
fighter. Billy’s was an impulsive nature.
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! - “TLL TAKE THAT BET.™ ) :

were some far-away goddess, too fine for

earth. She was in fact warm-hearted

and impulsive under all her conventions,
and she longed to have some one breezily
take possession of her, force her to fling
aside her cool calculations and be willing
for love’s sake to risk all that love de-
manded.

Of all the lovers who had ventured
into her life her cousin, John Penniman,
was the most doggedly persistent. There
were times, in spite of her determined
and reiterated refusals, that the calm
perseverance of the man, and the quiet
assumption on the part of her aunt that
it was to be, filled her with panic.

She feared that this constant pressure
would conquer in time, and she would
meekly end her days as Mrs. John Watts
Penniman.

On this particular evemng she had
been with her cousin to the wedding of
Mary Harriman, a friend, who had
fallen wnldly—and her relatives said
foolishly—in love with a young army

officer who had nothing beyond his pay °

and the near prospect of being ordered
to the Philippines. Despite her father’s
disapproval, and the assurance that, if
she disappointed him she must expect
nothing from him, Mary had persisted
in her choice.

Constance had caught a look which
passed between the young bride and
groom that night, and it had opened up
to her a world of which she was here-
tofore but dimly aware. It was this
that had set her heart aching with a
great new loneliness as she leaned back
in the corner of the carriage while it
waited before the club door; it was this
that had caused a few foolish tears to
escape and trickle down her cheek. It
was the longing not merely to be loved,
but the fear that she was never to know
this ennobling sentiment ; in fact, a doubt
as to her capacity either to msplre or
feel it.

CHAPTER 1IV.
A FEARSOME DISCOVERY.

~ WHEN Constance Cadwallader woke
from the troubled sleep the next morning
it was to face the events of the night
before with an added sense of humilia-
tion and discomfort. During her short

501

period of unconsciousness she had
dreamed so vividly that it was only by a
distinct mental effort that she was able
to separate dreams from realities.

During sleep she had seen herself ar-
rayed as a bride, the filmy veil already
fastened to her hair. She was strangely
happy as she waited. Then out of the
vague surroundings of her dreams the
man of the night before approached her,
holding in his extended hand a scarf-pin
—the scarf-pin. He was smiling at her
with a ook of tender assurance.

She took the pin from him and fast-
ened it in his scarf, then he had caught
her in his arms and kissed her, and she
had given him kiss for kiss.

But when morning broke, and she
passed from vision to reality, she left be-
hind that sweet content which had
possessed her in her sleep.

She recalled the events of the night
before with disgusted shudders which
the vividness of her dream only aug-
mented. Those kisses—they were so
real—so real—that the recollection of
them made her cheeks burn. :

Realizing the futility of lying there
thinking over mistakes that were beyond
recall, Constance threw aside the covers
and stepped out of bed. .

When she descended to breakfast
nearly an hour later she found her aunt
already seated at the table, her, large,
placid personality seeming to fill the
room with that atmosphere of self-satis-
faction which stifled Constance at .times,
making her long to throw up a mental
window somewhere and let in a breath
of the stingin g cold air of reality.

Since the death of her father, being
at the time a girl of fifteen, Constance
had lived .with her aunt, Mrs. John
James Penniman, and there had scarcely
been a day during that period in which
she had not felt toward that good lady
an undefined antagonism,- for which she
took herself to task, but which she was
unable to conquer. Her aunt always re-
minded her of a large, well-fed pussy
cat that purred loudly on being stroked,
and, since Mrs. Penniman was rich,-
negative, and too stupid to hold many
opinions, the world invariably stroked
her.

Her loudly optimistic purr was ad-
mired and counted to her for righteous-






























“I'LL TAKE THAT BET.”

“ Now, there is Jane, she has been a
perfectly invaluable maid until now, but
I believe she will put me out of my mind
before she gets through. She sniffs as
she lays out my things, she sniffs as she
prepares my bath, and she sniffs still
more loudly as she does my hair. Dear,
dear, I don’t know what I shall do if I
am forced to dismiss Jane.”

Constance sighed heavily, but made no
answer. She had felt the disagreeable
atmosphere of the house far more keenly
than her aunt, for she had enough real
sympathy with the servants’ position to
understand their feelings.

More than once she had tried to make
it clear .to them that none of the house-
hold suspected them, and that it was but
a usual form which the police insisted
‘upon at such times. -

Of all the servants the butler was the

only one who took a ‘cheerful and rea-
sonable view of the situation. He wil-
lingly permitted his belongings to be
searched, jested with the officers, and
showed them places which they seemed
likely to overlook, and in every way con-
ducted himself with an understanding
of the situation most grateful to his em-
ployers.
. “T tries to make these foolish maids
understand, miss, that there ain’t nothin’
personal in all this searchin’ and ques-
tionin’ and that we ought to be thank-
ful for it, for it lets us go free of sus-
picion; but it ain’t much good talkin’
to women folks—askin’ your pardon,
miss, but the females of my class ain't
got but mighty little sense.” This to
Constance as she sat alone over a late
breakfast one morning, and Mason
moved dexterously about, serving her
and soothing her feelings at the same
time. '

Yet it is possible that in spite of the
man’s sensible manner of viewing an-
noying circumstances, they had really
worked on him more than he realized
himself ; at least, so the family regret-
fully concluded, when about ten days
after the robbery Mason, always the
quintessence of respectful servility, sud-
denly burst forth to Mrs. Penniman in
a speech of such unpardonable imperti-
nence that he was instantly dismissed,
leaving the house within a few hours.

