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“Then let. me see yon back to your
stateroom, and 1'11—"

“No. I—=I'd rather walt hore,
know tonlght—I can't sleep
knowing—"

Admirntion kindled In Quoin's re-
gnrd. He liked that spirit, She had
been quick to recover, quicker than the
average woman would have beon,
“Very well,” he assented.

They moved forward. Opposite the
companlonway Lydin paused,

“*Will you be long

“Not ten minutes,” Quoln promised
. His figure momentarily celipsed the
blur of light that stood for the door-
way.

Indeed it was bardly more than ten
minutes when the doorway was agaln
darkened, and Quoln came to Lydin's
side,

“Was I long? I'm sorry. 1 had to be
rather severe before they gave In—
and up.”

“You succeaded®”
etly. “Here It 8"

Mute In astonishment, speochless
with gratitude, she took the puzzle box
from his extended hand.

“A erook known as Southpaw Smith
—he deals left-handed—had It, togeth-
er with the futher and mother of all
black eyes. [ was nlmost sorry for
him. ‘George Truymore' is hls allas
on the passenger list. A tall, slender
scoundrel—very, very smooth. Not
that you're likely to see him before we
land, If then. He'll lay very low and
make the quletest getawuy from the
dock he can mannge—" L

“Mr, Quoin!" the girl Interrupted In
a tremulous volese,

“Yes?”

Her embarrassment was palnful,
“What ean I say to you? Mere thanks
aren't adequate,”

“Please say no more. To know I've
been of some use ls enough. Besides,”
he laughed boyishly, “I've hud a good
time bullyrageging Southpaw, 1 like
that sort of thing, you know.”

“I shall be always gruteful—"

“Then do something to oblige me.
I sha'n't be easy In my mind until
you're safe in your room."”

Transitlon from the gloom of the
deck to the brilliantly lighted compan-
lonwany was bewlldering, Instinetively
Quoin und Lydia psused. The girl
smiled wistfully as she offered her
hand.

“Good-night—and thank you with all
my heart, Mr. Quoln "

“Miss Craven"—he retained her
hand for & moment—"will you tell me
one thing?"

“If I may—anything—"

His eyes searched hers Jealously,
“Do you know what's In that box?"

“No, Mr. Quoin! Upon my word of
honor, no,"

Her eyes were Hmpld pools of In-
genuous eandor. Quoln could no
longer doubt, He nodded, relessing
her hand,

*Thunk you.”

“But,” she llngered, “do you?”

“I do," he sdmitted reluctantly,
“Not through nny wish of mine. But
Southpaw had only succeeded In puz-
zling the combination out when 1 In-
terrupted. 1 mude him put back—what
he'd tuken from the box. Don't worry,
I've already forgotten what It was.
And Southpaw won't hother you ugaln
—I promise you thut™

Her eyes questioned anxiously, his
smiled reassurance, With yet another
good-night, Lydiu turned away.

He watched her down the ulleyway
to the door of BT5, then turned to seek
his own berth, shaking his head to rid
It of tormenting douhts,

Softly eclosing the door, Lydia as
gently shot the bolt, hoping to galn
her bed unguestioned, But as she
moved toward it In dorkness the Dow-
uger Dragon suddenly switched on the
lights and Ufted from her plllow an
indigniunt hend fromed In a nighteap,
the most coquettishly beribboned fmng-
Inuble,

“Well 1" she demanded tartly, *Where
have you been, If you plense?”

Lydia showed her n countensnee in-
nocent of uny trace of gulle, *“On
deck," she sald quletly, removing her
clonk with Its sprinkllng of molsture
that glittered ke diamond dust. “The
foghorn, you know—and I wasn't
sleepy, anyway. It's wonderful out
there, 8o stlll and dark und uneanny,
You'd think almost anything could hap-
pen, and no one be the wiser,”

1 must
without

He Ilnughed qui-

CHAPTER IX,

“Good old town 1" sald Peter Traft.
Removing his hat, be saluted Town

|

| tine

THE CUSTOMS INSPECTORS AT NEW YORK TAKE A HAND
AND THE SUSPICION GROWS THAT LYDIA KNOWS
MORE THAN HER NEW FRIENDS SUSPECT

Synepsis—Lydla Craven, traveling under the name of Luey Can
teret, runs away from her English home te go to her father, Thaddeus
Craven, In New York, who she basn't seen In five years, Threo nights
out on board the steamer Alsatia, she runs plump (nto her father mak-
Ing love to Mrs. Merriloes, a young widow, enguged to marry him,
Later Cruven expinins his mysterions conduet snd supposed hachelop
hood by telling Lydin he Is u British secrot seryice ngent In Amerlen,
He gives hor g small box to keep for him,
s stolen, but Quuin, & detective, recovers It for the glrel,

She Is attacked. The box

with grave and affectionnte respect.
“Graft and all, 1t's one human young
elty 1”

Intmition snabied Lydin to Interprot
this utterance as the Invocution to the
lHtany of your tried but true Manhat-
tanite.

