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(Coprright, 1917, by Raobert Cham
INSTALLMENT IV.
N and winter. The first one was
Dear Mr XNecland: Please forgive me for
bave made my (etists read =zs though 1
Soine day I shall have te tell bar, but ot
That man was pol on the steamer. [ was
Mistchenka and bher mald, and 1 enjoyed the
have Qied I think without her, what
moral te say so, but I did not want to lve
way.
and different =s theugh I had besan vary
nof the giri whe was im your studio last
Mistchenks, enclosing a tremulous line
ready heard of the sad death of Rubhannah's
same waek The local minister cabled her
My poor lttls prolege s prostrated—
ones will have been |m thelr graves [for
fear, In regard to this moek marriags of
meoeny Wwig not geoyine snough o reguire
Pleass have ths house st BHreookhollow
Eave the keys sent 10 You. NAIA,
The priacess I simply adoradle. Since I
talnbiesu
men, I think, Thaere ia one old French gen-
ministers and peveral people from the British
The worman sesm (o be agresable. and they
made up. 1 don’t know any of them except
and a young miiltary :r:ar‘r-.:_ of the Russian
such a handsome boy® A: :
lova
Now, something very odd has happened
of Trebizond many years ago. While there
Wilner, who was killed In a riot pear Gal-
Interesting things—an old bronse Chiness

W
and ght, 1918, 1917, by tha Interna-
tional agazine company.)
EELAND had several letters from
Ruhanpah Carew that autumn
written a few weoeks after her arrival
Iz Paris.
writing to you, but I am homesichk.

I have wriltlen every week to mother and
were stll marvied, Lecauss It would almost
kil har If she knsw the truth
Fyet. Could you tell me bhow you think the
aewy ought o be brokss 10 her and father?
quite il crossing the ocean. Bul the last
two days I wenat an déeck with the Princess
[ 218

The princess has been so friendly. I should

with
my seasicknoss and homesicknoss, and brood-
ing over my terrible fall, I know
any longer, truly I didn’t. 1 even asked to
be taksn, 1 am sorty now that I prayed that

Well, I have passed through the most
awfal part of my e 1 think. fee! strange
wick, snd had died. and as though it were
anuther girl sitting here writing to you, and
August

Then came & note from the Princeas
from Rue:

Mon cher James: Doubtiess you have al-
parents—withizs & few hours of sach other—
both estricken with prneumenia within the
as Mra Brandes In my care, Thea he wrote
to the child: the letier has just arrived.
talks wildiy of going back st once. But o
what purpcses mow, mon ami? Her loved
days defore Ruhanpab could arrive,

There are bound to be complicationa, I
heraa | have consulted my attorneys here
and they are not very cartaln that the cere-
further iaga! steps 1o fres her eatirely. A
sult for annuiment is possible
loeked up and keep the keyr in your pos-
seguion for the pressst Judge Cary will

Then came another letter, later,
Bim from Miss Carew:
have laid aside mourning ws g9 to concerts,
plars, operas, ta SL Cloud, Versallies, Fon-

Eo many Interesting men come to our
Thursdaye; and somoe women 1 prefer the
eral who s a dear; and thare are young
efficers, too; and yesitarday twe cabinet
and Russian embassies. And the Turkish
charge, whom I disiiks
all are most beantifully gowned. Soame Have
titlag. But all seem to be a Hitle too moch
formally. But [ feel! that 1 know some of
the men better—especiaily the old general
embassy, whom everybedy
and whom everybody ca
Alak, and I think he is very much in
with Princess Nala.
which 1 wish to teil you about. My father,
as you know, was misslonary In the Vilayet
he came ints pesscssion of a curious sea
chest belonging te a German named Conrad
lipoll

In this chest were, and stil]l are, two vary
figure which I used to play with when 1
was & child [t was called the Yollow

Davii; and a native Chinese missionary once
read for us the [nseription on the figure
which identified it as a Mongol demon calied
Erilk, the ince of Darkness.

The other object of intsrest in the box
was the manuscript disry kapt by this Herr
Wilner to within a few moments of his
deatk. This I have eften heard read aloud
By my father, but I forgot much of It now,
and I mever understood it aill, because I was
toe young.

It is so long since I have read the diary
that 1 can't remember the story in which
the mames Nais and Mistchenka are con-
eerned. As I recollect, It was a tragic story
that used to thrill ma.

At any rate, 1 didn't spsak of this ta
Princeas N ; hot ahaut & week ago there
ware a few peaple dinlag here with us—
among others an eld Turkish Admiral, Murad
Pasha, who took me out And an scen as
I heard hls mame 1 thought of that diary;
and T am sure It was mentioned in it

Anyway, he happened to speak of Trebi-
sond; and, nxturally, I said that my father
had been a missionary thers many years

B
my

ago.

As this seemed to Interest hism, and
eause he gquestioned me, I tald him
father's name and all that I knew In re-
gard te his caresr as a misslopary In the
Trebizond district. And, somehow—I don't
exactly recollect how It came about—I spoke
of Herr Wiiner, and his death at Gallipoil,
and how his elfects came inte my father's
poesassion.

