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The Myster}r 0'1’
The Violin
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““Yes! 1Who is it? Let us hear his
name!’’
““A—a gentleman, sir,’”’ hesitated

Lhe servant, his fascinated glance up-
on that still, tragic woman’s figure
framed in the balcony window. “'In
ithe hall—g Alr. Geolirey Arnold. He
nsi<s yvou to see him this once—lor
five minutes in a lifetime, he Bsays.
He will never trouble you again. It’ 8
Jife or death to him, I was to say.

“Very clever; a dramatic touch!
Just reqguest the gentleman to step
from my premises, say that Mr. Dede
Grafton declines to see his niece
shackled for life to a fortune-hunter,
musical genius or not, and then——"'

““No! Uncle, you could not—you
dare not send those words to him—
no!’’

“‘“Stand back, Annabel.
cuss that afterwards.’”

00ld Hede Gralfton waved his arm;
the wild sob was lost, the imploring
white face shrank baclk: the servant
disappeared. In that pause, till the
dull hang of a door below sounded,
it seemed that the beat of awo-
man’s heart could be heard in the
silence. 'Then, one hand groping out
as I in a mist, she was moving to-
wards the door.

“One moment!” A trifle unsteady,
still grim, the retired ironmaster's
Voice came from the arm-chair in the

We'll dis-

shadow. Something in it riveted her
attention, e¢ven at such a mowment.
“Now! I promised that poor father

of yours I would stand square be-
tween you and the mistake so many
women malke, Is this the result of
all my efforts to that end? No,
stand still; all the sobs in thy world
cannot alter the fact that this man
18 an adventurer, whose dramatie
ways and violin-playing have worked
unon you successfully. Here is your
golden chance to pause and realize.
You cannot—or you will not? You
intend to become this man’s play-
thing for life?’

“His wifel T must; I ]mvr:: Prom-
ised,”” the steady, far-away whisper
floated across. “T trust him; no wo-
man conld give a greater reason., One
day—one day he will prove to you
that he was worthy all the love and
comfort I can give him now!""’
“Very good; that should end it."”
- He rose stifly, “Well, T necd not
say a word as to what I meant to
do for you: that’s past. T will write
you a thegque for a hundred, and vou
can go and marry him when and how
you choose.”

e had sunk bhack
chair, cyves closed and lins set. A
pause, and then {wo soft, trembling
arms came round his neck from he-
hind and held him still, with a whis-
per that he was never to forget.

“"Good-night, dear uncle—and good-
byve. No, T eannot take the cheque:

into his oarm-

Geolirey and I do not ask it—irust
that we shall never have to. You
need not fear so for wvour Anngbel.

It may he a strugele for yvears wvet,

but is not that the time when  he
neecds most a wile’'s help and com-
fort? And may you live—yes, may

yvou live to share our happiness, and
Lo knew that it is vou, not Annabel,
who has made the mista’ e!””

=he kissed his forchead, smoothed
back thoe thin, grev hair, and seemed
to wait, Some [lint-like lump was
in his throat, but no word could
pass. And then the door had elosed
and he was alone. The last man
to own it, he could have sgid that
in that moment {he sunlicht seemed
lo fade out of his life and leave 1L in
elernal dus’,

IL might have been six weeks later

that Mr. Boede Grafton startled his
coachman more thon ordinarily by
Bavagely directine him {o drive to
an obscure suburban strect. It was

dark, At the corner Mr. Grafton
alighted, turnedd up his coat-collar,
muttered something, and mowved
along the row of absurdly small
villas. Now he drew a sharp breath
at sight of a name-plate shining

holdly in the lamplight. ”Gc-r.:['l'm',f
Arnold, Teacher of Violin, Terms low
and tuition thoroucgh.” Mad fool!
There  was  firelight  flickering
through the front-room Venctian
blinds. 0ld Gratton bent and peored

almost li%e a prospective criminal,
peored vntil he made out the soft,
unconscious  profile of the girl who
had crept out of his life, She had
gone from him—gone to this other
man, whose spinal weakness prevent-
ed him from following anv real husi- |
ness, who taught music and bhegged
slray engagements for a living, and
whose sole assels in life were p rarve
old wviolin gud a reputed talent for
playing it.

