v g atrerense

bb. HAT, at least, is pertaln; it
will mean n baronetcy for
l me.”

Paroival Dufferin ‘swung
rolund Jeisurely In his chalr ds He spoks
and  pressed an electric bell at his al-
bow '

His servant, coming In a moment
later found him leaning back with his
eyes fixed on the eelling and the tipa of
his fingers lightly pressed together.
Theve was & look In his face which even
the man noticed—a look of one who was
Jifted up. whose whole belng wan per-
vaded with the [ntoxieating ether of
publime contentment,

Prom this pesition he dld not move,
His eyes followed the servant as he
placed the allver reading-lamp on the
table, drew the heavy curtains across
the windows, and finally removed the
tray and tea-things, which stood neg-
Jected where they had been pet down
half an hour before. but his mind was
far away o some distant dreamland.

A’ glance around the cozy room lit up
with the soft effulgence thrown by the
yellow shade of the lamp was sufficient
to revenl that the owner was & man of
expanstve and artistlg taste. Tet ihe
whole place was in orderly confusion.
The déesk at which he sat wans lliterad
with proofa of books; there were biooks
on the floor nnd books on the seat of
avery chalr within reach of his arm
Moat of these volumes were upcut.
'_:r&clnl Dufferin, poet, critic  and

- 6 The publishitng firm of which
he was parther, was perhaps the most
conaclentious worker In London. Lis
face, bandsome  always, was almost
beautiftl at this moment. The brown
ayen were sparkiing and the well-formed
mouth was partad in a mmile which
seemed to express unfuthomable deptha
of hapipness.

Although still early, he was in even-
ing Aress. The tallcoat, however, had
been discarded for o well-worn smoking-
facket embluzoned on the poocket with

—the-Megdeien-arms—while. a box _of gli-|

gars lay open on the table before him.
“Yen, n baronetey.” he repeated to
himweelf, coming suddenly to an upright
position. ‘“How pleased Gwen will be!™
He bent forward as he spoke and
opened one of the drawers of the bu-

renn. Tne manuseript of a novel lny |
tneide, neatly tled with pink tape. It | hard and Indifferant.
vous and agitated, far more so than ha,
judge by the outward

wee lypewritten but on the uppormost
phoet wns scrawled, In a ranning hand,

and then followed the name of the {llus-
trious author

8o immersed wan ‘he In his contempla
tiop that Dufferin 4id not hear the door
open, and It was only at the sound of
the soft frou-frou of A woman's skirt
which made him look up quickly and

then spring to his feet with a Hitle ax-
clamation of dellght,
“Gwen!"

gl
Bhe east a quick giance around the
room, and he went forward te meet her
with outstretched hande
“T thought I must come up for a mo-

ment,” she sald, rather broathleossly i

“You are not buay™

“Never, when I have you to idle wnh."l

he answered, anftly.
Her white fingers lay In his for a
moemaent, and then he furned and swept

whealing It up to the rire for her

I must not stop,” she sald, with an-
eother quick glance around the . room,
Yet she 4id not resist an he bhent over

her to remove her cloak, anly her }mndgi that In my toeth,” he sald with sudden

tremblad & Mttle as they rested on his
nTm

He eairied the wrap arroas the rnum,i
poked the fire Info m blase. and eame
back to where she was standing In her |
shimmering white wilk dresa and thel
plames of her fan presmed against her |
cheek Dufferin notirad a subtle per
funie In the room:—Jt was a pcent he |
loved, th& seent of viotets,which, some-
how, he always assoclated with her in
his mind

“Aré you glad 1o see me, YalT the
xir]l askod. Ehe had sunk into the prof
fered ehalr, and her bilue eyex looksd

up half doquaettiinhly Into his handsome
TR

‘Gwen, when you are not with me life
becomes merely exintence.”

He spoke passionately, and then, with
n rostlesa movemont, he turned round
and Iald hin fingers on the manteiplece |

and atared down with unsesing eyes. at
the leaping flames

The fan, whieh lay acrosa the girl's
knee. trembled n littia

Gwendoline Mallow was a girl whom
men oalled beaut . and women, with |
A shirug of thelr shoulders, good-look!ng
Bhe made a lovely plture n that dim
ruddy Ught as ahe sal in the depths of |

tha law, roomy mir,

delights In Th rippling hatr was |
brought down low over the forshead
#o low that only & gllmpee of white skin |
showad over the delicate arch of the
ryvebrowa Her oyns wera bluest of blus
Inrge #nd ratber expansi-e Hér Cent
tiron wers amall and regular, and ®
bright eoloring lent a certain plausncy

to the face. ot the smiling lips had a
dangerous tendency to fall in sarcastio
curves &l Lhe cornsrs Thore were
maty times when the tender expression
melted away. #iil the mouth became
storn und almost cruel ;

A momont pasted in allence, &and then
the man spoka in without changing
hin position fre was a palpabie
tremor in his voloe

“Ohwén. how Jong Bave you been on-
Whied o Sir Henry? HMow loAg has this

misarabie farve been gulig ool
» F
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There was a dlsdninful shrug of the
pretty shoulders,
*1 don't kmow,

will get a baronelecy for publishing &
book just because It s written by a
 member of the royal family?