And because the old, slespy-eved Admiral
seemed 30 interested and amused, 1 told
him about Herr Wilner's box and hia diary
and the plars and maps and photogranhs
with which I used to play as a little child

Mursd did not come again: hut a few
days later the Turkinh Charge T Affaira was
present at & very large dinner given by
Princess Nala

And two curious comversations occurred at
that dinner

The Turkish Charge, Izrzet Bey, suddenly
tarned to me and asked me Ian Engilsh
whether 1 were not the daughter of the
Reverend Wilbour Carew who onee was In
charge of the American mission near Tre-
bizond. 1 was so surprised at the guestion;
Put I answered yes, remembering that
Mursd must have mentioned me to him

He continuad to ask me about my Ifather,
and apoke of his ~fforts te establish a girin’
=hool, first axa, then at Tehardak,
and finally llipoil. T told him I had
eftan heard my Tather sprak of theses mat-
ters with my mother, bat that I was toe
young to remember anything about my own
lifa in Turkey.

All the while we were comversing. 1 be-
ticed that the Princess kept looking across
the table at us as though some chance
word had attracted her attention.

I dida't know what she meant, but Izzet
Bey turned & bright scarlet, bowed Agaln,
and returned to the amoking roeom.

And that night, while anne WS
hooking me, Princess Nalfa came (nts
bedroom and asked mas some questions, and
T tWold4 Ber about the box of instruments and
the diary, and the alippery linen papers cov-
ered with drawings and German wriling,
with which I used to play

ke sald never to mention them te any-
body, and that I should never permit any-
body to szamine those mirtary papers, be-
sause it might be Barmful to America

How odd and how thrilling! 1 am most
eurfous te kmew what all this means It
peams ke an axciting story just beginning,
and 1 wonder what sueh a girl as I has to
da with eserels which concera the Turkish
Charge !n Paria

Doa't you think It promises to be ro-
mantie? De sou suppose it has anything
™ do with spies and diplomaey and kings
and thromes, and fterribie military secrets?
Ope hears A great deal about the smbnssies
Berea baing bhotheds of political intrigue
And of course France Is always thinking of
Alsace and Larraine, and there {3 an ever
presant danger of war Ia Burope.

Ones day there eame to him a note
from the Princess Mitschenka:

Dear Jim: Yom, In America, have heard
of the murder of the Austrian Archduke of
course, But—have Yyou, Iln Amarica, any
3dea what the consequences of that mur-
der may lead ta?

Encugh of that

un-
my

Now for the favor T ask.
Will you g0 =t onece to Brookhollow, go
to Rubannah's houss, open it. take from It
a chest made of olive wood and bound with
some meta! which looks llke gilver, lock
the bax and take It to New York, place it
in a safe deposit vanlt until you can sall for
l‘hrln on the first steamer that leaves New
ork?

Wil you do this—get tha bor I have de-
scribed and bBring It to me yourself on
the first steamer that salla?

And, Jim, keep Your ey on the Box. Don't
trust anybody near It Rue says that, as
she recollects, the box is about the mize and
shape of & sultcass and that It has a can-
waa and leather cover with a handls which
bygttons over IL

If you find yourse!f embarrsassed finan-
cially, eable me just one word, “Hisek.,” and
T stall arrange matters through a New Tork

If yeu feel that you do net care to do me
this favor, cable the singla word, 0"

If yeu bhave sufficlent Tunda and are
willinag to bring the bax to me ryourself,
cable the word, “Blue™

Jim, 1 bavae seidom taken & very serious
tone wilh you since we hava known each
other. I am very serfous now. And If our

it s Im-|

friendahip means anything to you, prowve it!
Yours, NAIA,

As he sat there In his studio, per-
plexed, amazed, annoyed, yet curious,
trying to think out what he ought to
do—whnat, in fact, must be done some-
how or olther—there came a ring at hia
door bell. A messenger with a cable
| dispatch stood there; Nesland signed,
tore open the envelope, and read:

Please go at once to Brookhollow and se-
oure an ollve-wood bax bound with allver,
containing military mapa, plans, photographs,
and papers written lo German, property of
Rubannah Carew Lose no time, 1 implore
you, as an attempt to rob the house and
sten] the papers iz lkely. Béware of any-
body resembling s German. Have writian,
but beg you not to wait for letter, NALA.

Twloe he reread the cablegram. Then,
with a half-bewildered, half-disgusted
glance around at his studio, his belong-
ings, the ynfinished work on his easel,
he went to the telephone.

It being July, he had little difficulty
In reserving a good stateroom on the
Cunarder Volhynia, sailing the follow-
Ing day. Then, summaoning the janitor,
he packed a steamer trunk and gave
order to have it taken aboard that
evening.

On his way downtown to his bank he
stopped at a telegraph and cable office
and sent a cable message to the
Princess Mistchenka. The text con-
sisted of only one word: *“Blue.”