The Alsatia wus trudging sedately
up the bay from the Narrows, Quarin-
ten minutes astern, New York
looming over the port bow theough a
tenderly Irisated haze In whose Hig-
sion It became n city of motherof.
pearl suspended botween the blue of
hage-velled sky and the blue of conflu-
ent wnters,

“Arthur Rackhinm must have colored
1t," Lydia mused aloud,

“Walt—this iz only the overture—
walt till you see It as [ mean to show
It to you—bridiepaths in Centrnl park
of o sunny morning, Rrogdway at night
with & full head of stenm on, South
street at noon with the
feot up on the sldewnlk, Fifth avenuve
at evening, Hghts like blig pearls pop-
ping out through the purple dusk-—"
Ostetntatlously drawing a handker-
chief from his cuff, Peter mopped his

brows. “Beg pardon. Belng poetical
under forced draft s o bit exhnust-
Ing."™

“Your prose Isn’t anything to boast
of, Henry James nt his most arro-
gant was never more unintelligible.”

“Oh, you'll wise wup to It quick
enongh. But mind there'll be nothing
dolng In the poetry line after we're
married. I know my limitations, and
I couldn't stand the pace,”

Here an apologetic stewnrd enught
Peter's eye, “Beg pardon, Mr. Truft,
but you're wanted In the dining sa-

loon to acknowledge your declars-
tion.”
“Thanks"” sald Peter sulklly., *I

presuine It's got to be tended to. You,
too, Miss Craven.”
“But I've alrendy made my acknowl-
edgment, Mr. Traft. I'm so sorry!"
“I wish T could belleve you were!™
snld Peter vindictively, nnd went a mo-
rose way without her.

He would have been less downenst |

could he have guessed how soon the
girl was to miss him, Alone and with-
out distraction, imagination was hag-
ridden by the care of that wretched
puzzlie box. It waus still safe in her
possession—that was the worst of It!
Nevertheless, she hnd as yet sald
nothing to Craven about the attack
In the fog, fearing lest he might Insist
resuming charge of the puzzle boxy
and so, perhaps, put bimself In the
wny of some perils more vital even
than that which had befallen her, And
her father wus all she had!

When they were free to stream
down the gangway to the pler Cruven,
consigning Lydia to the care of Peter

Traft, rushed off to commandeer the |

first avallable customs [(nspectors for
himself and Mrs. Merrllees. So that
It was Peter who plloted Lydin to
C section, hunted up her trunk, and
took her place In the rank ot the
chlef Inspector's desk; with the re-
sult that the luggage of “L. Carteret,
Splaster,” was quleckly pussed, aod,
Peter reluctantly leaving hier to pass
his own Impedimenta, she wns at lib-
erty to garner what diversion she
might from the trials of others,

In that sectlon her father wus dutl-
fully but perspiringly In  optimistic
endeavor to persuade his particular
Inspector that he hadn't perjured him-
self In his sworn decluration. Notle-
Ing Lydla's Indignant Interest, Craven
paused only long enough to lift a fur-
tive eyebrow and draw down the cop-
ners of his mouth, thus slgnifying a
convietion that his troubles were
wholly dune to the pernlelous Interfer-
ence of his politienl antugonlsts, even
us predicted,

She returned the least of nods, lo-
dicuting that the puzzle hox was
gafe—us It wos, In her sucde handbug,

which, dangling from her wrist by Is |

lesither strap, had quite escaped tho
attentlon of the Inspector,

hen, remembering Craven's hint
that It would be well not to attract
too much attention to thelr relution-
ship untll clear of the customs, the girl
turned away to kill tlme until her
futher should be free,

Over the way, In Section B, Lydin
found Mrs. Beggarstaff, surrounded
by ao array of luggnge to do credit
to an army corps, light of battle In
her eyes, words of bitter wit upon her
ready lps, In pltched combat with o
graceless skeptie of an lnspector,