Repmted? »+ That was a
word. As if to shame it, there wail-
ed suddenly f{rom that room the
long-drawn, haunting sound of a bow

sneering

drawn lovingly, carcssinely  down
four strings, It thrilled old t(iraft- |
on, held him to the spot; it was like |

the sound of a loved and lost wo-
man’'s voice heard echoing in dreams.
e could not see the player. but he
had to hear tlhie music—such music.
Hark! the flood of fast, trembling
notes swelled and swelled as if it
were a crescendo preluds to the out-
burst of seme mighty colestial choir;
then sudidenly they dropped Lo a
mere murmur like the wind’s moan
among far-sit trees, And so on and

on through mazes of melody, till,
with a rich sweep of chords, it had
ended and left a moment's silence
like that of a dead world. Old Graf-
ton ‘stumbled back as out of a sleep,
realized that other people besides
himself had been snared by the spell,
and walked away to his carriage.

No; he would never forgive that
other man his presumption in tempt-
ing away Hhis Annabel. Never! Nev-
er! He had seen her face once again,
ags he wished to do; had heard, in-
cidentally, the man’'s wviolin-playing.
Now they were both blotted from his
life for ever!
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Seven years! I'or seven years the
bitter, incredible hlank in this life
has lasted. It was a bent, stooping,
white-haired man who tore open the
letters addressed to Mr., Bede Grafl-
ton that morning., She had written
once—only once! Ile had kept his
word—never answered it.

Nerve shocks were rare in his grim,
guiet existence, but two were waiting
him this morning. The writing upon
one envelope caughit his eye and set
his hand trembling strangely. e hes-
itated, half inclined to tear the thing
into fragments; then he obeyed the
fascination. Yes; from—f{rom Anna-
bel, who had once breathed in this
very room.,

“Dear Uncle—if I may write that
word! I had prayed that the time
might never come when I should need
to ask your help, but it is here, and
for the sake of my dear husband I
risk your refusal. We have been
very happy, but Geofiery’s health has
brought us to a momentary crisis.
He does not know I have wrilten,
and I dare not say more than that
the loan—not the gift—at this mo-
nient of one hall the sum you onLe
offered me might mean more than
you may ever understand. Dare I
hope for a reply? If you cannot do
so much, it would bhe much ip know
Lthat you had forgiven, Uh, aear
uncle, every day I have longed Lo
write that life is too brief for bilter-
ngss!—Your Annahel.”

He stared, the flinty lump [orming

and crumbling in his throat; tnen
pushed the Ilctter awayv—it seemed

that Hher clear, chining brown  eyes
looked up from it into his. No!

Ile took up his newspaper, and al-
most the first words he saw have the
name of that very man—"Geollery
Arnold."” Shoeck number two, He
read through the paragraph, and it
told him taat Geollery Arnold was
one of five amateur violinists who
had emerged successful from all pre-
liminary tests and entered upon the
final stage for the great Danesbury
prize—one thousand pounds and a
professorshin, Musicians from all
quarters of the world had competed
and—and this obscure Arnold fellow
was one of five left in the struggle!
The eracial hearing was announced
for only ten days hence . . . . And
yvet she was writing in suppressed
terror and agony Lo ask his financial
help? No! In any case, she had
taken her choice of two men, and
should consistently abide by it. _

AMpr. Grafton's servants reported
him ng pating his room half  that
game night. Twice his hand had gone
to his Lh-::;mrhm: and Lwice was
stubbornly wit hrhnun e had won,
but the struggle was none the less
deep. In crushing her he had come
near crushing himselfl, Iow dared
she write? What were the words she
dared not put in the letier?

Three davs of the ten had ticked
by, and old DBede Grafton realized
that the wuncertainty was a little
more than he need bear. e would
o and just smatch a look at  the
house, and possibly cateh a glimpse
of Annabel, to seec whether the

man's selfichness was killing her; no-
thing more. Ile put a cheque for
just [ifty pounds in his pocket, Dbut
not to give her—or only upon such

conditions that her husband could
not benefit by it. This time he took
a cab ‘-:L{'..'I.].Ll'l]i'-, as far as that street
corner, and then alighted—precisely
as he had done once on a never-for-
cotlen night seven years ago. Ith,
what—only seven?
There it was still,
as ever—"Geollery Arnold.”
very words irrvitated him—oi course,
her name was Arnbld now! He
wallked quickly by, hesitated, glared
at the blinds, fought the final bhit of
a light, and turned in at the gate. Ile
would knoeck just once. All* would
denend upon who answered. If An-
nabel, he might hear her story and
make her a proposal; if the man, he
could stride away in contempluous
silence. Yes!
“Rat-a-tat!

