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| was on my feet and
gtaring where his vision had focussed.
{ hardly know what I expected to see
1 am sure nothing would have sur-
prised me. And yet 1 was scarcely
prepared for the inexplicable ruin
which my sight encount The
glass of the Nell Gwynne mirror was

ipn atoms.
“Cuameron rese, & 1ittle unsteadily 1

thought, and coming around the table,
ed me in closer inspection of his
wrecked hereditament. I can find no
word adequate to the description of
what we experienced. Amazement
and all its synonyms A&are far . too
feeble for the task. We were certaln-
Jy more than appalled. What we saw
ted to me spontaneous disin-
tegration. 1f such a thing were pos-
gible, which 1 believe it 18 not, It
might have explained the condition of
the mirror. NoO other ascription
peemed admissible; for, though the
glass remalined in its frame not 80
much as a eplinter having been
dropped, it was fractured Into a
thousand tiny pleces, regsembling a
crystal mosale, incapable of any but
the most minute reflections. And the
change to this condition from & fajr,
unmarred panel had been wronght
without sound and seemingly without
human Agency.

For just a moment Cameron stared
in dumb awe. When he turned to me
be appeared suddenly to have aged
His eyes were lustreless, and his
cheeks wore a gray pallor.

“My God!” be murmured in a kind
of breathless whisper.

1 would have given & great deal to
bave been able to allay that terror of
s the Impalpable which was grippink

himm. But | was belpless. Shocked
and astounded, mysell, polace Was not
at my command. More 1o escape the
piteous appeal of his silent gaze than
in hope of making discovery, I turn-
ed In haste to offe of the lomg win
dows which opened on the outer bal
cony. Drawing back the sashes and

Singing them wide, | stepped outside

and, listenlng, over the ralling.

Nut the night was strangely atilL
There was no sound, even, of stirring
jeavesn. A brooding hush wseomed
spread over all the outdnor world—
that omincus sllence which often pre
cedos the breaking of & storm i
Jjooked up to fnd the heavens
wrapped In a pall of inky cloud. And
then, with a feeling of having fed
from A lesser 0 A greater evil, 1 re

’ jn & breath

turped 1o the lighted room, and
closed the window to shut out the
hagror of the night

here 1 had

Cameron Was standing w

';r left him. He looked woelully tired
” and bageard
“EBxplain 111" be eried, hoarsely.

“My Ood, Clyde, explain 117
“] would to Heaven 1 could,” Wwas

my forlorn reply

CHAPTER VI,

“From Sight pof Men into Torment.®

Beldom have | passed a moTe mis
erable hour than that which followed
upon the seeming phenomenon 1 have
described. Cameron Was nervously
jn tatters and my own polse Was
something more than threatened. The
sight of a usually brave sirong, pelf-
contained person of stolidly phieg:
matie temperament transformed Into
a relaxed, nerveless, apprehensive
creature is enough of itself to try
one’s fortitude, evem with the mont
tavorable collateral conditions. And
the collateral conditions here were
quite the reverse. That which had af-
fected Cameron had exerted an infle
ence upon me as well, knowing, as |
did, all the circumsiances and being
interested, as )| was, in.-my friend’s
problem. And 80 while his plight
tore at my heartstrings, my own in
ability to grapple with the mystery
contribated an added mental dis
tress.

To my dismay I found Cameron
quita incapable of anything approach
ing a calm, common-gsense discussaion
of the matter, and realized to the full
the mischief which this last perfor
mance, coming As & ¢llmax upon A
week of more or lesa disquietude, had

effected.
He sat most of the time with head

ard and knees doubled, his
toes touching
raised and In consetant vibrating
movemens as though gtricken with
palsy. The fingers of one hand toyed
tncessantly, too, with the fingera of
the other, in a variety of twisting
snakelike involutions. In wvain 1 en-
deavored to arouse him; to atir in
him & spirit of retaliation Some one

i
had some brandy brought, and forced

it, in which 1 joined him.

" pronght fo justice. Common rense what he thinks.”
tol we that, however mysterious “Yes,” he whispered, “I'm coming
" thess happenings appeared, they roond, slowly. And 1 wanted to see
" ooald not have osturred without ho- yon, Clyde. What day of the month
S e : fa thig?”
“ ) “The twellth.”

A0 ‘
T

Cameron to swallow a stiff drink of
But even
this stimulant had small effect upon
him. And when, finally, 1 reluctantly
bade him good-night, 1 'was oOver
whelmed by the pathos of his condl-
tlon. So wrought and tortured, in-
deed, was 1, by the sad picture of de-
throned courage which followed me
nome, that sleep fled me and left me
wide-eyed until the dawn.

The tidings which came to me with
my coffee that morning were more
than half expected. Cameron Was i,
and his physiclan had been sum-
moned from New York.