During this ten days Constance had
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been out constantly in the evening, for
the winter was at its gayest. It seemed
to her that she rarely failed to catch a
glimpse of the man who had become for
her a sort of specter.

She saw him at several receptions and
dances,-and on three occasions at the
opera. At no time did he make an at-
tempt to seek her out or speak to her, and
for this she was so thankful that her
gratitude almost caused her to hold to-
ward him a little glow of kindliness.

On one of the evenings at the opera,
for a short time she believed that he was
coming to her, and she sat with thump-
ing heart for fully ten minutes fearfully
watching the door of their box.

She had seen him across the house
with Tony Van Amringe. They had
wandered into the Knellet-Brown’s box
for a few minutes, and Tony, catching
her eye, had sent her a beaming smile
and bow—for they were the best of
friends at all times, and she had felt of
late that he was strangely reglecting
her.

She saw Austin speak to Tony and
look toward the box in which she sat.
A moment later they left the Knellet-
Browns’, and she found herself shrink-
ing and palpitating at the thought that
they were coming to her.

Yet, strange as it may appear, when
ten minutes passed and they did not turn
up, she felt vaguely disconcerted and
caught herself wondering where they
were. When the curtain rose on the last
act of “ Romeo and Juliet ” she gave but
scant attention to the dying woes of the

"two young lovers.

Every time that Constance saw Austin
at a reception, or the opera, or read in
the society column of the paper .of his
being one of some gay party, she caught
herself searching for accounts of mys-
terious robberies among the people whose
society he frequented. It was somewhat
of a puzzle to her that nothing of the
sort occurred, and she began to wonder if
the social highwayman had ceased his
operations because he was visiting in the
house of his friend.

She regarded him a little more leni-
ently for this supposed bit of decent
feeling.

Then came the startling but welcome
intelligence from police headquarters


















“T'LL TAKE

Tt was Saturday morning’'and he was
strolling down Broadway, nearing the
Empire Theater, where Maude Adams
had revived “ The Little Minister ” for
a long and successful run. .

Just before him walked a man whose
back presented a slightly familiar ap-
pearance. Austin was trying to place
him and it was just at the moment of
recognition that he saw him turn into
the entrance to the theater.

It was John Penniman. Austin had
met him at the club, and a chance re-
mark of Tony’s, that Penniman was
much in love with his Cousin Constance
and, report said, would marry her, had
Sufficed to surround him, in Evan's eyes,
with a jealous interest which hig vague
personality would never have elicited
otherwise.

Before Austin was aware of what he
intended doing, he had followed Penni-
man into the lobby of the theater and
was standing directly in his rear at the
box-office. The impulse that had moved
him was the hope that Constance and
her cousin might be going to the play to-
gether, in which case he could at least
buy a ticket for the some performance
and so enjoy the pleasure of seeing her,
even if he could not speak to her.

His heart gave a bound of satisfaction
when he discovered that Penniman was
‘only buying one ticket and that for the
matinée. The destination of this ticket
was quickly settled, for the young man
thrust it hurriedly in an envelope which
he took from his pocket, and, having
sealed and directed it in pencil, pushed
it back to the ticket-seller, saying:

“Could I trouble you to ring up a
messenger and send this for me, collect?
I am in a tremendous hurry.”

“ Certainly, sir,” the man agreed, po-
litely, and Penniman bolted for the door
before the words were fairly spoken,
not having noticed, much less recognized,
Austin standing patiently behind him.

Over Penniman’s shoulder Austin had
read the name of Constance Cadwallader
as it was hastily scratched on the en-
velope, and he had previously taken care
to notice the position of the seat pur-
chased, about which there had been some
discussion.

It did not take him long to become the
possessor of the next chair and to regain
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the street, feeling that at last things had
begun to come his way.

~ He was in his seat at an absurdly
early hour that afternoon and looked
about the empty spaces with here and
there a silent figure wearing a very for-
lorn expression, which he was conscious
that his own face was reflecting. He had
stopped at a florist’s before coming in,
and bought an enormous bunch of vio-
lets, and with these clutched in his  hand
he waited, flushing like a girl whenever
a passing woman cast a pitying or com-
prehending look on his burden.

He began #o feel like a bashful school-
boy, and his hopes, which had been so
high, lowered steadily as the wusher
trotted up and down the aisle, snapping
down seats and uttering his curt direc-
tions. Woman after woman rustled in
and took her place and began the end-
less task of adjusting hat and wraps and
settling herself for the two hours of en-
joyment.

Austin wondered how so many women
could come without bringing the one for
whom he watched. When the row on
which he sat was entirely filled except
for the seat beside him, he turned down
the chair and laid his bunch of violets
on it, sure that a few minutes more must
end his patient vigil.

The orchestra was in place and the
plaintive strains of the Lady Babbie
music echoing through the house before
he was aware ' that, at last, some one
had stopped beside the chair next his
own. His head was turned away and
he purposely kept it so, but it did not
need eyesight to tell him who it was:
every quivering nerve in his body seemed
to cry out her identity.

It was not until he heard her voice
saying, “I beg your pardon, are these
your flowers?” that he turned and saw
her looking down at the violets which
she was waiting for him to remove.