He departed for Gayfield on the &
o'clock afternoon train, carrying with
him a suitcase and an automatic pistol
in his breast poclket.

From the road, just before Nealand
descended to cross the bridgs iInto
Brookheollow, he caught a gleam of
light straight ahead. For a moment it
did not occur to him that there was
anything strange in his seeing a light

in the old Carew house. Then, sud-
denly, he realized that a light ought
not to be burning behind the lowered
ghades of a house which was supposed
to be empty and Jocked.

His Instant impulse was to put on
his brakes then and there, but the
next moment he realized that his car
must already have been heard and
seen by whoever had lighted that
shaded lamp. The car was already on
the old stone bridge; the Carew house
stood directly behind the crossroads
ahead; and he swung %o the right into
the creek road and sped along it until
he judged that neither his lights nor
the sound of his motor could be dis-
tingulshed by the unknown occupant
of the Carew house.

He fitted his key to the door, eare-
less of what nolse he made, unlocked
and pushed It opean, and started to cross
the threshold.

Instantly the licht In the adjoining
room grew dim. At the same moment
his quick ear caught a sound as though
somebody had blown out the turn-down
flame; and he found himself facing
total darkness.

“Who the devil's in there!™ he called,
flashing his electric pocket Iamp.
“Come out, whoever you are. You've
mo business In this house, and ¥you
know [t And he entéred the silent
room. Full in the glare, her face as
white &s the light itself, stood a
woman. And just in time his eyes
cnught the glitter of a weapon In her
stiftfly extended hand; and he snapped
off his light and ducked as the level
pistol-flame darted through the dark-
ness.

The next sscond he had her in hia
grasp; held her writhing and twisting;
and, through the confused trample and
heavy breathing, he notlced a curious
eracklilng noise as though the clothing
she wore wera made of paper.

The struggle in plich darkness waa
violent but brief; she managed to fire
agaln a8 he caught her right arm and
felt along it until he touched the des-
perately clenched pistol. Then, stiil
clutching her closed fingers, he pulled
the flash light from his side pocket
and threw its full radiance straight lato
her face.

“Let o your pistol,” he breathed.

She strove doggedly to retain It
but her slender fingers slowly relaxed
under his merciless grip; the plstol
feli; and he kicked the peari-handled,
nickel-plated weapon across the dusty
board floor.

They both were panting: her right

arm, rigid, still remsained in his power-
tul cluteh. He released 1t presently,
stepped back and played the light over
her from head to foot.
She was deathly white. Under her
smart straw hat, which had been pushed
awry, the contrast between her black
huailr and eyes and her chalky skin was
startling.

Without further esremony, he pulled
out his handkerchief, caught her firmly,
reached for her other arm, jerked it
behind her back, and tied both her
wrists. Then he dragged a chair up
and pushed her on IL

Her hat had fallen off. and her hailr
sagged to her nock, The frall stuff
of which her walst was made had been
badly torn, too, and hung in rags from
her right shoulder.

“Wheoe ara you? he demandad.

“"Why did you come here?™ he de-

cPDarkStar

Ny Darlz.

“You know. Don't humiliate me.”

“Answer my question! What are you
if you're not a lady crook?"

“I'm employed—as you are! Play the
game falrly.” She halted In the dark
pasturs, but he motioned her to go
forward.

“It you don't keep on walking,” he
said, “TI'll plek you up as I would a pet
cat and carry you. Now, then, once
mors, who are you working for? By
whom are you amployed, if you're not
& plain thiaf?

“The—Turkish embassy.”

“What!"

*You knew It™
volce, walking through
beside him.

“What is your name?" he Insisted.

“Dumont.”™

“What else?™

“Ilse Dumont.™

“That's French™

“It's Alsatian German.”™

“All right. Now, why did you break
into that housaT"

“To take what you took.”

“To steal these papers for the Turk-
iesh embassy 7"

“"To take them."

“For the Turkish ambassador!™
repeated increduously.

“No; for his military attache.”

“What are you, a spy?

“You knew It well enough, You are

she said in a low
the darkness

ha

manded.

No answer.

“Did you come to get an olive-wood |
bound bex with silver™

A =light color tinted the ashy pallor
under har evea

He turned abruptly and swept the
furniture with his wearchlight and saw |
on a table her coat, gloves, wrist bag,
and furled umbrella: and besides them
what appeared to be her sulteass, open.
It had a canvas and leather cover; he
walked over to the table, turned back
the cover of the suitcase and revealed
& polished box of olive wood, heavily
banded by esome metal resambling
silvar.

Inside the box wersa books, photo-
graphs, a bronze Chinese figure, which
he recognized as thea Yeallow Deavil, a
pair of revolvers, a dagger very much
like the one he had wrested from her.
But there weare no military plans thera.

He turned to his prisoner:

“Is everything here? he asked very
aharply.

“Yeu"

He picked up her wrist bag and
opened it but discovered only soma
money, & handkerchief, a spool of
thread and packet of needlen.