When I reached Cragholt the doc-
tor had come and gone, and a
trained nurse was in attendance.
Evelyn, meeting me in the hali, coo-
veyed this intelligence in a breath,
and then, laying hold upon me, a4
slender hand upon each coal sleeve,
her big eyes pleading and anxicus,
ghe TAD on:

“It I8 shock, Dr. Massey Bays. De-
terred shock, hc called it He Bays
Uncle Robert has suffered from some
sudden grief, fright, or other dread-
ful mental impression. His lempera-
ture is way below normal and his
pulse Is a sort of rapld feeble flutter.
Oh, do tell me what you know about
it. What shock has he had? You
were with him last evening. He wos
gay enovugh when you and he went
from the music room. What bap-
pened afterward?”

Caressingly 1 rested my palms upon
her shoulders.

“My dear little girl,” 1 said,
ingly. *1 am sorry | can't
your very natural curlosity.”
“PBut it isn’t curlosity,” she correct
ed, promptly. “It's Interest.”

“well, Interest then. I'm morry, |
say. Something did happen; but to
tell you Just what it was, and why it
was & shock to him, 1 am pot able.
Not now, at least, Maybe, some day,
youll know all about it.”

There pever was a more reasonable
young perdon than Evelyn Grayson.
Most Birle, [ fancy, would have teased
and grown peevish at being denled.
But ahe seemed O understand.

“Do you want to seeo uncle?™ she
asked me.

“§ don’t belleve it would be wise,™
I anawered, “pProbably 1, being A
reminder, might do him harm, Tell
me how he seemas? He isn't uncon-

sclooa T
"No.

sooth-
satisly

e answers questions. But
he never says anything for himselfl.
And, Phillp, he looks sa pinched and
old and pale! And his hands Are O
eold. The nurse has taken awany his
pillows and raised his Teel, and—
{t's gruesome, (hat's the only word
that describes it.”

“Hut he'll soon be better?
Mvetor sald that, didn’l heT”
“Yes. He sald that”

But the reaction which usnally fol
lows shock was only partial in Cam-
eron's case, and for days his life was
in danger. Then Tollowed a period of
gslow, general recovery. :

As the month of October pro-
gressed 1 feared the Hability to re-
lapse. 1 Knew, inatinctively, with
what dread sensatioms he must he
awaiting the tourteenth of the month.
He had been forbidden, of course, (o
recelve any mall, just as he had
heen denled visitors; but 1 felt that
in an uncertainty that must of neces-
sity prove injurious. And so 1 took
Dr. Massey, In a measure,

into mYy
confidence, and gained from him per-
mission to see Cameron

for & brief
moment.

“je has been asking for you,” the
physician informed me, “bat 1 fan-
ecied it better to make no exceptions.
Now. however, | see that you may be
a help instead of a hindrance.”

Deapite the more OF leas circum-
stantial reporta as to his condition
and appearance which had filtered to
me from the sick room, through the
medium of Evelyn, Miss ("ollins, the
nurse, and Dr. Massey and his assis-
tant, Dr. Thorne, 1 was not altogeth-
er prepared for the marked change
which less than three weeks had
wronght in my friend. He was peaked
and bloodless and tired and old. And
his volce was little more than a whis
per.

He made a brave effort 10 amile, as
{ came In, but it retulted in a sad
grimacing failure. 1 lifted one of his
thin, clammy hands which lay imert
on the coverlid, but it gate me only
the feeblest answering preasure.

“T'm ®o glad you're petter,” 1 told
him, cheerily. «Pancy the doctor al-
lowing me to aee you! That shows

The

1t will come,”

“Day after tomoTTOW,
he sald.

*Don’t be too sure,” I replied. 1
think they've
aatisfy any ordinary villaina.”

He was silent for & moment,

t\ll )
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ghall find out how
that will be a step towards b

them to justice.”

without hands,” was

done about enough to

Then,
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“well,” 1 nld. “it it does m I
it got here; and

ringing 1

t

vYoull find out?” he querled, In-

his conclusive

ask, and 1 was glad he did not. For

Murphy bad been discharged from
custody, for lack of evidence; and
though there were some desultory ef-’
forts making to place the blame for
the Celestial’'s violent taking-off, I
doubted that they would have prac-
ticable result.

The precautions against surprise on
the fourteenth, which 1 had outlined
go brieflty to Cameron, 1 carried out
with added detail. For instance, I in-
gtructed Romney-to report to me ev-
ery person who passed in or out of
the pates guarded by his Lodge. I
had Kilgour, the guperintendent of
the Cameron acres, issue gimllar or-
ders to his men concerning any stran-
gers seen on the estate that day.
And, finally, when not fetching the
mall from the post office, mysell—
and four times 1 made the trip—I sat
on guard in Cameron's study, waiting
and expeciant.