bold and bright
The

IFor a minute no tan-
#ible sound. Then, as he brought
himseli to stoop and peer through
tha letter-slit—just the once—he be-

.I-:::.unu aware of a queer s=ensation
down his spine. I2h, what? Some-

thing was bending and Dbreathing on
the other side, an inch away; wide
brown eyes scemed to be staving in-

to his—he could be anlmost positive
of a glazed, scared expression in
then.

“Who's that, pray?’’ he blurted out
shakily. ‘‘Is that you, Annabel?”

He waited; and then——

“0Oh, however did you know my
name?’’ came back a slow, amazed
little voice, solt and clear. ‘‘That is
funny: I hadn't made a sound. Yes,
T'm little Annabel. Please, whoever
are you?"’ \

“ldttle Anmabel!” gasping jt, he
stood back and glared at the letter-
slit. The possibility of a little An-
|1mh|31. strangely enough, had never
o~curred to the grim old bachelor in
l{hig case. “'Oh, indeed! Then I'm
—er—1I shall be told I'm your grand-
-uncle, I suppose!™”
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“You are?- Really! A grand omne?
Oh, I'd give worlds if I could Iet
you in just to look at you all over.
Why, yvou must be the one I told Fa-
ther Christmas to send—the one mam-
ma kept crying about; but you're
very late, you know. I daren't open
an = inch: I promised mamma I
wouldn’t even go near the door; be-
cause of thieves. You might be a
burglar just saying that on purpose,
mightn't ynu& Could you stoop a
bit lower?’”’

He stiffened with indignation and
vet had to chuckle; the situation sud-
denly appealed to him, He did
stoop, to speank with deliberation.

“Now does my voice sound like a
burglar’s?, Where Is your father?
Out? Humph! Mother out too? Ah!
Well, I've called to sece you. Leave
the door wide open if I'm such a ter-
rible figure., That’s it!”’

Doubtfully, dramatically, the door
opened a few inches. He pushed im-
patiently with his stick, but his
gueer sensalion tingled again as he
found himself staring down into a
wee, oval face with starry, brown
eyes, and framed in falr hair. 'I'he
years scemed to roll back, and he
was looking down at thie little Anna-
bel his hand had drawn away [rom
a father's denth-bod to His own quict
mansion. This little duplicate was
full of combined fear and wonder.

“I'm six next weel,”” she hreathed,
in awe, as he closed the door and
grunled his way along to a kitchen,
IHe might turn out to be a burglar
yet. ‘““Mamma went out after break-
fast. She cried and kissed me, but
I said I'd be brave as anything and
mind the house. She thad to go. Oh,
ves, mamma cries a good deal Iately
but she doesn’t let him see, because
he's miserable and can't sleep.”

“Humith! and why can’t he sleen?”’
he nsked gruflly, as he walked round;
“why., I say?’’

“How do T Lknow? Decause he
can't play his violin, I think. T heard

down on thig table with such n bang, |
antd he said it would kill him if he
couldn't play for his prize after all.
I don't know where it is; 1 expect
the strings have broken again. So
wretched when the strings Lreak,
isn't it? TI'm sure, I don’t think/!
there’'s anything to oller yvou—unless
—unless you like Lo cut the eake that,
mother put away., I'd tell her you
felt hungry, and made me have a bit.
Daddy? Ok, he goes out every morn-
ing, and comes home late, and al-
ways says he’s met somcone and had

his dinner out. Mamma wenlt  be-
cause she had this letter. Daddy’'s
not to know, mind. "The cake's in

that cupboard.”’

Mechanically, certainly not renlizing
old Bede Grafton took down Lhe let-
ter from behind a vase. Next mo-
ly, as if to keep back a word. Only
a few lines, but luminous ones.

“Dear Madam,—I understand
a friend that you are anxious to ob-
tain occasional employmment in [ancy-
work, If vou call here to-morrow at
ten o’clock I can employ you for o
[ew hours. I pay [airly, but do not
care to he disappointed.”