“They are not mine; I think they
must have been placed there for you.”
As she recognized his voice she looked
up with a start of surprise, which quick-
ly deepened to embarrassment as she
met his gaze, so openly telling her of
his gladness at sight of her.

He lifted the violets and held them
toward her and after a second of hesi-
tation she took them.
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all I could with neighborly kindness, to
make up a llttle mite of it.

. And then, one day in the warm sprmg-
time, Lucindy fell ill. She had been sort
of ailing for some while, jest a kind of
dropping of _her restless energy an’
a-settin’ round a good deal more than
common.

I had made her drink some catnip
tea, I remember, an’ given her some of
Grandmother Pomroy’s famous herb-
tonic, but jest the.same she pindled, an’
then, one spring day she took to bed.

I was plumb scared to find Lucindy

in bed, her bein' allus so full of vital

energy, and stayed the hull day with her,
a-rubbin’ back her hau’ an’ askin’ where
she hurt. ’

“’Tain’t nothin’, Almeda,” sez she,
“jest a ailment of the spring, I guess.”
" An allus that was her one answer,
“ jest a spring fever,” though the days
rolled by an’ slipped into weeks, an’ still
she lay in the big fine bed as bright an’
new lookin’ as when Abner Green had
bought: it years ago, a-standing by the
west winder, where the sunsets ‘washed
over.our south fields.

She grew white a little with the bein’
indoors an’ it went to my heart. After
two weeks were gone I sent Jeremiah
over to Valley Center after a doctor. He
came out in a shiny buggy, an’ it stood
tied at Lucindy’s gate for an hour, but
when it sizzed back in a cloud of dust
I knew no more what ailed the friend
of my girlhood than I did before it
came.

‘“Just a slight ailment of the spring,
Mis’ Pomroy,” sez the ‘doctor, and left
some pills and powders.

I gave them all an' he made another
trip. Jeremiah. was a saint them days,
a-takin’ care of the cows and chickens,
and the house, and himself, with scarce
a bit of help from me, for I couldn't
leave her there alone with them big
eyes of hers quietly lookin’ out the win-
der not caring partxcular to see anything,
as if there wasn’t anything on earth
much worth lookin’ at, or that wanted to
be looked: at.

Abner Green knew. that Lucindy was
ill, though in all the years we never
talked of one to the other, not but that
Jeremiah an’ I would gladly hev done
se. but there was no breaking through
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the grim barriers of reserve that wrapped
them both.

One evening I saw Abner stand a long
time under the great elms that shaded
his mother’s door a-lookin’ at Lucindy’s
house, an’ my heart ached for the man
and the woman, so deeply lovin’ and yet
so strongly held by pride and anger an’
ill will. He had changed a deal, had
Abner, his thick dark hair bein’ streaked
with gray, though the eyes was still as
blue and sharp as ever and his form as
upright. I allus did admire Abner.

But whatever it was of relenting, or
softness, or memory, that was in his
heart, it was weaker than his iron will,
an’ he turned, as the night fell, an’ went
to his lonesome meal. It does seem a
pity that the Lord’s best handiwork is so
often marred by evil passions.

Spring came on apace, the early
flowers bloomed, the green grass crept
in a soft carpet all over the pastures an’
th¢ meadows ; the birds sang in the sun-
light ; it seemed as if all the world must
look up and smile, an’ still Lucindy lay
by the west winders.

We had them open all day now, the
winders and doors, a-takin’ all of the
glorious days we could, for I allus

- thought the light of spring a harbinger

of the Eternal Day an’ like to bask in it.

“ Lucindy honey,” sez I one day
when I had set for an hour a-watchin’
her eyes dreaming off over the south
meadow ; ‘‘ Lucindy, hain’t there some-
thin’ you want?"”

She never moved her eyes nor stopped
her thin hand from its soft, slow smooth-
ing of the quilt I had laid over her.

‘“ No, Almeda,” sez she.

She was getting thinner and thinner
and her sweet face was sort of pinched
with a look I didn’t like, as if she had
been a-hungerin’ all the years for some-
thin’, but had hidden the pain, an’ now
in her weakness it had betrayed her.
It was about this time that the doctor
told me what made me desperate.

“ Mis’ Pomroy,” sez he, ‘‘there is a
strange lethargy here that it seems be-
yond my power to combat, and unless
we can get her awakened by some sud-
den emotion, I am afraid our efforts will
be useless.”

He looked at me sharply as he said it,
an’ drove away.
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ened the reins and galloped swiftly away,
soon to be lost beyond a turning of the
road. e

Left alone, the young caballero curi-
ously examined the small object which
José Maria had dropped in his hand.
It was a little silver buttop of finely
wrought filigree work with a curious de-
vice in the. center which baffled his keen-
est scrutiny to decipher. ‘

“ Some brigand’s passport, I warrant,” .

he exclaimed at last, thrusting the little
button into his-pocket. ‘‘ Well, none
needs help worse than I, of any kind,”
he muttered sadly.

With a final adjustment of the bridle,
he sprang on the.mule’s back and urged
the animal forward at top speed along
the mail-road ascending the hills.

He rode without slackening speed

until the road turned abruptly and,’

winding through a narrow gorge, which
boulders and treces rendered black and

glooniy in the gathering dusk, emerged -

before a small, isolated venta or inn, of
none too inviting appearance.