But the day

passed, It soemed,
withont the looked-for incident. KEv-
ery letter, by post or by hand, which
cume that day, inselde the Cragholt
limits was by me personally inspect-
ed, and amongst them all there was
no one which bore the faintest re
semblance to those two baleful mis-
sives of the two preceding four-
teenths,

When I had made my last trip to
the post office, finished my final in-
spection, and ‘was glmost jubilant
over the significant cessation of the
threats which, in their ultimate fulfil-
ment at least, had brought my friend
ao close to dissolution, I made haste
to carry to Cameron the glad news,
Oddly enough, his condition In the
past forty-elght hours had materinlly
improved, and as Dr. Massey attrib-
uted this, in part at least, 10 the Infilu-
ence exerted by my brief visit, I was
now permitted to repeat the treat-
ment at pleasunre.
It wanted but & few minutea of
elght  o'clock, and Checkabeedy
pelzed the occasion to Inform me, ne
1 pansed through the hall, that din-
ner had been walting for nearly =&
bhalf-hour; a [act which 1 knew quite
as well an he, but when 1 had chosen
ta dlsregard in favor of more proas-
ing and Important employment, Nev-
ertheless 1 had dressed hefore gring
tor the laat mall, and as a moment
would suffice to assure Cameron that
all was well, 1 relleved the mind of
the distressed butler, by assuring him
that dinner should not walt over five
minutes longer, B0 far as | waa con-

rerned.
A very ligh
door waas answered by M
who came out into the passage
closed the door behind her
*1 fear it I8 not advisahle for you
toc see him, hOow, Mr. Clyde,” ahe
sald. “He has auddenly had a return
of some of his worsi aymptoms, and
1 am sure Dr. Massey would object
to his being at all excited.”
“RBut 1 shan’t excite him,” 1 ex-
pained. “1 have ihe very best of news
for him. It is his anxiety over A cer
faln matter, No doubt, which has
brought about the aymptoms you
gpeak of. | know 1 can relleva his
mind, which | have reason to belleve
has been all day under an unusual
gtrain.”

Put atill this
whiteclad woman

convinced.
“It must be only for a minute then,™

she finally allowed. “You can go in
alone. But at the end of gixty sec-
onds.” she added, as ghe glanced at
the little gold watch she wore pinned
to her apotless waist, “1 sghall inter
rupt you; and then you must leave.”

Yielding, perforce, o her condition,
{ entered. And as 1 did #o, Cameron
on his elbow, regarding me

-

t tap on the chamber
as Collins,
and

efficient-lnoking,
was not wholly

half rose
«ith what 1 thought was anxiety for
my report.

“1t's all right,” T gald, quietly. “All

Not en much as a line from
They have withdrawn,

4
the enemy.

just A= ="
But he Interrupted me.
“Here, quick!” he was gaying, “Take

thig!” And 1 saw then that ome hand
was drawing something from beneath
his pillow. The next moment he had
given me @ long envelope of that thin,
waxy texture 1 bad learned to loathe.

for a heartbeat 1 astood appalled,

transfixed.
insiated, excitedly.

"Quick!” he
“Open it! Read {it! 8heTl not leave
ites con-

ua long and I must know
tenta.”

“figt how—" 1 beégan, as
end of the envelope.

“lod knows,” he anawered, before
{ had put my question into words. “1
had been dozing; about an hour AgO.
1 stretched out my hand, unconsacious-
ty, and that lay beneath it, om the
counterpane, It crackled as 1 touched
it: and 1 knew then, even before |
recognized the feel of 1t.”

Sixty seconds! Was there ever such
an interminable period? Sixty long
geconds before that door wonld open
with the interruption that would
gpare me, | fumbled with the devil-
fsh paper: let it glip through mYy

I tore the

still th

you mever Bo

ef.

speaking distinctly
purpoee, the nurse
“evarything 18 quite right.
ter you spoke of shall be attended to,

at onoce,

and the pain of it followed me from

e ﬁnr 3 ..ained stationary.

, Clyde!” Cameron ’
of Impatlence. “What's
with you tonight? Are
ing to get that thing

“Hr
n & frenzy
he matter

comment: and I had no reply for him. knob turn. i

Concerning Murphy and the mur when I regained the upright, Miss told, our power 18 demonstrated.

dered Chinaman, Cameron dla not Colline was entering, and the lgtter Then, simply, almost crudely, but
was in the pocket of my dinner jack- | of horrid poignancy, ran the words: 'I

“And so you ses, Cameron,” 1 sald,
and with double

belng in earshot,
The mat-

and I'll report to you, to-
night—before ten o'clock, gurely.”
The reproach in his eyes stung me,

the room and stabbed me at inter-
vals during dinner. And yet it was
not the part of sanity to have acted
otherwise than 1 did. The tempta-
tion had occurred to me to invent
phrases and sentences expressive of
satisfaction over the effort of the
previous communications. But 1
doubted that, in my aglitation, 1
should be successful in the deception.
And so, my only course had been de-
my—stupid, bungling, palpable delay
it was, | suppose, but after all it bhad
gserved: and, though it left Cameron
in doubt, it gave me time and oppor-
tunity to arrange some plan for ex-
tracting the fangs of this epiatolary
adder before it could strike its prey.