And she had gone; it was o help
her Geolfery, who must not know.
Floe turned again to litile Annabel

Small as she was, it struck her that

hecause
as

a little girl's head before,
he did it with his eyes half ghut,
if unwillingly,

“Deesn’t your father work? Where
flocs he po every day? Is he — does
he still have these pains?”’

“Oh, yes!"™ she whispered, surprised
at his ignorance, "“And haven't you
heard? The doctors said he must

a5 something was
I'm sure of it,

stop using his oves
growing over {hem.
because, vou know, he often looks
me and doesn’t  see me  standiag
there, One gpreat, hig doctor thought

at his house, but he s2id two guineas
for n beginning, and cLu{th couldn’t
pay that-—not till he wins the prize.
Oh, he does want lo! And yet he
hasn't playved a nole for over a week

—isn’t it funny? I thinlk—I hali be-
lieve he goes out 1o try and find
some friends who'll let him have
s01Me 1Money. But he doesn’t  find
them—1 think they must have mov-
ed!””

“Humph! That sorl 1,1‘ flicnd has
a knack of mr,ll.,mn' away,” old Dede
Grafton drily  commented, Lirs
pursed, hHe looked roungd again., The

place was neat, but ils appointments
would not bhear too mudh analysis.
Then came a question that staggered

himself. “What’s he like? I-=I've
never scen him yet!™ |
“Nover geen daddy! Ilere!’'  She

led the way into a pavlor, clutching
his hand confidently now, “There
he is, on the wall, beside mamma.
Oh. you'd like my daddy! If you

play his pieces! The people clapped
him and shouted, and the newspapers
said he would win the prize. Then
we'll all be so happy—and then you,
can comé to tea and supper, too
Won't it he nice? But daddy bad to

pay such a lot of money for debls
and doctors!”’
He glared into the clever, delicate,

gensitive fare of Annabel’'s hero —
this man who was to win the Dancs-
bhury prize. Nearer and nearer he

was drawn; it didn't matter — he
should never sce the man's features
again,

Then—then lLis eyve Tell vnon o liltle

casket at the hack of the wmantel-
ghelf. In it lav a «lip ol thin card-
board, ond a word upon it had
eaurht his attention as being coin-
|cidental.  Ile stumbled back — went

jlorward to peer again; and turned

them talking, and his forchead went |

ment he had sueked in his lips sharp- |

from |

he had never put his hand nicely on |

T A

he could do something if daddy called |

could only slay a little and hear him |

T

away with something near a groan,
and a hand to his eyes.
course, the suddenness of the revela-
tion—the lightning fash upon the
tragedy Lehind, ITe had stared at a
pledge-ticket, Geoffery Arnold’s rare
old violin lay at this moment in the
grip of a West-end pawnbroker., The
crucial day of the Daneshury  prize
was next Thursday. TUnless Anna-
bel’'s husbamd could raise forty-five
pounds and interest by that day, his
chance was a dead one. Now he
knew:;: now he understood!

His own servants would hardly
have recognized old Gralton's face as
he turned once more to little Anna-
bel, the duplicate. It was different—
convulsed, yet somechow softenod as
if @ mask had fallen away. Ile stoop-
ed and gripped her wrists, jerking
forth a husky, penetrating whisper:—

“Brave, are you? Could you let
me in, if I get back in an hour? Will
vou mind the place till then, and
not tell a soul I've been?’

She nodded at once; 1t was becom-
ing rather fantastic and dreamlike to
her—as il was partly to himsecil. Aud
then, as. he ‘coughed loudlv, his thin
olrl fineers had closed furtively wmnon
‘that ticket, and he had shullled out,

And little Annabel sat there like a
figur2 of stone, listening, her hands
strained together. He had tnken

somelbing and gone—he was » burg-
lar calling himself a grand-uncle.