‘ Herrara’s Inn!” cried the traveler;
“he who receives the bandits so hospita-
bly, as well. We shall now see what a
few gold pieces may do.”

Riding up to the door, he thundered
upon it with the butt of his riding-
whip. ‘“ Landlord—hola, landlord!”

A stout man .came running from the

stables, with a welcoming smirk on his
broad features. It was the innkeeper,
Herrara. :

“Does it please your grace to dis-
mount? " he inquired, with a low bow.

The young traveler laughed and
beckoned the -innkeeper to come closer.

‘It pleases my grace to have a few
words with you here in the open,” he
whispered, slipping a . gold piece into
the landlord’s ready palm.- “Tell me
the road to the stronghold of El Tem-
pranito—he of the "
© The innkeeper started back with a
cry of fear and flung the gold from him
as if it burned his hand.

‘“ Sefior, I know naught of the ban-
dit,” he replied, scowling sourly. “I
am an honest man "

“To be sure!” the traveler Interrupt-
ed with a reassuring gesture. “So is
E1 Tempranito, I stake my life—honecster
by far than the governor, Don Miguel,

to my mind. Come'” he pressed
closer to the shrinking innkeeper. “I
mean you no harm. I swear it by the
Virgin del Pilar.”

‘“ Senor,”  stubbornly retorted the
other, “ I have had the honor to tell you
I am an honest man. Him you seck
you must seek by yourself—and look
closely to yourself when you find him'”
he muttered, turning aside.

The traveler heard the muttered
words.

Suddenly he bethought him of the lit-
tle talisman in his pocket.. It was an
opportunity to put the merits of the re-
cently acquired passport to the test.
Spurring his mule close to the lantern
which hung before the venta, he held
the button out to the landlord. )

Herrara’s face changed swiftly, his
eyes bulging with surprise. He thrust
his nose close to the button and stared
long at it. Then he handed it back to
the traveler with a low_bow. -

“I have no one to send who could
guide you, sefior,” he said, scratching
his head. “ But wait—I have a kitchen
lad who_will show you the mountait
road, to a Ccertain point. Then Yyou
must shift for yourself. There is an old
-mule in the stable who knows the way:
If you will change for the night—"

The traveler sprang from his saddle.

“ Willingly,” he cried, “I will ride
a she-goat if it will but show me the
way through the mountains. Haste,
landlord, haste, the matter is pressing!’

Herrara needed no- urging after sight
of the bandit's button. Before the last
gray of the twilight had faded into the

‘night the young caballero was heade
.through the steep defiles, impatiently

urging on his mule. :
Above, in the very heart of the Anda: -
lusian heights, where rugged peaks an

.crags, barren’ and forbidding, mass®

against the black sky, El Tempranit®
sat alone, staring into the pine-knot “fir®:

“ Mother of heaven!” he exclaime®
thinking of the - afternoon’s 3¢
quaintance; “the lad’s purse did 1t
tempt me, but the man! A bandit 1¢
is, if I can read faces; a born defier od
governments, for all his fine clothes 2™
the blue blood in his veins. Chiguiit?
recognized him as a friend. But wWP°
comcs?
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nito’s eyes sparkled ; then he held up his
hand warningly.

“ Careful, sefior,” he said. *“ The
soldiers may come back. There is quick
work to be done.” ,

The bandit stole to the opening of the
hedge and darted into the road. In a
moment he had divested the dead
tenant of his uniform. R

“ Quick, sefior,” he said to Don Guti

tiere, * we must make an officer of yon,"

with these.”

He held out the uniform as he spoke.
From a pocket of the lieutenant’s coat
a portfolio of red morocco fell to the
ground. -

“It seems we escort presidarios and
carry despatches at the same time,” the
bandit said, pouncing upon it. * Hola!
What is this? It bears the arms of our
Governor of Andalusia. Let us sece
what message this devil of a Don Miguel
sends.”

With a rapid movement he wrenched
the lock open and drew out a slip of
white paper from within.

“To Don Pourtales, Governor of Va-
lencia,” he read, “ Greeting! To-day
Guttiere goes to the presidio at Torre
Blanca. Next week his estates go to the
crown, but before then you and I will
have richly profited. It is safe, for they
must . depend upon our accounting at
Madrid. MIGUEL.:

“QOh, ho!” exclaimed the bandit,
“now we shall see, Don Miguel, if I
have you! I think you will reinstate
Don Guttiere in his rank and lands,
with much honor.”

He sprang upon the bay, motioning
to Don Guttiere to follow on the fallen
officer’s horse. -

“We must be across the river before
the sun gets higher, sefior,” El Tempra-
nito urged, as they galloped along.

At the city gate the bandit drew rein.

“ Follow the mail-road with all speed
to Herrara’s venta,” he said to his com-
panion. ‘““Later I will join you, but
now I have business " he paused an
instant and then added, in an undertone,
“with Don Miguel, Governor of Anda-
lusia!™

* % % * *

The silence of early morning lay upon
the ‘sleeping -palace. In the vast ante-

lps
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soom of the governor's bedchamber José
Maria paused for a moment, listening.
.“My faith!” he muttered, laughing
softly; “’tis simple for the early bird to
enter, but now to catch the worm!”
He frowningly considered the great

.oaken door with its heavy lock.

