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CHAPTER I.

NE glorious Febroury
morning a4 young man
stood on the summit
of a beautiful pass in
the San Rafael Moun
tains. e belonged
to a type which
l <hould have attracted
attention anywhere,
but alone, in that
setting, into which he seemed to [t
=0 well, he was especially worth observation,

Tall aud well built, his cumhersome knap-
s, which might have appeared unwieldy
unather seemed but to contribute
gruce, The tint of hi¥ face showed
intimate sequaintance with nature. His deep
el eyes, gray, now steel blue, looked
wtendily ahead. His clean-shaven jaw showed
great strength of purpose and evidenced that
the will of its possessor ance aroused would
dominate to the end. The humorous mouth
softened a hit the ulmost sinlster sternness
of the fuee and when the latter relaxed into
siiilles it seldows falled to win a friend.

Iere unguestionably was a handsome man,
nil us his record showed, 1 brave one. He-
fore he was twenty Lleutenant Arslan Ba=-
vivgton had won his spurs in sctive service,
and nnder Dewey sulled quickly and fearlessly
fnto the heurts of the Americun people.

Ile had aceompanied our now famous ad-
on the dark night when in Manila
Ityyv he bad curried his s=hip stanchly into
the enewy’'s midst, catching them asleep,
viuning fame for himself und glorifying a
1ntion,

But that vietory was not the only one in

1] mun,

olive

now

tairsl

which Lieutenant HBarrington had shared.
Every line of hix splendid figure slmwc-{i|
thit he was born to fight and, although when
he was deeply moved his quivering nostrils
and his glowlng face indlcated a somewhat
one never mistook the
revedled in his counte-

nuture,

power

sensitive
strength aond
nance, .

Stunding now with cap in naud be watched |
the hlue waters of the Pacifie—that ocean so |
rire in ite benuty, so unforgettable in its |
wplendey, The waves, tipped with sunshine,
ﬂu-lmﬁ fire, while the ualr above guivered
with luminous rays. Fur out the waters
dissolved from biue ot wondrous shades
of zreen and weross the rainhow colors misty,
mysterious islands reared thelr heads, glillt—l
g like jewels in a turquolse settiug. !

Drropping bis gize to the land below llinl[
tiee voung offfcer tried to make ont the Fran- |

of Sunta Darbara, for
destination. The admirsal of
the Paeifie sgquadron at San Diego had, a few

<31 the

lHiissinn

wis lhis

dayvs provionsly, intrusted him with special

dispatehes to he enrried there,

Audd then the news was flashed around the
the Atluntie the 1'acific,
West, the wires tingled with

From the smnllest adobe in

rom to

oy

waorlil!
from lDast
= jmportanee,
the foothills of the Riererns to the palaces an
L the The
American Beet wothld =all around the globw!

Lieutenant Baerington had andertaken the

Hud=on interesl  vibhrated.

fonrney to Santa Barbarva with delight, espe-
bl time to allow of
over the Casitns Pass, In no
el travel that sunlit Cali-
than with & map und compass.  The
1t it nevep
for It invariably reveuled
bheauty. The graceful
crouping ol the mountains, the surprises of
and dividing ridges, all so su-
premely lovely that It is {mpossible to over-
extimate their churi, were indescribable.

With his last
spiedl the mission—Dbesutiful enough to at-
tract attention, even did one know naught of
it interesting history. Bullt on the crest of
i hill commanding a view of the valley, its
twin towers are boldly outlined against the
higher runge.

The young mau descended the puss rapidly
amd came out o an open sireich of valley.
He had almost finished his journey. The
mountaing had been cool, but here in the
valley the day hud become suddenly very
warm and he relt his energy wane.

It wus high noon. He would find shelter,
rat his modest lunch, sleep away the heated
hours of the afternoon and reach the mis-
~fon in time for supper. He threw himself
tlown under the shade of a great pepper tree
and sank to sleep almost a® soon as his

head touched the ground,
H know, but i must have been several
hours, for when he opened his eyes
duzain the sun was setting low and he awak-
“netd suddenly as if something had disturbed
him. He sat up and leaned agalnst the trunk
ol the huge pepper tree and as he did so he
vealized what it was that had broken in upon

his rest

iy as he sufhidient
his walking
better wiay Lier
fornia
s were

always clear, lie

il @ detonr,
some unexpeeted

CAans ons

fHeld glusses Barrington at

CHAPTER 1L
OW long he had been asleep he did not

Three women were approaching and from
their attive he judged they were nuns. He
and stood waiting for them to ceme
near him.