Near by, three dock porters, two ship
pewamen, half & dozen nssorted coltl-
zens, and a brace of customs apprals-
ers whose dutles were lmmedlate and

old salling |
ghips asleep In the sun and thelr fore- |

M

]--Isv\\'lwru-. hung In breathless Interest
upon the lesue of the fray, one and all
eriuning broadly

Lydia gathored an lwpression that
the Dowager Dreagon hnd found a foe-
man worthy of her steel ; then hurried
on to Sectlon M nnd Betty Merrilees,

Greetlug Lydin servnely, this Inst
resumed her conversation with her ns-
signed lnspector.  “You'll find every-
thing dutlable in the hat trunk and
thut blg dressor trunk over there—

| the two upper trays—the receipted
bills In the first tray—all except-—
neckince, 1 have that here,” she In-

dicated the metnl box o her hunds,
“and the bill as well.”

*Thanks, Mre. Merrilees,” The in-
spector looked up from her declarn-
tion In futlle nttempt to maintaln his
ofielal lmperturbability ; then his eyos
twinkled fn o network of wrinkles
s lps twitched, and he krinned out-
right,

“That's all very. well,” sald the Indy
lmpudently. “Laugh if you like! But

pleuse do your worst ns quickly us
|

"

possible,

“Very well, ma'am. 'l hurry you

| through as fast ns [ ean”

It became Immediately napparent
that the man wusn't disposed to doubt
the sincerity of her conversation. The
luggnge she had Indieated as innocent
of dutiable goods he passed with the

most perfunctory examination, while |

| the millinery and othor declared pur-
| chnges detained him only briefly.
| “Everythiug Is quite O. K., thanks
|lu you, ma'nm.  And now If you will
let me have n look at that necklnce,
I've sent for the appralser, He'll be
nlong In n minute,”

The box was nlrendy unlocked. Mrs,

| Merrilees promptly removed the leath. |
er-bound Jewel cnse and handed It to

the Inspector,
Touching the spring, he let the ld
fly up, exposing the pearl collar. As
it dazzled, he blinked furlously, “She's
a dalsy!" be unnounced with unetion,
“Finest plece of the sort that's come
| through this year, or I'm no Judge”
Momentarily his Interest shifted to
the bill of the Paristun jewoeler,
“Three hundred

fixty thongand  aullnm”™ he mused
alowd. “You got It cheap, ma'am, If
I'm any Judge’™
“Nonsense !
o Indignantly,

Mra, Merelleos retorts

“Ad If an American
ever got nonything cheap In Paris=
and from Cottler's, of all places! Ry
overy right you ought 1o nssess the
duty on not wotre than forty thousand
dollnrs."

"Well,™ the Inspector suggested in-
dulgently, “we'll Just see what the ap-
pralser snys, There he in now, ey,
Charlle, step over here o mioute, will
yout"

In response to this hall, n slender,
bespectncled foung mun In O sectlon
nodded nssent, pleked his way through
the burrler of trunks, and, recognizing
M, Merrtlees, touched the vizor of a
cap bearing the word “Appralser,”

“Mrs, Merrilees hus  declured her
neckinee, Charlie,” sald the Inspector,
handing over the case, “And hero's
the bill; but she wants you 1o tnke a
slunt nt 1t for value™

Nodding wguln, the appratser nar
rowed his eyes and surveysd the neck-
Ince with an expression of some tnys-
titieatlon.  Then he pursed his Hps In

thousnand francs— |

n nolseless whistle, looked bewllders
| ment at Mre, Merrlloen, nod stepped
| nulde with the Jewel ecase to n spot
I where sunlight, through o wide opens
[ing, threw a brilllaut splash of gold
uthwart the tempered gloom of the
[ plershed. Here he  subjected  the
necklace to minute Inspection with a
magnifying gluss,  Flonlly, wearing
lnn tlegible oapression, he turned
back,

“It's a corking good thing.” he an-
nounced In on odd tone. “We don't
get many Hke It; but the workman-
Ship on this Is Imiense! Call it thres
hundred at the outside. ™

“What " Mrs. Merrilees bluzed Ine
dignantly. “Three hundeed thousand
dollars ! Ridiculous! Look at the
bl