- .~Fhat, braye governor turns the key
rom, withif; - th e, are other means.”
Shebandftstele: noisslessly to' the long

—irenélt windos,’swung it silently open,
~Zand- stépped/

upon the balcony without.

Below 2-drowsy guard stood yawning
in his sentry-box, but the high stone cop-
ing sheltered El Tempranito from view.

Panther-like, he glided along the pal-
ace wall to the niext window, thrust aside
the Venetian blinds and entered the
room. With a swift glance he assured
himself that the key was in the lock, as
he passed to the bed where the governor
lay snoring. : ,

“And now, Don Miguel!"” the ban-
dit said sharply, “we will converse, you
and 1.”° .

Don Miguel started suddenly from
his sleep, half-rising in his bed, his dark, .
saturnine face, with its sleep-laden eyes,
showing ludicrously amazed against the
white linen. ) ,

“El Tempranito—at your service,
the bandit pursued suavely, before the
astounded governor could récover him-
self.-

The hated name effectually roused
the governor.

‘“ Damnation!” .he cried. Still star
ing at the bandit, he raised-his hand t0
the bell-cord hanging above the bed. |

‘“ Reflect, excellency,” -urged Jos¢
Maria deprecatingly. ‘‘ To summon al
means your destruction, certain ap
swift.” . :

* Shoot, shoot if you dare, you cursed
thief!” roared the governor, roused t0
fury. “ Do you think I fear your bul-
lets? "

José Maria shook his head gently. He
suddenly thrust the red morocco cas®
bearing the tell-tale arms, before th®
governor’s eyes. -

‘“ But this, excellency?”

At sight of the incriminating packe®
Don Miguel’s face grew terribly whit®"
Tremblingly he lowered his hand fro®*
}hc bell-cord and fell-back among the pil”
OWS.

N
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As he tramped along he called him-
self alternately “fool,” and “ shif’less,
mud-poking
might. He had loitered the fall away in
the Ozarks among the Taney and Chris-
tian County people, whose love of music
and good nature had carried him through
the months when he should have been
hurrying to the sunnier climate of Louis-
iana.

The frosts found him in the cold
mountains, so he hurried away along the
south-bound trail. Once started he did
not tarry, but, regardless of sun or rain,
resisted tempting invitations to linger.
The swamp trails were frightful.
water softened them, and wagon wheels
and horses’ hoofs cut them to a mush.
The mud was always ankle-deep, and
sometimes up to his knees.

“Lawse! Lawse!” he groaned.
“This is travelin’ proper. I wouldn't
live in this dod-dratted swale folh ten
million dollahs an’ two wives. Chills
an' ager! neighbors seven miles apaht!”

Without knowing it, he passed a “ last
house,” and entered a wild and unin-
habited tupelo gum-brake, where the
land was low and swampy.

Night came, blank and gray, leaving
Poole staggering along between two vast
tangles of elbow tree and knotted grape-
vines, in the loneliest forest in the dis-
trict.

Mere loneliness did not appal him,
but, after hours of fruitless walking, the
steady drip of unseen raindrops against
his face and the shivering of the forest
trees bore heavily on his spirits. He
tried to hurry, only to trip and fall
headlong into the muyck. Hungry,
chilled, and growing faint Poole sham-
bled along till he could go no farther.

“1 gotter sleep aout!” he muttered!
* Well, 'tain’t the fustest time!"”

From a tightly .corked bottle he took
a match, and by the light he discovered
a hollow tree in which to pass the night.
At break of day he started on again, and
long after noon he came to a little cabin
where he found dinner smoking on the
table and a warm blaze in the fireplace.
He tarried a while with the lonely home-
makers for company’s sake, but remem-
bering suddenly, he started to his feet.

“1 cayn't stay no moh!"” he said.
“Peah’s like I'm allus shiftin’ . . . .

string-picker!” . Well he

The -
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Well, down yonway theh’s sunshine—I
don’ like the dark corners in these year
bottoms; nosseh!”

Whistling cheerfully, he left the lit-

.tle home, but it had touched an unde-

veloped spot in his heart which ached-as
the increasing downpour once more
forced him to turn up his collar.

“This ain® no good foh a man!" he
muttered. ‘‘ I'd orter have a roof oveh
my head—huh! I mout of had one
onct—on’y—on’y—shucks!  Thah's a
long time ago now. Well, if this heah
keeps up, I 'low I'd betteh stop somers;
I shore had.”

For two days the 'storm beat down
upon him, and then a log-camp boss of-
fered him a lost cook’s job.

“Tain’t hard!” the boss said, sizing
up his man, “Jes’ reg'lar putterin’
raound the fiah to keep wahm!"” '

It was a crucial moment. Poole
glanced down the trail, and saw a breeze
coming, marked by drops from the forest
branches.

“T'll take hit!” he exclaimed with a
shiver. That night he heaped a great
pile oi fluffy biscuits before a lot of
grinning  darkies. The coffee he
steeped was delicious, and there was 2
flavor to the pork he fried. .

For two days Poole cooked and tend-
ed the camp. Then one of the crew
told  him that there was to be a dance
in the quarters of a new plantation 3
mile away. Music was wanted, ap
would Poole go? He would and did-
It was long after daybreak when he re
turned, and the boss met him with a dark
and wrathful face. »

“ Heah’s you' time!” the boss said:
“Clar aout! We've had fiddling cooks,
an’ pickin’ , cooks, -an’ singin’ cooks!
What we wants is a reg'lar two-meals-1";
the-dark-and-one-in-the-day  cook, 2%,
we’ll paht with the musicals, drat 'em !