“Not in  the ordindry “way, perhaps:
But, In the first place, this
WONT TWRAATE T mUust 1086 money
I dessrve something as a recom-
Besides 1 have al-
ready done something for my party!
This will be the Tinishing touch,

He untied the pink tape as he
and olaced the first two chapters’ of
the story In Misa Mallow's hand.

“It seema to me” she sald, dropplng
for a moment Into the
writing ¢halr and spreading the manu-
seript upon the table, “that it Is inlqu-
itous thut members of the royal fam-
iy do this kind of thi
ought to be published
oulation only. To the publlc, of course,
it does not matter: they take a morbid
oiting A peep Into the work-
Ings of these august minds; it Is strug-
gling authors and

About thres yoars, I

TAnd yet you Ars gomng w make—it-
You ure going to marry
nim in spite of everything™ He turned
A subdusd light
wns burning in his eyes, and his hands
weor cluspad together, L aE
suppose so!™

an sternity?

pensa for that,
now and faced

volce sounded
Yot she was nere

who could only
* ‘Madame Delilah” by H R. H. Prince,” | appearance, had any dea.

“You mee” ¥ha wont on, “this engage.
mont has been published as It wers on
1t cunnot very well be
a woman must

| the housetops®

maArry somse day.”

She had arisen with an svident Inten-
tion uf golng, and stood for a moment |
with her hands outstretohsd townrds the |
was beating fast,
the iong, white arms trembled a Ittle

“There I8 no law against
ing the man she loves,™ ohssrved Duf-

who have to
lving out of writing on
whom It Is g0 hard!™

“It' In not ‘& baA plot.” sald Dufferin,
half apclogatically. He was quite
the girl's sentiment
it “Madams Delllah"™
written by anyone else more than the
three or four
never have been read. He told her the
mithine .of the story briefly whils she
aat at the table turning over the leaves

“Perhnps he has never sald
that could be construed into s proposal |
would be rather ven-
turesome for & woman to set her heart |
on that before he had sver neked her o
| be his wife y
for A moment
n plle of books from an easy chalr,|came Inte the man's face.,
sible that she meant all her words coa-
He hesitated for a moment, and
then hi¥Bountenance fell

a sudden Iight

When ha finlehed she looked up.
“What an. extraordinary thing.” she
“You remember that man-
uscript you gave me to read the other
which you sald began
ro well that you were sure it woas quite
worlh reading? Wall, that turns muoch
on the same plot as you have been tell.
Procisely the same. And what
It in & masterplece;
book which fs bound to sell and which
wiil begome famous.
But she was dreadfully angry with | told you before™
~more  AngTY.,
than she had ever

never spolen, Aou Know that your am-
to he content with

any husband who could not glva you a

bitlon is too great

she xald Hghtly I meant te have
shrugged - his shoullers.
| "It la hard om the author, whoever
| he may be——some absolutely unknown
man, wasn't #t7™ -y

“It is hard on th

been in her |

Dufferin, however, did not notice the

4 P;-lnu. I should
"Why, It won't make any Mfference

nbihing extraordinary |
In Mmiss Mnol.

A ANpTrAtion:

vlayed his cards to becoms “My Lady.”
passionately,
I were to win a baronstey—
would you marry me then?
en's sake, have pity on me!”

He stood befors her with bowed head
Outside they could hear the dull roar
f the Pleadilly traffio—ths rumble of
wheels, the thiud of horses’ feat on the
the shrill volces of the

“Yes It will. The novel T read for
you ;1;1 written firet;
to publish It and let the other

Dufferin Iaughed with a qulq‘uumuu-

"I am afrald, Gwen, you are not s
woaman of business.