Two of the women were old, but the third.
from a certain easy undulation in her walk,
knew was young. Their heavy full-
skirted brown dresses svere looped up on one

ATusSe

he

lan’s

The Lady of the Snows," "FPrincess

and together with their Aat shoes re-
tarded their movementis. But of
this, the elastic step of the woman in the
center hetraved unmistakably her youthful

TIiipy

in spite

vigor. They were conversing earnestly.
The young woman appeared to he protest-
Ing vigorously and her excitement In
greint contrast to the calmness of the others.
All three were too engrossed to notice him,
that he

was

although they were =0 near now
canght a part of their conversation.

He decided to make his presence known,
but quickly changed his mind and drew back
the branches of the tree. For a
strange thing happening. The nuns
had stopped. The two older ones faced him,
and, lifting their hands, began praying aloud.
The third her knees before them,
her face in her hands. He could not under-
stand what they said, but at last the words
“Heuaven give peace to our affiicted sister”
fell on his ears. Then, ceasing, they kissed
her on the forehead, ehin and either cheek,
in this manper making a cross. When she
had rizen to her feet they kissed her cheek
uguin and after saying aloud “Beloved, good-
by." they turned and walked away quickly.

The young nun remuained immovable until
they had disappeared. When the last flutter
of their brown garments had faded in the
distance she ruised her baunds deliberately
und took off her cap and veil. Then gradu-

heneuth
Was

sank on

Nayranre,”

“Prince Nilverwings,” Fic.

{ales could be written of it—tales of
the splendid heroism of the padres,
without whose mighty efforts Cali
fornia could not have lived in those
early days when, happily or wearily,
those sainted prieats tramped that
broad highway.

Inspired by these thoughtis Bar-
rington strode along toward Sanpta
Barbara. Just outside of the town u
sudden turn in the road brought him
in full view of a4 man and woman.
Both were Spaniards. The womau
was refined in appearance, astonish-
ingly pretty and apparently not more
than 25. The man bore the ear-marks
of an aristocrut, yet he was of a
distinetly disagreeable type. Unlike
most of his race, he was tall, and,
though unusually handsome, his face
cshowed the weakness of self-indulg-
ence and deep lines of dissipation
Furthermore, it was now convulsed
with anger,

The couple bad evidently just left
their horses, for the woman wore
the Culifornia riding dress with its
divided skirt, while the costume of
the man was actentuated to pie-
turesqueness by the sombrero and
high-top boots. They were too ah-

sorbed In their quarrel {o . notice

ally she loosened her hair. It fell in a long
vellow stream far below her wuist. Sud-
denly she shook her head and the golden |

shower fAoated from her in wuves of light,
rulling almost to her knees. The man \ghu
wutched lier wondered that one woman could
much. It waved, it rippled, it
shimmered in the sunshine. He had never
dreumed anything so glorious as this wom-
bair. It was bewildering.
Then the reflection that the

POSKEss S0

hposened
It thrilled him.

| possessor of this golden mass was utterly
luuconseious of his presence gave him a tin-

gling sensation of guilt.

Iie had had no view
wirly the =sunlight which fell over her Lead,
he searcely distinguished her features. A

Suddenly she gave a great cry and stretch-
ing her arm= out wildly threw herseif upon
the ground and broke into plteous weeping.
Sobs shook her slender form from head to
foot. Rhe quivered with a grief so violent
he wondered what could be the tragedy
which It expressed.

Ile begun to feel most uncomfortable. It
sopmed eriminal almost to wateh this womnan
who. belleving herself to be alone, was giv-
ing away to her sorrow. B8till, he could not
lenve any bhuman creature suffering as she
evidently was without offering assistance.

lmpulsively be took a step forward. ®Khe
heard his footsteps and sat up instantly, at
the snme time drawing her halr more thickly
aeross her face, concealing it entirely. When
he her side she had ceased to sob,
Ounly o long quivering wovement of her body
ghoweil her agitation.

A< he stound helfore her he never felt more
awhkward in hig life. vet he felt that he must
gav something, and after the manoer of man
he usked the first question which came into
bis wind.

“('un you show me the Camino del Ray 1"

She sturted to rise, but her paroxysm of
grief had weiakened her and she staggered.
Impulsively he caught her hunds to aid her
to her feet, Only un instant he held them
becuuse she withdrew them at hut
though her was still concealed behind
the gulden vell he said instinctively to him-
selfl:

of her face. Indeed,

regcehed

ondee,

face

“I am sure thut she is benutiful. Her
hands have told me so. No woman with
such hands could be homely.”