“I hope ye find 'im! " Poole answer€
respectfully, pocketing the three silver
dollars. Without another word
turned down the trail, leaving the b0OS®
stamping in the mud.

Around the first bend Poole made DiS
only comment on th€ incident. 4
““Shif’less mudpoke! When you 8,

life easy, you drap hit foh dancin’ 2
fiddlin'!  Well, I'll go to the mag™
lias now!”

o~
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experience) murmured a few words of
apology as he handed the envelope in
through the bars.

“Sorry we had to open it,”” sai®l he,
“but you know de rules—all letters has
to be inspected. If we’d known, though,
about it bein’ from your—your "

“ Mudder,” said Slats, wiping his eye
surreptitiously on his striped sleeve.

“From your mother,” continued
Knowles, “ wh "

“ Ferget it!"” exclaimed Pod, extend-
ing an eager hand for the epistle.
““Rules is rules!” :

He took the, envelope and looked at
it with tear-misted eyes; his face
twitched painfully; then he said with
husky accents:

‘“ Sticks to me through thick an’ thin,
she does! Everybody else has gave me
the merry ricaddo long since, but "
His voice broke and he turned away*to
hide the very complicated combination
of wink and grimace which his fat face
kinked itself into with joyous abandon.

Knowles uttered a mothy platitude
and went on down the line with a few
letters for others; Slats pulled the mis-
sive out of the envelope and looked it
over leisurely while the stamp was soak-
ing off in his mouth.

As quick as the stamp was well
loosened he removed it carefully from
the envelope and looked minutely at the
place where it had been. His keen little
eye made out these words written faintly
in that small area:

Read all mistakes carefully.

‘“Ain’t that a blues-banisher of a
scheme, though? " he asked himself with
ecstasy. “ Changes the comb’nation
every time, see? Well, now, this is goin’
some, or I'm a livin’ skeleton! Let’s
pipe off what the Rev. is tryin’ to tout
me. High art, I call it—salt-water
splashes an’ all. Oh, he’s the real peo-
ple, Bender is! Let’s see.”

With filial affection he read the letter
over scrupulously. This is what it con-
tained: ~~

-PrrrsBUrRcH, Oct. 2oth.

My PoOR, DEAR Boy:

At last ¥ have found out where you
are and I am coming there quick to see
you. How could they ever put you in

there? Somebody must have told a
+ wicked ly.

b5t

I know you are a good boy and
would not do such a loe thing as rob
that bank they say you tried to rob.
But I will stick by you til death, my
dear boy. I shall be there Octoaber
twenty-foarth or sooner. I hope they
ewes you well there.

I sor Lawyer Carlyle about you this
morning, my dear boy, and told him
whare you were and he durected me
to petition Governor Kingman., I wil
do everything possible.

When we mete I will tell the home
news. I am taking boarders ever
since you left home. I have thre now
and it is hard work and I Am getting
discouraged. Your brother Francis
is warking in the moterboat works
here and gets only three dollars and a
haf a week. We are having a mile sea-
son here, no frost yet.

I will be doun and see you the first
boat I can get on the rivver. We all
know you never robbed that bank. My
heart 1s broak, butt I am still hoapful
to see you very soon, my dear boy.
Good-by and be good and Heaven
bless you.

Your loving
MOTHER.

“ Wouldn’t that make you snap your
eyelashes? "’ asked Slats enthusiastically
of himself when he had finished.

“The dominie may be short on the
decalogue, but he's loaded clear to the
muzzle with brains, ya! HHe’s a swift
mover, with a full supply of mnon-slip,
and that’s no dope, neither. .

“ Well, now, me for the careful scan-
ning. Mistakes, eh? I may not be Andy
Carnegie, but here’s some spelling that

has got me hypnotized all right. Let’s
see—let’s see.”

His unseemly forefinger traced the
pitiful letter with eager zeal.

“Ah, here’s one—and here—and
here! ‘Ly ... loe. .. til. .. Octoa-

ber 24, use sor'—what? Sor, sor? Saw,
eh? Oh, sure, use saw !—* whare durect-
ed...mete...thre... Am ... mo-
terboat. . . . haf mile . . . doun rivver
.. . broak butt hoapful.’” That's all!
But I guess it'll hold me for a while.

“¢Lie low till October 24; use saw
where directed.’. That means that me
poor, dear mudder what takes boarders
is goin’ to bring the saw, eh?

“¢Meet you 3 A.M. with motor-
boat half a mile down the river,’ to in-
terpret freely. ¢ Broke but hopeful '—
that’s the spiel! Broke, but goin’ to get
a motor-boat; oh, yes, that's pie for the
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slipped suddenly through. The bar was
severed !

“T hope the fiend that made this here
iron gets a snug little corner down be-
low—red-hot, too!’ groaned Pod,
slumping down limply on the coal to
pant a minute.

The task was really but half done;
the road he had to travel was but
started. Summoning his energy, he
seized the bars, one by one, and pulled
them toward him with all his strength;
they yielded and came down, leaving a
space about two feet high by sixteen
inches wide, through which he now had
to squeeze his elephantine carcass.