There was a glass lamp on the table
He managed to light it finslly; turned
off his fiash light and sxamined the
contents of the box agaln thoroughly.
Then he camé back to where she was
sented.

“Get up.” he sald

She looked at him sullenly without
moving,

“I'm in a hurry.” he repeated; “get
up. I'm going to search you.

At that she bounded to her feet

"What!" she exclaimed furiously.

But he caught hold of her, hald her,
untied the handkerchisaf, freeing her
wrista

“Now pull out those papers you have
concealed under your clothing™ he said
impatiently. And, as she made no mo-
tion to comply: “If you dom't I'll do
it for you.

“You dare lay your hand on me™ she
fMamed.

“¥ou treacherons littls cat. 4o you
think I'll hesitute™ he retorted. “Do
you imagine I retaln any respect for
you or your person? Glve me those
papera!™

There were papers in her stockings,
papers stitched to her stays, basted In-
side her skirts. A roll of drawings
traced on linen lay on the floor, still
retaining the warmth of her body
around which they had been wrapped.

Halfway across the dark pasture she
stoppad short in her tracks.

“Have | got to carry you?™ he de-
manded sharply.

“Pon't have me locked up.”

“Why not?®™

“T'm not a—a thilef.”

I for it, I hope.

*Qh! BExcuse me. What are your™

one, also, But you have treated me as
though I were a thief. You'll be killed

#You think I'm a spy? bhe asked,
astonished.

“What eolse are you?

“A spyT' he repeated. *“Is that what
you are? And you suppose me to be
one too?! ‘That's funny. That's ex-
tremely i He checked himself,
locked around at her. “What ars you
about?’ he demanded. “What's that in
your handT™™

“A clgarstte.”

They had arrived at the road. He
got over the wall with the box; she
vaulted it lightly. p

in the darkness he eaught the low,
steady throbbing of his engine, and
prasently distinguizhad the car stand-
ing where he had left it

“May I have a match for my cigar-
stie?’ ghe asked meekly.

He found one, scratched it; she placed
& vary thick and long cigarstte Le-
tween her lips and he lighted it for her.

Just as he threw in the clutch and
the car started, the girl blaw a shower
of sparks from the end of ber cigarette,
roge in her seat and flung the lightad
clgaretie high Into the air. Instantly
it burst lnto a flare of crimson fire,
hanging aioft as though It were & fire
balloon, and lighting up road and craek
and bushes and flelds with a brilllant
strontium glare.

Then, far in the night, he Loard a
motor horn screech three times.

“You young devil!” he sadd, Increas-
ing the spesd. I ought to bhave re-
mmebered that every snake has iis
mate. . . . If you offer to 'touch
me—if you move—if you as much as
lift a fingar, I'll throw you iato the
ereek!”

“Listen!"—she Inld one hand Ughtly
on his arm—“Why should you involve
vourself—you, an American? This mat-
ter is no concern of yours—

“What matter?™

“The matter co:‘cadrnlns rihou p:;

ers. 1 tell you It doeas not conce
‘;ou: it 1s nons of your business. Let
me bs frank with yod; the papers are
of Importance to a forelgn govern-
ment—to the German governmeant And
in no way do thsy threaten your pao-
ple or your country's welfares, - Why,
then, do you Interfers? Why do you
pse violence toward an agent of a for-
sign and friendly government?”

“Why @does a foraign and friendly
government employ spies in a friendly
eountry ™ "

“All ;ovarnsnenu do. |

“Is that so?"

It Is. America swarms with Brit-
{sh and French agents.'™

“How do you know? -

~It's my business to know, Mr., Nee-
land.” A

“rhen that {8 your profession! You
reslly are a spy ™'

“Yen"

“and you pursue this emnobling pro-

=

feselon with an enthusiasm which does
not stop short of murder!"”

“I had no cholce.”

“Yes, It might become s0. . . . Mr.
Neeland, I have no péersonal fesling of
anger for you. You offered me vio-
lence: you behaved brutally, indecently,
But I want you to understand that no
petty personal feeling Incites me. The
wrong vou have dons me {8 nothing;
the injury you threaten to do my coun-
try l= very grave. 1 ask you to be-
lieve that I speak the truth. Tt is in
the service of my country that I have
acted. Nothing matters to me eXcept
my country's weifare. Individuals are
nothing; the fatherland evarything.
. . . Will you glve me back my pa-
pers?*

“No.
owner.”

“Is that final?™

“It Is."

“I am gorry,” she sald

A moment later the lighta of Orange-
villo camsa into distant view across the
dark and rolling country.

It was In mid-ocean that
finally came to the conclusion
nobody on board the Volhynia
likely to bother him or his box.

The July weather had been magnifi-
cent—blue skies, a gentle wind, and &
sea scarcely silvered by a comber.