But at last—at last came his tap
and cough. Y¥Yes, it was the same
f[unny old gentleman, with some-
thing bulky under his arm. Ie came
in, erept into the parlor, lelt his par-
eel there, and tip-toed out,

“Don’t toueh it. You can kiss me,"”

e whispered, ‘Er—just say that
Uncle Grafton came, and might pos-
sibly be up this way again, but he
doesn’t want any thanks. Ilamember
that? Oh, and tihis is for little An-
nabel. Buy a patent lock and keep
.out hurglars! Good-bye.”
He was pone, as fearsomely as he
bad come: but she knew he was
ireal, because a sovercign lay shining
in the palm of her hand. And on
Ithe table, there, under the cloth—
yes, Hhe wouldn't mind her having
‘.IHF:'t- one peep. She looked, and )|
Huf} ed,” and E:u;zleﬂf-—uanf.’l then sud-
dulﬂy came the quick rattle of a key
in the hall-door, =he  flew out,
screaming breathlessly.

“Look! Why didn’'t you keep away?
—he might have come again! My
uncle--such a grand one! A sovercign
—and something on the table there—
it looks just like daddy’'s vielin . . .
Mamma, dear, don’t cry! IHe didn't
—he ouly took one little thing ol the
imantel-shell; T watched all the time;
he never {ouched the cake! Ought I
to have sereamed gut? . ., . Mamma,
what's the matter? Did he steal dad-
dy’'s violin and bring it back? Can
daddy o on playving now? Will he—

(will he win the prize?”

The mother’'s whisper was lost. Dut
‘the waorld answoered little 'Aunabel’s
(question one week later.

And a  gruff old “Dburelar’” saw

the annocuncement in the papers. Tle
badn’t looked for it-—oh, no! it han-
pened to calech  his eye.  *“It's  the

iIuI 11e, not the man,’”’ he muttered to

thimself.

E Aral. that
Hfurtively =at
ohscure street.,

very evening he alighted
the corvner of that same
Tmposs=ible to tell,

hut it loo%ed wery much as if  the
‘sucecess of his first {elonious atiempt
had stimuelated him to risk ancother.

i

I—London "1Mit-Bits,

A
¥

GREAT WARSHIPS.

About Three New
War Vessels.

]

Facts British

The three armored cruisers oi the
current shipbuilding prooramimae
| which are to be laid down at I'orts-
' mouth, Devonport and Pembroke will |
|I"!_'r:_1i'!]'l Lhe high water mm*h in cruis-
er construction.

Tha new vessels, which will be
named Dlinotaur, Shannon, and De-
fence, will practically be hattleships,
In both power and size they will ex-
| coeed anything of their class afloat.
| The following are the particulars of
| the ships 1 —

G uns—Ifour 9.2-inch; ten 7.5-inch.

Shells—3580 pounds and 200 pounds

IRate—Itour shells per minute,

Penelration—2 1-2 feet of Iron.

Avmor helt—300 feet of six-inch
steel,

(Giun protection—Iight-inch steel.

Speed—"Twenty-three knots,

Horse-power-——57,000,

Boilers—Water-tube,

Displacemenl—14,600 tons.

Cost—About—L800,000.

AMr. Thilip Watts, the designer,
made a study of warship attack
when he was in private service at
the great firm of Armstrongs, at
Y}ﬂ{"ﬁlﬂi} and his investigation led
him to develop a combination of the
speed of the cruiser with the battle-
I ship’s slrength in guns,

The broadside discharge will he
100 pounds heavier than in our pre-
sent best cruisers. The guns will he
longer and more poweriul, and their
striking power three and a  hali
times as great as that of the latest
cruisers afloat,

Plainly described, the new cruisers
will be as elfective at three miles as
other ecruisers now are at two miles,
and in general power they will he
half as strong again as vessels ol
the County class and iwice as pow-
orful as those of earvlier design.

The power of attack with 2.2-inch
that of the newest IPrench ship, the
iI Wdgar Quinet. The 9.2-inch guns
Wlll he mounted in pairs on barbet-
tes on ihe forecastle and upper ait
decks., The 7.6-inch guns will be in
harbettes on the upper deck, five on
each side,

It -was, ol

BRITISH RULE IN INDIA

MEN ON WIEIGTE[-—EVEE?THIHG-
DEPENDS.

—

The Work of the District Officers
Constitutes the Govern-
ment.