“There ain’t a sardine livin’ but
would blush to think of how I've got
him outclassed!” thought he, exploring
the opening with his torn hands. -“ But
it’s this or else a merry canter back to
bed. Better try it sideways, I guess.
Here's where leaf lard’s so far below
par you'd need a Lick telescope to sight
it!t”

He poked his head through, twisted
himself, and thrust his shoulders out.
Then he stuck.

“LEughhh!” he grunted, tugging and
writhing, all to no avail. His globular
diameter flattened masterfully, but stuck
fast about at the Tropic of Cancer
region. Struggle as he might, he could
not get through.

“ Them damn buttons an’ clothes!”.

he muttered, and retreated, with diffi-
culty, back on to the coal. He rapidly
divested himself of his outer garments
and had another try at the window.

This time with pain, prayer, patience,
and profanity in equal doses, he made a
go of it; lamely he dragged himself into
the yard. Then he reached in and
pulled his clothes after him.

“1 ain’t enamored of these here vest-
ments,” said he, “ but I'll take 'em.”

Rapidly he dressed again, then, with
his shoes in hand, stood listening. He
could hear nothing suspicious, nothing
but the usual night-sounds of that great,
terrible hive of sorry human bees with
their torn, soiled wings; no sound there
was to alarm him, yet he panted like a
man in great fear, and the sweat did
not dry from his forehead, in spite of
the searching wind which chilled him
and made him shiver.
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“Next!” said he to himself, getting
a grip on his nerve.

The night was cold and clear, with
a suspicion of frost in the air. He drew
a deep breath, passed a hand over his
eyes, and looked up at the stars.

“Gawd!” said he. “To think that
any men should have the say-so over
any other men—could take tlis away
from ’em!"”

One look around, and he was crecp-
ing along the wall, in its shadow; now
he had turned the corner and was oppo-
site the tool-shed. This: shed, as we
have indicated, was built against the
yard-wall, and was separated {rom the
rear of the west wing by a vacant space
of about sixty feet.

Slats looked at the.space and hesi-
tated ; along in the shadow he felt com-
paratively safe, but out there—who

‘could tell what eye might find him,

what tongue raise the alarm?

As he eyed the yard, faintly lighted
by the stars and by a dim aura from the
prison itself, he felt what doctors know
as agoraphobia, the fear of open places.

He trembled as with a chill; his
teeth (such as remained of them) began

to clatter. Behind him the * pen,”
years of servile, unpaid toil, bestial
confinement; before him life, liberty,

hope, everything.

“How can I buck such a proposi-
tion?"” he groaned shrinking even.
closer to the prison’s shelter.

Then, suddenly pushing his resolution
as an unskilled diver has to do when
plunging from a height, he took a long
breath, set his jaw, and made a quick,
crouchmg run.

Before you could have said boo to a
bear, he was across—nothing easier in
this world! Nobody had seen him, no-
body knew he was there, and the run
itself was only a trifle, even for his
rotund corporosity; yet he was panting
like a coursed jack-rabbit.

There was no time to rest, however;
another and far harder task remained—
none other than climbing to the shed
roof, escalading the wall, and then
droppmg to the street outside. To any
man of normal build, this would have
been no slouch of a Job; but to Pod,

.with his huge bulk, it - approached the

impossible.



























CHEF OF GREAT SMITH STREET.

to the malignity of monseigneur, I had
none. My scanty stock of money—I had
always lived well and had never saved
much-—was soon exhausted. A few
days ago it ended and yesterday I was
tarned out of my lodgings. Last night
I slept in your park.” '

“ But it rained last night
/ Gouvin grinned grimly, as he held out
a soaked coat-sleeve.

“ Of that I was made aware,” he an-
swered. “It was not a pleasant bed-
room, your park in the rain.”

Just then sundry eatables arrived and
Gouvin fell to with a vigor that spoke
loudly for the truth of his story.
Wandesford watched him eat and, as he
watched, turned the poor chef’s case over
in his m.md

Finally there came to him an inspira-
tion.

“ By Jove, Gouvin,” he exclaimed, “ I
have it. You shall start a restaurant of
your own.’

“ But, m’siew’, I have no money

“ Neither have ¢, for that matter; but
I have property. Last month an uncle
left me real estate, consisting of one
house in Great Smith Street. It is a
mean district, let out in tenements, and
very dirty. My whole house has been
let, save for the basement. A front and
rear cellar remain. In those two cellars
you shall make your new start.”

“In a cellar, m'sieu’!”

“Yes, Gouvin, in a cellar. Over here,
my friend, a man must begin at the foot
of the ladder.”

Gouvin elevated his shoulders and
spread out his elegant hands.

“So be it,” he murmured. * It is bet-
ter than starvation and open-air sleep-
ing apartments.”

II.

REGGIE VAN HooOPEN rushed into the
smoking-room of the Tepee Club, sim-
mering with excitement.

“ Hullo, Reggie!” sang out one of
the youthful loungers, * you have got a
secret—I can tell by your manner,”

“ Yes, and Reggie is never happy un-
til he gives his secrets away. Come, tell
us all about it. Has Mrs. Sylvester’s
dachshund died or is Jack Smallton in
supplementary proceedings?”

Reggie Van Hoopen sank into a chair

.to eat anything there.
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and gazed around him with a smlle of
triumph.

“1 say,” he exclaimed, *“ does any one
here know where Great Smith Street
is?”