Assorted aenizens of the Atlantle
took part in the traditional vaudeville
performance for the benefit of the Vol-
hynia passengers; gulls followed tha
wake to mid-ocean; Mother Carey's
chickens skimmed the baby blllows;
dolphins turned watery flip-flaps un-
der the bowsa; and even a distant whale
consentad to oblige.

Everybody pervaded the decks
Ing, noan and avening; the most
squeamish recoversd confidence in 24
hours; and every constitutional lubber
con¢luded he was a born sailor.

Neeland really was one, no nauses
born from the bad adjustment of that
andtomical auricular gyroscope recent-
ly dilscovered in man ever disturbed
his abdominnl nerves. Short of ship-
wreck, he énjoyed any entertalnment
the Atlantic offered him.

So he was always on deck., tran-
quilly happy and with nothing in the
world to disturb him except his re-
sponsibility for the olive-wood box.

He dared not leave it in his locked
cabin; he dared not entrust it to any-
body:; he Jugged It -about with him
wheraver he went. On deck It stood
beside his steamer chalr; It dangled
from his hand when he promenaded,
exciting the amarement and ouriosity
of others; it reposed on the floor un-
der the table and beneath his attentive
feet when he was at meals.

These elaborate precactions indl-
cated his wholesome respect for the
peraistence of Scheherazade and har
friends; he was forever scanning his
fellow-voyagers at table, in the smol-
ing room, and as they strolled to and
fro in front of his steamer chair, try-
fng to make up his mind concerning
them.

Perhaps it was bocause he did not
feal particularly hungry that his din-
ner appearsd unappetising: possibly
because it had been standing {n the
corridor outside Hhis door for 20
minutes, which did not add to its de-
sirabllity.

The sun had set and the air in the
room hid grown cold. He felt chilly;
and, when he uncovered the silver
tureen and discovered that the soup
was still piping hot, he drank some of
it to warm himself.

He had swallowed about half a cup-
ful before he discovered that the =ea-
soning was not agreeable to hiz palats
In fact, the flavor of the hot broth was
g0 decidely unpleasant that he pushed
aside the cup and sat down on the edge
of his bunk without any further desire
to eat anything.

A glass of water from the carafe did
not seam to rvid him of the subtle, dis-
agreeable taste lingering in his mouth
—Iin fact, the water Itsell seemed to be
tainted with It.

He sat for a few moments fumbling
for his cigarette casge, leeling curiousiy
uncomfortable, as though the slight

I shall return them to their

Neeland
that
was

morn-

"

e — MMy Lriffle Prze Srew — "’

motion of the ship were affecting his
head.

As he sat there looking st the un-
lighted cligarette Iln his hand, it fell
to the carpet at his feet. He started
to stoop for it, caught himself In time,
pulled himself srect with an effort.

Something was wrong with him—
VEry Wrong.

The captain of the Volyhnla had just
come from the bridge and was taking
a bita of late supper in hi= cabin when
the orderly announced Neeland. He
roge at once, offering s friendly hand:

“Mr. Nedland, I am very glad to ses
you by name and reputation already.
There wore some excellant pletures by
you |n the latest number of the Mid-
waek magazine.”

“T'm so glad you liked them, Captain
Wast.”

*“Yeu, I did. Thers wns a breeze In
them—a galety. And such a fetching
zirl you drew for your hercinsal"

“You think so! It's rather Interest-
Ing, I met a young girl once—she
comes from up-state where I came
from. There was a peculiar and rather
subtle attraction about her face. So I
nltered the features of the study I was
making from my modal and put in hers
as I remembered them.”

“She must be beautiful, Mr. Nealand.”

*It hadn't struck me so until I drew
her from memory. And there's more to
the story. I never met her but twice
in my life—the second time under ex-
ceedingly dramatle circumstances. And
now I'm crossing the Atlantic at a
day's notice to oblize her. It's an
amusing story, isn't {t7°

“Mr. Neeland, I think it in going to
be what you call 2 ‘continued’ story.™

“No. Oh, no. It ought to be, consider-
ing its elements. But it isn't. There's
no further romance in if, Captaln
West™

The captaln’s smils was plessant but
skeptieal

They seated themselves, Nesland de-
clining an imvitation to supper, and
tha ecaptain asking his indulgence If
he talked while eating.

“AMr. Neeland,” he said, “I'm about e
talk rather frankly with you. I have
had several messages by wiraless to-
duy from British sources, concerning
you.” .

Nealaond, esurprised, said nothing.
Captaln West finished his bite of sup-
per: the stewnrd removed the dishes
and went out, closing the door. The
captain glunced at the box which Nee-
land had set cn the floor by his chalr.

“May I aek,” he sald, "“why you
brought your sopitcase with you?"

“It's valuable.™

The captain’s keen cyes were on his.

“Why are you followed by sples?”
he asked.

Neeland reddened.

“Yeu" continued the captain of the
Volhvnia, “my government [nstructs
rae, by wireless, to offer you any ald
and protection you may desire I am
informed that you carry papérs of mili-
tary importance to a certain foraign
nation with whlich neithar England nor
France are on what might be ecalled
ecordinl téerms, I am told it is likely
that agents of this foreign country
have followed you aboard my ship for
the purpose of rohbing you of these
papers Now, Mr. Nesland, what do
you know about this business™

*Very littls,” said Neeland.