“No,

ma'am.” the appraiser Inter-
rupted with mournful declsion, *“not
three hundred  thousand, but  Just
three hundred dollurs; duty s hun-
dred and elghty (sixty per oent ad
val.), nnd If you ke I'll get someone
elso to size It up and see If maybe
| we can't shnde that a bl
I “Whan-at!' Mrs, Moerriloes
shrivked,

“If It was real stuff I'd be sure,
ma'nm,”  the appralser apologized :
“hut you can't nlways tell wbout these
fmltntions  llke you cnb  regular
| stones.”

almost

The whole party of friends of
Mrs. Merrilesn get the surprise
of their lives when the customa

inspectors make a certain dls-

covery. It's all told In the next
[ Instaliment.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

|
No Member of the English Peerage,

With Few Exceptions, Can Give
Proof of Anclent Lineage.

l In England the Saxon “thane” was
| transformed, after the Norman con-
quest, Into n “baron”™ unless the dom-
nunt power entirely deprived bhim of

his position as a nobleman., It s
possible that many thanes were ab-
| sorbed In the English yeomanry. In
Franee nnd Gefmany the prefix “de”
and “von," which nre essentlully lo-
| enl, designated poble rank. Even In
| poor old Ireland, where nearly every
mun bonsts of his descent from kings,
“O" and “Mne” are nristocratic sym-
hols, although many Irishimen of today
| have for one renson or another disgenrd.
ed the prefix, But in England the cus.
| tom has died out,

The wearlng of coat armor wns for
conturies n badge of nobllity, but the
right to wear coat armor wnk griut-
ed so luvishly that the members of
the English peernge cun, with few ex-
cuptions, give no proof of uny anclent
lnenge. There I8, In fact, no real
“nobllity”™ In Englund In the sense
In which the word I8 used o eontl-
nental Burepe, It Is o curlous ¢lr-
cumstance that many renl “gentlemen,”
In the heraldle sense of that unfortu.
note word, huve never worn coit armor
at all and were nelther desirous nor
competent to exhibit a cont-of-arms to
the persons who attuch value to such
ati emply possesslon,  Heralds have
fulled to estublish any wnu's Fight to
cull himself o “gentleman,” and the
tmnjority of genealogles given for the
Hritlsl “nobility” and “gentrs” nre In
all probubility mythienl or, In the
Americenn vernneular, “fukes,”

Australla Drops Forelgn Names,

The South Australlon parlinmont re-
contly pussed s blll to chnnge the
numes of ull towns nod districts in the
terrilory that were of forelgn orlgln.
The names are belog changed to those
of English or natlve origin, The com-
mittee 1n charge of the taak found In
Bouth Australla 67 places that had
been christened to commemorute sowe
notable ullen of forelgn origin,

A Halrs Breadth,

Technically speaking, a  halr's
breadth Is seventeen ten-thousandths

of an Inch.

Holland to Send Tobacce,

This year's export of tobacco from
Holland to Germany I8 to be flnanced
by the Netherlands Assoclation of To-
bacco Dealers, & company specinlly
formed for that object with n capltnl
of $20,000,000, With o view to maine
tulning Ity exchange mte, Berlin stip.
ulates that German troasury bills of
two years' tertn shall be taken In poy-
ment for such goods, the bills helng
gunranteed by the Relchsbank and six
other lending Germnn hanking instl-
tutions.  Should the present shipplog
Stugnation continge, or the shortugo
of curgo space hecotue such that the
Netherlonds Enst Indinun tobneco Crop
cannot be transported to the Diteh
murket, endeavors will doubtloss be
mude to ship the tobaceo, or n lurge
purt thereof, to Amerien. This would
ohviate the customary pligrimnge of
Americon buyers to the Amsterdom
| snles,

|  Chinese Labor for English Plants,

Iritlsh consuls In Shiantung province
huve been’ lustructed by thelr home
government to recrult 10,000 Chilnese
Huhorers ot Tulngtnu, Chefoo nnd other
ports In thelr provioce within the next
three monthy. These loborors are to
be sent to Englund for work In manus
fucturing plunts,  They ure to he pald
| o monthly, wnge of 812 sliver, together
with n monthily wllownnes of $10 sllver
for thelr famllios, Possage mooey will
{ b defruyed by the British government,
I nnd the terms of service I8 to bo threw

yours,

I Britlsh army officers have been re-
orulting  luborers ot Welhnlwel for
| #ome time, Barruceks have heon orects
o) there for the pecommodution of the
lnborers, and that port will wlso be
used a8 u polnt from which the Chl-
nese coolley will cmbark for England,
Big Distinction,

He—"Of course there's o big diffor-
ence between o botunist nnd o Norist,”
Hhe—"Is there, really?' He—"Yos: a
hotanlst 18 one who knows all about
flowers, and a florist I8 one who knows
all about the price peopls will pny for
them."