There was a general head-shaking.
“Then let me tell you,” continued
Reggie. “ I was there last night. I had

dinner there. And such a dinner! It was
the best, the very best, I have ever in-
dulged in. Now, don’t stare and ask
me what I've been drinking. It is all
perfectly true. Some of you may know
a fellow named Wandesford.

“Well, this chap Wandesford,” con-
tinued Van Hoopen, * asked me to din-
ner last night. I was simply pining for
a little excitement and when he suggested
a voyage into the unknown regions of
the lower East Side I jumped at the
proposition. Of course I did mot intend
I merely wanted
to see a little low life and have a little
adventure.”

“ Bold man!”

“Well, I thought I was at first. And
when Wandesford led me through unex-
plored and grimy byways, and down a
flight of reeking stone steps into a noi-

some cellar, I half wished to back out.

But, y’know, we Van Hoopens are proud
of our spirit and I decided to see the ad-
venture out.

“1 assure you that I was well repaid.
Out of the back cellar came an old chap
in genuine cook’s rig and Wandesford
and he had a talk. I pride myself on my
French; but I really couldn’t keep pace
with those two.

“ Presently Mr. Cook lit a couple of
lanterns; and, behold, the place, cellar
as it was, had been neatly decorated and
looked clean as a new pin. By and by
dinner began to come in. The first sight
of the soup set me thinking. Just to
please Wandesford, I took a spoonful.
It was simply a trlumphl Never in all
New York can you beat that ‘potage a
la Central Park.’ Thereafter I capitu-
lated; and from soup to dessert, I did
not miss a course. There were some
‘ cotellettes aux Monseigneur le Duc’—
I suppose the chef took me for a duke—
that haunt my palate still.”

For some minutes there was silence in
the smoking-room. Then the dean of
the loungers said solemnly:
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“ Reggie, is this a practical joke? If
it is——"

‘ Good heavens, no!” cried Mr. Van
Hoopen. * Everything happened just as
I told you. The dinner was superb. The
chef is a treasure. Tell you what, let
us go over there in a body to-night. It
is Thanksgiving and things will be dull
here. I’'ll notify Wandesford, and he
can act as guide. If the Great Smith
Street cellar is not just as I say, I prom-
ise to pay the entire reckoning.”

III.

WANDESFORD strolled down the cel-
lar-steps in Great Smith Street, a
telegram in his hands. At the kitchen-
table sat Gouvin, concocting a visionary
menu. : :

 Hullo, Gouvin, victory is ours! To-
night you must prepare dinner for
twenty-five persons.”

A smile of joy overspread the chef’s
features.

“It will be hard, m’sieu’,” he ex-
claimed, ‘“but then I am a general. I
am equal to emergencies. Give me the
aid of one assistant and lend me your
glassware and crockery.”

- Wandesford laughed joyously.

“You shall have the glassware and
crockery,” he said, ‘“ but as for the as-
sistant—stop! I will help you myself.
I would ask my man, Jenkins, but he is
‘too ‘’aughty.’ In three hours we'll have
the tables set, and you and I'll roll up
our sleeves and go to work. I'm going
to make you the greatest chef in New
York, if I have to play scullion myself
to do it!”

* * * * *

- It was Thanksgiving evening, a
murky, misty Thanksgiving, when the
delegation from the Tepee Club stole
stealthily along Great Smith Street and
disappeared into the Gouvin cellar. The

-vel. The dinner at the
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policeman on the corner confided to
Schmidt, the saloon-keeper, that some
“ Dago furriner had moved into the base-
ment of sixty-one an’ was holdin’ an
annerkist meetin’.” Indeed, the mysteri-
ous movements of the Tepce youths quite
justified this illusion.

But in the cellar, where the Tepeeans
had come to scoff, they remained to mar-
‘“ Restaurant
Gouvin” was all that Reggic Van
Hoopen had painted it. \Vandesford
had sagely brought over a few bottles
of excellent wine, left him by the same
benevolent uncle who had Dbequeathed
him the cellar, and these lent an extra
charm to Gouvin's wondrous prepara-
tions. At the close of the feast Gouvin
was sent for. '

He came from his back cellar with
the same triumphant stride with which,

- in bygone days, he had been wont to

march into the presence of the Duke of
Montmirail. _ .

Wandesford, in the name of the guests,
complimented him heattily on the dinner
and Gouvin was induced to give an ac-
count of the events which had led to
his downfall and exile. The love-affair
with the now famous Mimi Martigues
completed his conquest of the Tepecans.

“ Come with us,” said the chairman
of the Tepee House Committee.

“ A paragon of chefs, who has cooked
for a duke and been loved by a queen
of comic opera, cannot remain hidden in
Great Smith Street.”

To-day Gouvin is chef of the Tepee
Club, with a salary equal to that of 2
United States Senator. Over his own
luxurious apartments presides his wife,
a somewhat  faded, almost forgotten,
stage celebrity, once famous as the beau:
tiful Mimi Martigues. The Duke of
Montmirail, it is said, still talks of the
unrivaled chef he was so unfortunatt
as to lose.

LINES ON THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM.
By Dryaen,

A MAN so various that he seemed to be,
Not one, but all mankind’s epitome;
Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong;

Was everything by starts, and nothing long;
But, in the course of one revolving moon,

. Was chymist, fiddler, statesman and buffoon.