“tHave you had any trouble?”

“Oh, ves.™

The captain sm'led:

“Hvidently you have wriggled out of
it,” he said.

“Veas, wriggled Is the literal word.”

*“Then you dc not think that you re-
quirs any protection from ma?™

“Perhaps I do. I've been a singular-
1y Innocent and lucky ass. It's merely
chance that my papers have noi been
stolen, even befors I started In quest
of them™

“Have you beaen troubled aboard my
ship?'

Neeland waved his hand careleassly:

“Nothing te speak of, thank you."

~if you have any charge 1o make—"

*0h, ne.”

The enplain regarded him Intently.

“Lot me tell you something.” he sald.
“Since we salled, have you noticed the

aécyz‘%fjmiay

bulletins posted containing omur wire-
less newa?"

“Yes, I've read them.,”

“Did they interest youT

“Yes. You mean that row
Aunstria and Servia over the archduke's
murder?™

“I mean exactly that, Mr. Neeland.
And now I am going to tell you some-
thing else. Tonlght I had a radio mes-
sage which I shall not post on the bul-
letins for various reasons. But I shall
tell you under the seal of confidence.”

“l glve you my word of honor"
sald Nealand quiet])

“I accept it, Mr Nealand. And this
{8 what has happened: Austria has de-
elded oa an ultimatum to Servia. And
probably will send it."”

They remszined silent for a moment.
then the captain continued:

“Why should we decelve ourselvea?
This Is the most serious thing that has
happened since the Hohenxollern inel-
dent which brought on the Franco-
Prussian war.”

Neeland nodded.

The sun hung well
mists and threw

between

above the river
lohg, cherry-red

beams peross the choppy channel where |

clotted jets of steam and smoke [rom
tug and steamer drifted with the fog;
and still the captain of tha Volhymnia
and young Neoland sgat together In low-
voleced conference In the captaln's
cabin: and o sallor, armed with cutlnss
and plstol, stood outside the locked
and bolted door,

Off the port bow, Liverpool spread

as far as the eye could see through the |

shredded fog: to starboard, off Birk-
enhead, through a hase of pearl and
lavender, the tall phantom of an oid-
time battleship loomed.

Through the crowded Paris terminal
Neeland pushed his way, carrying the
olive-wood box in his hand and keap-
ing an eye on hls porter, who precaded
him carrying the remainder of his lug-
gage and repeating:

“Place, =s'il vous
dames!”

To Neelnnd it was llke a homecom.
ing after many years' exile; the subtls
but perfectly specific odor of
assalled his nostrile once again; the
rapid, emphatle, lively language of
Fraonce sounded onoe more delight-
fully in his eager ears; vivacity and

plait, m'sleu’,

Faris

| iIntelligance sparkled In every eye that

met his own. It was a throng of rapld
movement, of anlmated speech, of ges-
ticulntion. And, as It was in the be-
ginning when he first arrived there
as a student, he fell in love with It at
first sight and contact

And, of a sudden, he noticed the pret-
tlest girl he had ever seen In his life.
She was in white, with a black stroaw
bat, and her face and flgure were lova-
Iy beyond words, Evidentiy she wus
awalting friends; there was a charm-
ing eéxpectancy on her fresh young
face, & slight forward inclination of
ber body, as though expect and
happy impatience wlone con her

Her beauty almost took
AWLY.

“Lord!” he thought to himself, g i 4
such a glrl as that ever stood walting
for me

At the same moment her golden-grey
eyes, swoaping the passing crowd, maet
hig; n shurp thrill of amazement passed
through him as she held out both
gloved hands with & soft exclamation
of recognition:

“Jim! Jim Neeland!™

“Rua Carew!l” He could scarcely
cradit hl* eyasight, where he stood, hat
in hand, 'holding both her littls hands
in one of his

No, thers was no usze in trying to dle-
gulse Hhis astonlshment. 1
fnto Ltha face of this tall young

his

Eirl

sexrched it for familiar features, recog- |

nized =& lovely paraphrase of the
freckled face and thin figure he re-
memberad, and remalned dumb befors
this radiant reincarnstion of that other
unhappy, shabby and meager child he
had known two Yoars ago

Ruhannah, laughing flushed,
withdrew her hands,

“Have I changed? You haven't. And
I always thought you the most wonder-
ful and ornamental young man on thi
plunet. 1 knesw you at once, Jim Nee-
land. Would you have passed without
recognizing me?”