When she spoke he would learn more from
Ler But she did not speak, and her
manner compelled him, also, to silence.
There was aloofuess even in bher way of an-
swering hils question, for she merely raised
the brown-shrouded arm and pointed silently
to the way he should follow. Then before
he ecould thank her for even this silent cour-
tesy she turned and walked swiftly in the
opposite direction until she disappeared into
the valley.

As he took his way down the road to
which she had pointed, although he had not
even seen her face or obtained the slightest
clew to her name he told himself calmly:

“1 know I shall see that woman agalm.
3t.1'unge-. even ridiculous as it may seem, [
was never more convinced of anything in
my life. Something passed between us
when [ touched her hands; although no
words were uttered, it seemed as if our
souls spoke, but I recognized it as psychical
communion at once, although this is my first
cxperience with anything of that sort.”

Vurlee.

CHAPTER IIL

1.I. aronnd Barrington the cypress and
Atbv myrtle bloomed. Birds in scarlet

plumage flickered like flame between
the branches of the greeu trees as he passed
by groves where oranges dangled
temptingly.

He was in the most fascinating highway
in a1l the world—the Camino del Rey. which
like a bread ribbon stretches throogh Cali-
fornia and which once connected the mis-
sions and linked the settlements built by the
Spaniurds and the Indians. What wonderful

j._:u'll!'l!

ARRINGTON Suddenly Sprang Forward and a Few
Minutes Later, Scowling and Cursing With Anger,
the Spaniard Picked Himself Up With a Blackened Eye.

Barrington's approach. The man was older
than hig companion. Barrington judged him
to be about 35. The woman was talking rap-
idly In her native tongue, which Barrington
understood perfectly. Rhe was reproaching
her companion and it evidently angered hiw
greatiy, for suddeunly bhe seiged her by the
shoulders and shook her.

To the officer's astonishment the girl
showed no resentment. Bhe did not even
struggle. But her submissiveness instead

of softening apperently only angered him
all the more, He raised his whip and un-
doubtedly would have struck her had not
Barrington, unable to contain his Indigna-
tion longer, sprung forward.

At the sight of bim the astonished Rpan-
jard dropped the girl's arm and exclaimed
in fury:

“Where in the devil's name did you eome
from?7”’

Ignoring his question and making no effort
to veil his contempt Barrington asked:

“What kind of man are you to sirike a
woman?"'

“Must I account to you, sir?’ replied the
fpaniard haughtily. “I may do as I like.
The woman is mine.” )

“But humanity is the world's,"” came the
guick retort, “and real men do pot strike
their wives,”

The Bpaniard’s angry flush heightened as
the two men faced each other.

“And pray, sir, who are youn
should dictate the proper treatment
wives¥"

“Only & man,” answered the other.

The girl had drawn off a little to one side
and was quietly weeping. She showed no
interest whatever in the altercation.

*Well,” continued the Spaniard, advancing
g step nearer, “and what will humanity and
your damned impertinence choose to do now
48 against my property, sir?”

His insolence and the sneer which accom-
panied it was (oo much of a strain upon the
American’s patieace. Barrington suddenly
sprung ferward, apd when & few minutes

that yom
of

later, scowling and cursing with anger, the
Spanpiard picked himsell up with 4 blauckened
eye nud a spraided wrist, he was doubtless
convinced that it was a mistake to fight a
mun without first mweasuring his strengtl.

Barrington felt considerably bhetter, Ile
had not enjoyed bandying words wiihh the
man.

1 shall be here for some time,” he vol-
unteered, “and can be found at the wission.
I shall be glad at any time to discuss the
Inw with you again, on the same terms.”

CHAPTER 1V

N HOUR or so later Burrington sat in
A the reception hall of the mission await-

ing the Buperior. The door opened
and Padre Galves entered.

“What a handsome man Padre Gulvesz
must, bave been in his youth!" thought Bar-
rington.

The old priest's dark eyes, bright and
plercing, snftened wonderfully as he looked
at the young man before him and a gentle
smile [llumined his face when he said In &
voice of fullness and sweetness:

“You are astonishingly like your mother—
like her as I knew her in her youth. Bhe
muxrt be gray-baired now, but she will al-
ways be beautiful,” he finished gently, *“be-
cavxe her soul was beautiful.” '

At the priest’'s words one of hig rare smiles
broke over the young officer's face.

“My mother, sir, is, as you say. very beuau-
tiful =still.”

When the officer rose to leave he bad a
strong desire to question the padre concern-
ing the cloistered nuns near by and to tell
him of hir experience with the novice that
afternocon, But it seemed like spying
further upon the unfortunate woman aud so0
Le held his peace. He felt, however. that
there was one question which be must ask
this learned man.