England’s rule in India does not
rest ‘“‘either upon the sword or up-
on the eternal moralities,”” but ra-
ther wupon the practical common
sense and hard work of its district
oflicers—*‘the men in the plains,’”’ as
Liord Curzon called themn, says the
Chicago News. The 259 districts
into which British India is divided
vary greatly in area and their pop-
ulations range, roughly speaking, be-
tween 2,000,000 and 750,000, There
are infinite varieties of climate, agri-
culture, race, religion and language,
but the unit is the same and the
district oflicers  discharge similar
functions and incwr responsibilities,
whether they he working in remote
Assam or in more accessible Bombay.
The district oflicer of the plains and
the British colleagues live during
the summer in the furnace-like heat
which Kipling and others have pic-
tured. Lord Curzon is said to have
used no exaggeration in describing
the fierceness of the summer when
he said that ‘‘the skies are like
brags, the ecarth is like iron and dur-
ing Llhe greater part of the day
every chink and crevice must be
ﬂ{uﬁcd to keep out the ravening
air, !

HARD-WORKING OFFICIALS.

There is not much leisure for the
Englishmen, since the work of rul-
ing a million or so of often very
helpless people preoccupies  them
from dawn Lo darkness. In the old-
err provinces the district oflicer is
known by the suggestive name of
collector, for he is primarily respon-
gible for collecting the dues of tha
Government. He is, however, some-
thing more than a collector; he is a

[la.m:! agent on a grand scale. and is

more concerned in anabling the peo-

Eple to live and prosper than he is

,in exacting the the rent or land
revenug. This, which is IEngland’s

} oldest, source

ni.' revenue in India,
is also the most important both to
the Government, to which it brings

over $95,000,000, and to the people -

whose well-heing and happineﬁﬁ: de-
pend chiefly on moderation in  as-
sessment and on hune-JLy and hu-

manity in collection,
It is Lhe district oflicer who must

prevent the poweriul from throw-
ing their burden of taxation on the
wealk, He must check oppression,

unfairness and prejudize on the part
of his Indian subordinates in their
dealings with the people, and he
must detect at . once any signs of
decadence or symptom of decay in
Lthe wvillage amd its agriculture. The
district. oflicer must be an all-round
man. ITe superintends the excise
and assesses the incomne, license and
other taxes, and he is responsible for
the finance of his district., DBut the
collector or land agent has -other
most important duties. Ie is the
magistrate of the district, e re-
presents the Government, he main-
tains peace and covder, he controls
the police, and is responsible for the
jail,
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MORE THAN IMITATORS

Are Feople of
Initiative.

Japanese Great

Not wvery long ago the Western
world regarded the Japanese as mere
imitations; it is now gencrally ad-
mitled that they are a people of
great initiative. But they are also
rgod imitators, as the Hritish Gon-
sul at liobe and Osaka shows in his
latest report. He records that the
import of cotton yarns again shows
' big decrease, due to the increased
lgrowth of the Japanese industry,

éwhich is pradually but surely, oust-

fing Lancashire coarse counts Irom
 the market. Among woeolen manue

(S
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factures the outlook for the import-
el article would not appear to be
particularly bright. The consul adds
that the manufacture of flannels in
Gsaka has greatly improved, and the
importation has, therclore, decreased

considerably. Woolen blankets arve
being made very satisfactorily, like-
wise a kind of army cloth which

promises to be a soevere competitor
of the imported article,

Supplementing his remarks in  last
yvear's report on the import of indi-
go, the consul quotes the following
statement, made by merchants hith-
crto Engﬂgul in the trade:

“‘The Indian article is absolutely
driven out of the market, and there
can be no doubt that the Java
product will follow suit, as it is evi-

Jcient. that the strides which the Ger-

mman chemists are making that the
cost of production is being lessened.
So far as we are concerncd we have
had to give up business. Other
I'ritish  firms are similarly ]llm:c[,!,
and the whole of the business is  In
the hands of Germans.”

The passing of the Government’s
Tobaceo Manufacturing Monopoly
Aet will have an important eflect on
the trade in the fragrant weed, in
which Dritish capital is considerably

interested, 1t prohibits the import
of all manufactured lobacco except
by persons licensed by the  State,
and the manufaclure of to-

baczo except by the State. The only
branch of the tobacco irade still al-
lowed to exist is the export of the

lear.
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Tirst 1‘]1yf-:i£~itm-“ﬁ-::- Lhe operation

vas just in the nick of time?"" Sece-
Prnysician—**¥Yes; in another
twenty-fuur hours the patiext would
have recovered without i "
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