“Pearhaps 1 wouldn't
after secing you——"

“Jim Neeland! What a ramark!” She
langhed. “Anway, It's nice to belleve
myself attractive-enough to be noticaed
And I'm so glad to see you. Naln is
here, somewhers, watching for you"—
turning her pretty, ecager head to
search for tha FPrinces M1 henka.
“Oh, there she I1s! Bhe doesn’'t sce
us- 1

They made thelr way between the
passing ranks of passengers and port-

and

have passed

era; the princess caught slght of them, |

aame hastily toward tham.
*Jim! 1It's nice to ada you
you for coming! 8o you found
Rus? How #are you, Jim? And
ls the olive-wood box?"
“I'm well, and thora's
box!" he replied, lnughing
it In his hand to exhibit 1t
next time you want it, send an
of artillery and two battleships!™
"“Did you have trouble?'
*pProuble? I had the tims of my
lifa. No moving plcture can ever again
excite me; no best sallar I've been
both since I had your casble Lo get this
box and bring it to you.™
He laughed as he spoks, but the
princess continued to regard him very
ssriously, and Rue Carew's smile came

Thank
1

wihco

that devilizh
and Hting
“Nala, the
eacort

and waned like sunlight in a wood, for|

she was not quits sure whether ha had
really encountered any dangers on this
mission which he had fulfilled so wall.

“Our car is walting outslde,” said the
princess. “Where Is your porter, Jim™

Neoland glanced about him, dlscov.
ered the porter, made a sign for him to
follow, and they moved togeths
wiard the entrance to the huge term

*1 haven't declded where to stop
began Naeland, but the prine
checked him with a protty gesture

“You stop with us, Jim.,"”

The chauffeur had swung Neeland'n
stenmer trunk and suitcase to the side-
walk: already the princess and
were advancing to the house, while
Neeland fumbled In hls pocket for the
fare.

The butler, howing relieved him
the olive-wood box. At the same
stant the blus-bloused man with
hoge turned the powerful stréeam
water directly Into the butlar's face,
knocking him flat on the sidewalk;
and his two comrades tripped up Neeal-
and, passed a red sash over his head,
and hurled him aside, blinded,
strangled, staggering at random, tear-
ing furiously at the wide band of
woollen cloth which secemed 10 suffo-
cate him,

Already the chauffeur had toesed the
olive-wood box into the cau; the three
blue-bloused men sprang In after It;
the chauffeur =lipped into his seat,

of
in-
the

of

threw in the elutch, and, driving with |

oné hand. turned a pistol on the half
drowned butler, whe had reeled to his
feet and was lurching forward to seize
the steering wheel.

The taxicab, gathering speed. was al-
ready turning the corner of the rue de
l& Lune when Nesaland managed to free
throat and eyes from the awathe of
woollen.

The butler, checked by .the leveled
pistol, =atood dripping, still aimost
blinded by the force of the water from
the hose: but he had plenty of pluek,
and he followed Necland gn a run to
the corner of the street.

The streat was absolutely empty, ax-
cept for the sparrows, and the big, fat,
siate-colored pigeons that strutted and
coo-cooed under the shadow of the
chestnut trees.

‘“*There's & man dining with us'" re-
marked the princess, “who hes the

same irresponsible and casual views= on
life and manners which you entertain.

breath |

looiced |
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No doubt you'll get along very well to-
gether,”

“Who In he? msked Neeland.

“A Captain Sengoun, one of our at-
taches. It's likely you'll find a con-
geninl soul in this same Cossack whom
we all call Alak." She added malicious-
I¥: *“His only logic Is the impulse of
the moment. and he is known as Prince
arlick among his familiars. Erlk was
the devil, you kunow e

He was announced at that moment,
and ¢came marching i(n—a dark, hand-
some, wiry young man with winning
black eves and a little black moustache
just shadowing his short upper lip—
and a head shaped to contain the devil
himself the most reckless looking
head, Neeland thought, that he ever
had beheld In all his life.

But the young fellow's frank smile
was utterly irresistible, and hin straight
manner of facing one, and of looking
directiy Into the eyves of the person
i¢ addressed In his zlmost too perfect
English, won any listener immediately.

He bowed formally over Princesa
Naia's hand, turned squarely on Nesl-
and whaen he was named to the Amer-
ican, and sxchanged a firm clasp with
him. Then, to the princess:

“l am iate? No? Fancy, princess—
that great booby, Imzet Bey, must stop
me at the club, and I exceedingly
pressed to dress and entirely oul of
Ihumur with all Turks, ‘Eh bien, mon
vieux? said he in his mincing manner
of & nervous pelican, ‘they're war
|ing up the Balkan bollars with Aus-
trian plne. But I hear they're full of
snow." And I said to him: 'Snpow boila
vary nicely if the fire is sufficiently
persistent! And 1 think Izzet Bay
|w1|! find it so!"—with a quick laugh
of explanation to Nealand: "He meant
Russian snow, you see; and that bolla
beautifully if they keep on stoking
the boller with Austrian fuel*™

The princess shruzged:

“What schoolboy repartes!
¥you answer him at all, Alak

“Well," explained tha
I was due here at § 1 hadr
take him by the nose, had I

Rus Carew enterod and went
princess to make amends:

“I'm so0 sorr¥y to be late!™
to =mlle at Nealand, then offered
hand to the Russian, “How
do. Prince Hrlik?' she sald
careless and gay cordiality of old
quaintance *lI heard you say some-
thing about Celonel Izzetl Bey's nose as
I eame In”

Cuptain
slender white

“The Mohamer
is an able
tocture, 8 Caraw, Why
Burprise you to hear me extol
zarre beauty ™

“Anyway,” mald the girl, ‘Tm
tented that you left devilry for revel-
Yy And, Marotte announcing din-
ner, sha took the arm of Captain Sen-
goun as the princess took Neeland'a

At midnight the two young men had
nol yat pa i For, us Sengoun ex-
plained, the hour for partlng was al-
raandy past, and it was too Inte to eon-
sider It now. And Nesland thought so.
too, what with t laughter and
musio, and the soft breazes to
counsal folly, and the c ‘s haunting
brilliancy &t ching awy bewitah-
Ing perspec till unaxplored.

From severy ¢ lamp the lustroos
ecapital signalle youth her
tion, her ch her
Like some je .
dreaming Clros
dering new spells Paris 1
her mystery and beauty under the July
SiArs,

Sengoun, his arm through Naal
had become affectionalely
He sxplained that he re
turnal creature
plately waked up; that his habits were
due to & pasalon for astronomy, and
that the stars he had discovered at odd
houra of the snrly morning were more
anmazing than any celestial bodles ever
bafora identified.
| It was after the two young men had
Jardin Russe that Capta Sen
affectic
poBsces| 34

Why 4id

Mo

Lo
to the
turned
her
yon
the

do
with

ag-
bowed over her

ian nosa of Iztet Bay

bit of orler

Its bi-

con-

the
night

Fr In

18 A noc-
had

: thit n e com-

positively -

to relinguish

EDun
fused
land's arm

“Dear friend,” he explained, "I am
Juet waking up and I do not wish to go
to bed for days and days”

“But I do,” returned Neeland, laugh-
ing “Where do you want to go now,
Prince Erlik?™

The champagne was singing loud
the Comssack's handpome )}

IIianecy bovond the
riveted his rowvi

Noe-

neorde

“Over there™

he sn

 fairest form

| burned—or Troy fell a
[—It'n ull the same, o
fyou call fifty-fifty, ah?”

Nealand tried to free his
|cuse himpself: two policem
Ibut Sengoun, lHnking his
| firmly In Nealand's, crossed
In a seriss of Dutch rolls and outer
edges, In which Neeland was compelled
to Jjoin.

Tha spactacle of two Young fellows
|in evening dress, in a friendly tug-of-
war under the lamp-posts of the boule-
vard, amused the paesing populuce;: and
Sengoun, nolicing this was inclined to
mount a boulevard bench and address
the wayfarars, but Neesland pulled him
|down and persusdad him into & quistar
street, the rus Vilna

“Thare's a Gérman place,
clalmed Sengoun, dalighted.

And Neeland, turning teo
calved the [llumingted sign of the
|den Bulgars.
| Sengoun protested in loud, nn=w] tonen
that house to whi his
raferrad suspected
|:et.;3 AN began,
attentl] retty but
pointe , tha waliters, the
and avary g1 in the nelghborh

“As for me,"” cried Sengoun, felgning
to loge his temper, T have no intention
lof balng tricked. I was not barn yas-
terday—not I! 1If there {s to be found
|an honest wheal Parls that would
51 Otherwige, I go homs to bed™
wheel, T tel
that

AT
the

now!” ex-
look, per-
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brightly-
rant,
od.
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“It la not I
| “Ba reasonable—

“Reann yle!” repeated Sangoun, ap-
| penling to the poople aroun them.
“Porm ma to ask thoess unusually in-
| telligent gentlemen whether it Is rea-
sonable to play roulette in a place
whers the wheel Is notoriously con-
trollad and the management n dishonest
one! Could s gentleman b# axpected to
frequent or even to conntenance places
of evil repute? Moesnleurs, I awalt your
verdiet! And he folded his arms dra-
jmationlly.

Somebody eald, from a neighboring
table:

“Vous aves parfaltament raison, mon.
fear!™
| “I thank you” eried Sengoun, with an
l:tl‘lmlr:-lni)' dramatic bow. “Tharefore, I
shall now go home to bed!™

Neosland, maintaining his gravity with
difficulty, followed Sengoun toward the
|dl‘lﬁl’, #till pretending to plead with him:
and the gerant, a tall, blond, rosy and
unmistakable German stepped forward
to unlock the door

As he laid his hand on
sald In a whisper

“If the gentiemen desire the privi-
lege of an exclusive club where every-
thing s unquextionably conducted "

“Where?" demanded Necland,
ruptly.

“On the third floor, monsieur.”

“Here?"

“Cartainly, sir. 1f the gentlamen will
honor me with thelr names, and will be
seatad for one filtle moment, T shall
sea What be accompllshed.”

(To be continued next Sunday,)
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