“Padre,” he ventured, “have you in your
faith only condemnatien for the psychie?”

“My sen, why should the faith condemn?®”

“But could you as & priest accept some-

thing not clearly expliined? Would it not
e wrong?”

“Not salways. The clreumstances would
linve much weight, but your qdestion is &
little vague, I think."

The young man reddened. He dared net
be wore explicit.

“If yeu were absolutely convinced of
something which reason told you was im-
possible, padre, would you still belleve?"

“The mysteries of the world are many,”
the priest responded. *“Wiser heads than
ours have puzzled over them.”

There cume to Barrington the thought of
an episode In his memorable campalgn with
Ilewey which was fruught with mystery at
the_ time, but which later had made him
more or less @ firm believer in the eecult,

“May 1 tell you of my first experience with
the psychic?’ he asked.

The priest nodded acqulescence,

“On the morning that the Olympla stole
throfigh the gray mlst into the waters of
Manila Bay 1 was stationed aft on the lower
deck, while our fumons commander and his
limmedinte subordinates occupled the bridge.”

The young man flushed a8 he observed a
tightening of the lips of the man to whom
he was speaking. He felt instantly the In-
sppropriateness of the subject before such
a listener, for svhile Padre Galvez was a
mun of big mental ealiber, the thought of
thut memorable morning in which his na-
tion's ships had heen humbled In & most
inciedibly brief affray could not but affect
him now. The priest saw the young man's
embarrussment and came speedily to his
resecue. -

“(30 on, my boy; we cannot qnarrel with
history. You started to tell me something
ahout the day of which you were justly proud
of which have no reason to be
ashamed. Go on”

“1 felt rather than heurd & voice,” con-
tinned Barrington. "It was insistent and In
what was probably not more than the pass-
mg of 8 few secolulx: it seemed to repeat its
command a dogen times. Involuntarily 1
bhoeded It without attemwting te define it.

and w e

I stepped a pace to the right snd as I did
#0 a ball from one of the Spanish ships tore
into and pierced the muin hatehway behind
which 1 had stood.

“The miraculous escupe did not Impress
me greatly at the time. |
Tuck.”

The young officer leaned forward and his
ordinarily cold eyes gpar@ed as he went on.

“The renl the Incident,
radre. came home to me alfler my return to
America,. My mother winl | were In t(he
library of our New York bhome. 11 was Iale
at night, for | hwl been parrating to her at
length the history of the prodigious day that
mude our admirial Camnous,

attributed jt to

signifleance o

Of a sudden she
aro=e, and, walking to my side, put her arms
around me,. My boy," she sald, ‘you don't
know what u joy IL is for
sufely here
about you when yan
But this lust thine 1
eyer before,
the

nme to see you

by my side. 1 always worry

nre pone, of conrse,
o you know, Arslan, that la
very hbour, perhaps the moment,
when you were in the thick of that engage-
mant on the Olympia 1 seemed to
some lelepathle message Lthut yvou in
fmminent dunger. 1 was agonized and in
my excitement cried aloud, “Move, Arslun,
move!" 1 wonder If yon heard me!—if a
kind Providence made you hear me?

“You can imagine, padre, my feelings when
the thought of that strange warning [ hud

recelved on the hattleship was recalled by

very

receive
were

my mother's words. [ nm now u filrm be-
llever im mental telepathy. Can you
blame me?"

“No,” answered Padre Gulvez kindly.

“The ways of Providence are impenetrable.
And now—now Iin a different way you are
experiencing another mystery 7"’

Agaln the young man's face flushed, bu#
he did not reply. Perhaps this new psychic
feeling could be explained the same way.
B bade the padre good nigirt. Later in his

room he found himself depressed. Ye#
he was on the alert as though bracisg himself
to meet some great pressure.

It had been but a moment that he had
held the woman's hands, but the knowledge
of her call had come to himn instantaneously.
His own soul had answered aflirmatively as
it thrilled in the grip of her appeal,

The mere remembrance of it filled his
mind and a dozen times he tried to force
his thoughts Into other channels, bot try asa
he would he was unsucoessful. Over and
over again he asked himself:

“Can I believe?
lieve?"

Buddenly he heard a voice say: ="
“Open your eyes and believe,” -

J/—\'

! CHAPTER V.
ARRINGTON was thoughiful as he

Can any sane man be«

{To be continued next week.)

(Copyright, 1015, by Edith Ogden Harrison.})

wiHK nore uneasy than -