The nar!
you have will not by b pt

5 movaln bT mentioned th
w [
with thanks ™ i, R
ng‘- eyes flashed Indignantly.
And what exouse will you give? ahs
awinging round in the chalr,
with an tronical Ift of her pretiy eye.

anger in the giri's
thnt she was powar-

Anything, © don‘t . you
That it s not sultabls; that the
plot Is not a new one*

The sotbd of the clock striking made
the girl look up. ‘

“Burely 1t In not o late as that!
musat bo going at once
mest father at the Lyceum punctually

won ld ru-.-"!l.h]\ maka a 4if-

baronet yet™

I promised to

hicrh had given a sort |

Ehe ross in sudden consternation at
finding how the time had slipped by.
Inaffering went acroes the room for her

was almost too

#n the room to hin
that they were going to part

In fastening Wer wrap his face came
very near to hers

Ehe felt his warm breath on her eheek:
conld slmost hear his heart beating
The hext Instant his arm
| had wlipped round her walst, and for one
| helirtoun Intoxieafing moment thelr lips
u don't mean that you | met. A migule ister, and she was gona
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Percival Dufferin closed the door be-
hind her and went tack to his desk.
For some time he sat thinking over

his good mnw ‘elosed and his
len strotched out fhe tabls —

THS NS ToOUSST  NImeslY, touk up N
pen, finished and sealed the latter he
had been writing, and cast a look round,

ratory to lsaving off work for the
night. In the mdod he was In business
was impossible.

Buddenly he leansd across the desk
and drew a plle of manusoript towarda
him. I was the story which he had
given Gwendoling Mallow to read.

He took It up, glanced through ths
first chapters, which he had already pe-
rused, -and began reading with the ex-
traordinary rapidity which men who
read much acquire,

At first he was merely ‘amused at the
similarity of the plots; theh he be-
came Interested and finally absorbed
He read on, forgoetful of time forgetful
of his own dinner, oblivious to every-
thing but the vivid style and the en-
trancing Interest of the story. )

Finally the last chapter was reached
The room seemed to have becomas close.
There was perspiration on his forshead:
yot, when he turmed areund, he found
that the fire had burned down and was
out,

“It 1s & pity,” he snild musingly. “Tet
this will have to wasted" He rose and
began pacing up and down the room.
In the interests of the firm he ought to
reject the prinoe's book. Yot to do that
was to throw away everything which
mads life worth living, to ruln his own
happiness.

Finally h& went back to the writing
table, soribbled a short note, hnd ringing
for his servanit, told him to take the
manuscript round that aight by hand
Tha sight of it was hedoming sbnoxioun,

Then he remembered that G4 hed had
nothing to eat alnce lunch, m'mt for a
cab, and drave round to the club for
dinner In an exceedingly happy frame
of mind.

The following evening Perojval Duf-
ferin went to call on the Mallows. It
was & clear starlight evening, and as he
was early In starting he decided to yo
via Fyds Park on foot. As he sirolied

vious evening. His consclence had
pricked him more than once during the
day on the matter of the rejectdd manu-
soript. Yet he conscled himsalf with
the thought that a poor novel by & mem-
ber of the royal family would possibly
soll as well an & ciever book by an un-
known suthor. It was weak comfort,
but it assuaged the feeling of having
betrayed his trast.

Very few peoople were about in the
Park. As He emerged by the widd’of the
Berpentine it was hard to realize that
he was standing Iln the heart of the
buslest city In the world, There was
not a sound to be distingulshed excep:
the deft llcks of the witer aghlinst the
aiden of the 1ittis bridge at the eastsrn
extramity of the lake. He résted here
for m while, nod preseistly became aware
of woms one who had risen from an fron
sent a few hundred yards away, and
waq now standing gasing down Inte the
wator, By degrees the man came
towatdn the bridge. Dufferin could pot
distingulsh his face, but ha msaw he
was In a rage, and his movements somo-
how rained his suplolons,

“1f 1 were driven fo aleeping here,™ he
thought, “I think 1 should be coward
enough, o put mysolf out of my
minery”

Then he began to think whal an umne
Just world it was which drove men to
such extremities.

"Perfapn,” he mald to himiself, "this
In 2 man of education and refilnement

world will not recognise. What num-
bers of capable men there are starving
&t the present moment"”

All the time he was watchilng the
-man -olosaly.

——“Some il"ﬂlﬂ*“ht went on, pursuing
his own thoughts, “declare that a man
must have some flaw if he cannot keep
his head above water, That I do not
belleve. It may be the =sins of the
fathers vistted upon the children; seme
mallgn destiny seems to thwart them
through life.”

Hia reflectiona cafne to & sudden end.

Without a cry, without a =sign of his
Intention the melanocholy stranger had
suddenly plunged Into the water, It 4id
not take an instant for Dufferin to
fling off his coat and dive from where
he stood into the cireling oddy, which
marked the spot where ths man hsd
Bunk.