To Be Good Patriot,

To be o good patriot, & man must
conslder his countrymen as God's crea-
tures, and himself s accountable for
his acting towurd them.—Bishop

Sorkeleg._ :

BUDS' BECRETS,

"Some of the trees™ sald Daddy,

"were tnlking about themselves saftly."
“I's w0 nles to
wileome,' the
buds were
wasing.  “Whet we
yuwn and  bud-
for budding with
us Is the same as
yownlng with
Grown:Ups nndd
Chlldien  when
they are thinking
of getting up in
this morning —
they like to watch
um, Or COuree
that monkes us
very happy I

“Yea' snld nnother bud, ‘It In so
nlee to have them like to see the green,
for we are such o pale nud Hight green
when we first wake up. We ure ronlly
AL half psloep’

“Just then o little Faley happened
nlong.

““T'ell me, buds,’ she sald, 'why you
tnke 80 long to come out Into lenves?
When people get up, It Is usunlly with
n bound and a  Jump—though, of
course, sometimes It's oot

“'But you are different, sald the
Fulry, 'Leaves, buds, fowers, Eross
abd all such things alweys have rea.
sgus for what they do. Won't you
tell e your rensons?

“The leaves, or rather buds, seemed
to grow a lHttle larger. For In truth
they were swelllng with pride that the
Fulry was talking to them,

"'We do mo enjoy belug Hked,” sald
the llttle bud who had grown the most
‘We love be encouraged—helped
nlong.'

Dt how ean anyone help a bud ¥
asked the Fulry. 'I'd be only oo glad
te belp, but I don't know how., Won't
you tell me?

*"I'he Sun encournges us by shinlng
and wmiling at us. The South Wind
whispers secrets to us and we are
helped 8o much by the secrets—for the
South Wind tells us wuch lovely things.
Aud she promises us more sunshine,
more wartuth, more brightness. And
then there ure the clouds and thelr
promises.  They tell us they will not
forget about the April showers, They
never have, and I don't belleve they
ever will,'

“'Ab, yes,' snld the other buds, ‘how
we do love the April showers,’

A the first bud continued, ‘it 1s
8o glorlous to burst Into bud and
bloom aguln after & long winter when

bo
tiny

A Little Fairy
Happened Along

o

the branches of the tree are bare, that
| wWe lHke to do It slowly and enjoy ev-
ory second of . Besldes, the troe
hias been so used to being lonely that
It would be too much of u shock If
we cume forth all at once, We Just
peep forth first of ull and tell the
tree that we ure coming, for spring Is
hare.'

*'Oh, bow nlce,’ sald the falry.

*“*And then,' sald the bud, *we whis-
per some more snd we say that soon
We will be In our best wpring sults of
green and make the free look very
benutiful,’

“As the bud was talking the Sun
looked down to lsten.

“The south wind was blowing gently
nnd she stopped to wuve over the tree
nnd hear thelr secrets while sha told
them some of her favorite ones,

" 'Let’s see u Nttle more today,’ sald
the other buds, nod the one who had
been tnlking to the Falry wald:

“"Yes, wo will peop forth a Hittle
more todny. The Nun s so kind, the
South Wind Is so good, and we must
see you n  litle
better  while we
talk to you.'

“Ho the buds
eame out further
thun they had on
nny day and they

looked w0 frosh
nnd green and
soft. \
“'Ah, how young
I feel! sald the
Httle bud, ) \
“‘We all feal ' 1
o young, too,' || \
sald the other T N\ W 5
buds,
“‘You are all Bouth Winds Whis.
per Becrets.

wonderfully
young,' sald the Falry, ‘You nre buds,
wonderful spring buds, nnd you'll soon
be Tehves !

“I'he buds came forth n Uttle more
und smiled gently ot the Falry to show

hier how pleased they <vere at the kind
things she was saylng to them, and
when they snlled a lHitle more green
showed.

“I'he  Grown-Ups that day sald,
‘How far the buds came out today.
They'll soon be leaves If they keep
coming out at this rate.’ '

“But the little Falry knew the se-
crets of the buds,” !