There was a short strugsle In the
water; the sulcide fought with terrible
despalr for death. More than once
Dufferin felt himself being drawn down
in the cluiches of this désperats inan

Finally he conquered. ~
" The two mon, dripping from head to
foot, wtood faclng one another om the
bank. By the light of the flickering gas
lamp Dufferin saw that this poor crea-
ture he had saved was little more than
a boy; his face wis white and thin, his
eyos bloodshot.

They wers both out of breath.

Presently the boy spoke.

“Why dld you not let me Arown?™ ha
asked, in a thick, huaky volee “I don't
want to livea What lg the use of liv-
IngT"

Dufferin Iald his hand kindly on the
boy’'s shoulder.

“Somae day you wiil thank me. No
man, remember, has a right to put an
end to his life. Existence Is & debt
which he owes to his Maker.”

Tha boy began Lo sahiver. Dufferin
himself felt a ehill run through him.

“My rooms are near here,” he sald
“Come along and 1 will lend you some-
thing dry to put on.”

They resisted. Dufferin became
authoritafive, and he yielded with a bad
grace.

“What made you atiempt to take your
own_lifeT" he asked, as they wilked

Falong his-mind went back ¢5 the pre-trgprdty toward hts Tooms.

The boy's tedth chattered,

“Hecaums any death is better than
starvation,” he anaweresd grimiy.

By degrees Dufferin wormed hisstory
from him. It was the sdddest and most
pathetis atory He bad ever heard. 'The
Bboy had been throwm out of work; he
had attempted to galn dmployment bt
falled; there was an Invalid mother at
home, and a girl whom he Jow
Things hnd gone from bad to worse.
After a time his mother had dled. His
poverty became so awfu] that the last
ntom of seif-respect left him, and he no
longer dared oven to ses his. divinity.
He wrote and (old Her that he was golng
awny, that he woull never éome back
ngain, and his letter must be furewell
forever.

In hia rags no employer would Jook at
him. Hia last chance of obtaining
work had gone. Finally he had at-
tempted to write & book, keeping him-
salf by holding horses 1o the sireet

“At edllege I had bean ths Saditor of
the Granta,” he gaid  with o sudden
flash of pridé, EE¥ he notloed the losk
which unconsclously spread over Duf-
forin's fafe, “T knew I had It in me to
write. This wns my Iast hope, [ sent
the work In to #some publishers and
wiited Two weeks passed, and 1 be
mn te hope”

The volee broke off abruptly.

“Well? It may be all right wtilh
Bometimes it is weoks before A pub-
lisher has time to read the ‘M8, which

Perbaps he |8 even a genlus, whom the

is sent in to him.*™

was and sat down in the sitting-room,
andl covered his face with iy hands,
and, strong man that he was, oried his
heart out like a ¢hlld,

Presently he looked up and diseov-
ered a latter lying on his blotting pad
Ons glance, and ha knew that it -was
Awennle Mallow's writing. !

opensd it mechanically.

was perfumed
violats, and the scent made
sick and faint.
him; his syes were
not see to read. -

“It came back last might—rejected.”
Dufferin feolt inexpressibly sorry for

¥
“Do you think It was a good story ™
He wondered whether
his unknown author had been In such &

plight as this poor fellow.
thought It was;

to me. T i

“Tll tell you what” said Dufferin;
“send It along to me.. I am A& publisher.
Perhaps 1 might be abls to help you.
Opinions differ, you know, on the meérits
of nlmost avery k"

The boy seized hig hand in sudden
gratitude, The tears sprang to his eyes
and choked him. He attampted to say
something, and broke down wutterly.

“My name is Dufferin” the publizsher
want on, desply moved by the other's

tion. “You may, perhaps, have
-:.gl&,,_ﬂ- - i ', POrhaps, hi

he asked kindly.

It wtemed good|

Hae it away from
urred and he oould

Pressntly a little slip of newspaper
cutting Iue’lo-u in the envelope
his attention.

Then he made another effort to read
the letter; perhaps thers was
whioch he might do for her.

o A e B

“Dear Mr. Dufferin,” it mn, “no doubt
you will have ssen the inclosed notice of
8ir Henry Ornham's death In the even-
ing papera. I am writing to
lest you should ralse any
upon it. I am free now, but I oan never
It may seem ridioulous—
I know it is ridiculou
can never bring mysslf to think you
as 1 dld before, after last night. Your
aotion In regard to ths Prince ———'
novel i unjust and unfair, nor fig It
worthy of & gentleman, I do not know
what strange opinions you have formed
L Imagine why you
should have supposed that T would only
marry some one who could give me a
Believe me, tha Mr, Dufferin I
used to know will ever hold &
which Eir Pereival
never will and never can. Yours aln-
4. MALLOW."
For & moment Dufferin sat rigid in

Then he rose slowly to his fest. His |
eyen wore ahining and the old smfle had
come back to hia lips.
the room and glanced at the olock

“Thera is atill timas to go round
tonight,” ha msald to himaelf,

And when he had changed his olothea
he went round and took Murmy with
him to introduce the boy to the woman
who had first found merit in his story. }

1t was almost a ery of agony which
broke from the boy's lipa Dufferin
stood still as If he bad been shot. Per-
haps n suspiclon of the truth flashed
through his mind.

“It was you who sent back my book.”

Dufferin sald afterwards
wan the supremest moment of his life,
yet he did not hesitate an instant.

“What g your name?™ he inquired

“Your manuscript vas not returned.”
‘It was, and & letter camaea with it of & NOr  OAR
““There must have been some mistake;
that ia all. Your book will be published
as soon as we can set it up In type”
No one, perhaps, will ever know what
that m@ment cost Percival Dufferin. He
was afting on Impluse,
Aeliberataly —delibherately
away his whols future happiness; In A
dosen words hs bani
hope of marrying the
After that he went on like & man in

Yot he spoke

ad forever his
He crossod over |

At last his rooms were readhed; he
shook himself together,
baths to be prepared, and a
everything in his own bedroom that the
boy could wanl.

Then he loft him, and went as he

Wireless Tclcﬂraphy Among Barbarians

|only about 10 miles away. The mes-
sage was deliversd to him and he re-
turned word that he was coming baalk ||
by the same routs he had followed on |
Journey and would reach |

camp next day. |
A fow months later Pratt, who was ||
mnking preparations to move 10 other )
collscting grounds, found that he escuid i
not _secure ecarclers from the nutIVase
around him to transfer his bagiage to
One dny some big,
strong men of the [vala tribe, with
their ohief, called on him and he' ar-Y
ranged with them that, when they we
summonoed by wireless telegraphy, they
would start from their homes, 20 miles
Away among (he mountalng, and oarry
his baggage to the new camp.
surs that they would respond to h
oall bocause he promissd them tobgocn
in payment, and they weérs very fond

parts of ths world smploy w®ig-
nal fires at nights and other
methods for the rapld convey-
ance of Information. In some reapects
the system employed among the moun-
tains in the Interior of Britlah New
Guinea is the most effective yet de-

Ao Pratt, the naturalist.. who. re-.
cently spent two years among the na-
tives of this great island, gives In his
new book rather more detafled Informa-
tion on this subject than earlier writ-
More than once he
found the extraordinary system of In-
tercommunioation among the Papuans
of the greatest assistance to him in
hin work., He calls it the wireless tel-
egraphy of the wilds.

One day he nesded to send & message
to a native named Gaberio, who was
collecting butterflies and birda for the
sxpedition. His whereabouts was not
exactly known, hut he waas In the north-
eant somewhere, about 20 milea away.

¥rom the naturaiist's esmp gould be
soen hill after hill arising to the north,
each of them coversd by native villagen,
sapecially good volces
nssigned to tha pservice of pansing
thesa wireless mossages
to hilltop until they reach their destin.

the other fleld.

ors have done.

Beveral weeks slapsed befora ha was
ready to move ‘Then he wset the tele-
graph in motion: one village calisd up
nnother, and s» on, stage by stage, the
MEesNAK® Wias commiunicated to the dis-
tant homa of the ploturésqus mountaln-

It seemn astonishing, but Pratt gay
that this message was delivered tg th
Chisf to whom It was sent in less thand
10 minutes after It left his tent.
journey on foot between Lhese
plices among the steep mountal
quires five days, though the distane
Is only 20 miflen, |
the afternoon the anawsr cam
that the natives would |
the next morning. 8o In Aus time the
appeared on the mpoens sager to eartd
their tobasen, ]

from hititop

Mr. Pratt set the service In motion to
find Oaberio and dellver the message to
him. Hes says that after be had given
the order at his station he heard in a
few minutes the natiyves caliln
in the pure air
aititudes . thelr volces
contly for long distances and vijlage
answered village with perfect sase rmu_‘_
ridge to ridge.

A little later the natives who were
attending to this
eamp came to' him wi
Caberfo had fou

carriad magnifi-

From
When it comes
average man ia

. o r—
uuh tidings that (t‘:“.:ln. advice th