Purposely 1 delayed reading the let-
ter, myself, until after I had dined. 1
chose uncertalnty as to its contents
as less likely notliceably to affect my
demeanor than an exact knowledge of
the minatory message which I felt
gure It carried.

{ think ! fapcled 1 sbould be able
to conceal my real state of mind, Cer-
tainly 1 willed to do so. But 1 was
very poon consclous that Evelyn had
divined my dissimulation. Her eyed
pecame suddenly grave and questlon-
ing, her launghter guleted, and hgr con-
versation, which had been glad and
gay, relapsed abruptly into the serl-
ous. When the coffee and liqueurs
had been brought on, Mrs Lancaster
asked to be excused, and left wus
alope together,

There followed then a moment of
sllence beiween us, while 1 selected

a clgarette and lighted It She had
edged her chalr a e closer 10 me
——alieo waa sltling on my right, as ué

unl—and leanod ftorward, her slen-
der but divinely rounded forearms ex-
tended across the shining damask of
the tablecioth,
As 1 dropped my match upon the
tiny silver tray which the Inimitable
Checkabeedy had placed convenlents
ly at my elvwow | turned to her and
gaw her question Iin her imploring
gage and attitude even before she
volced it
“Tell me!” was what she sald. And
although 1 knew that ahe would de-
mand it 1 was unprepared. To gain
time rather than information 1 bate
her be more explicit.
“Everything,” she pursued,
glvely, with a peremplory emphagia
which indicated her determination not
to be denied

My heséation reaulted in some Aam-
piification on her part. She was Im-
patlent as well as regolved, and re-
sented what ghe interpreted as my re-
luctance to gratify her.

“Everything,” ahe repeated. “Ev-
erything that you have been hiding
trom me from the first. 1 am entitled
to know, What about the head that

incluy-

the dozen lines.

ing of the Eighth Day hence, 28

the face from the portrait, as passed
the refl
you, physically, will
of men into torment.”

throat and 1wy
pressed closer L0
her shiver aa W
words, solemn,

.....
'

th-u h‘ﬂ“. m-i-lﬂr-
raphy, with its
awesomely famil
digturbing.

upright chirog- |
odd f's and p's, BO
jar, was scarcely less |

Silently the girl and I ran through

|'

credulously. open?”
wyes. I'll get your mall that day, And then I, desperate, 100, with Like its iwo predecessors the let-
myself. Tl tell that monument of <€Yes fixed imploringly on the door, | ter began with the sentence:
pomposity, your butler, Mr. Checka- was about to answer him with the “phat which you have wruuahtf
beedy, that 1 am {o see every letter truth—that 1 did not want to open it: | ghall in turn be wrought upon you.”
that comes to the house snd know that I would not, could not read the No longer could this be regarded as
how and by whom it ia delivered. Let- contents; that he must wait and trust { idle poasting. It had become an edict
ters can’t get here without hands, you me, absolutely—when, quite without | of grave significance. And what fol-
know."” deslgn on my part, the envelope fell | lowed only emphasized the proven
“Qther things seem to be done to the rug at my feet. And as I} force behind this gerles of singular
stooped to recover it, I heard the door- | communications.

“All having been performed as fore-

“Know then, that before the morn-

ection from the mirror, 80
pass from sight

y breath caught in mYy
pulsea paused, Evelyn
my side, and I felt
ith cold, The final
admonitory, priest-

Ag I read m

llke, were these:

“Say not Heaven I8 high above!
Heaven ascends and descends about
our deeds, dally inspecting us, where-
goever we are.”

Instantly she turned to me, and 1
saw there were lears On her cheeks,
and that her long dark laghes were
wel.

“You cannot tell him this, Phillp,”
she sald, her volce low but unfalter-
ing.

“No,” 1 replied, “I cannot tell him.
In his present condition, it might be
fatal.”

“And mow he must gel well,” Bhe
declared, with declslon. “He must be
well enough in a few daya 0 Dbe
moved. He shall not stop in this
house any longer. He ghall go where
he can be protected, and these flenda,
whoever they are, cannot, Oor will not
dare to follow.”

As she spoke an {napiration came
e me.

“The yacht,” I sald

Impulsively she lald hold upon my
atm, In a way she had.

“The Sibylla,” she agreed, delight-
edly. “Or course. It will do every-
thing for him.”

“Hut what am 1 to tell him about
thia?” I asked, In perplexity,

For n second she was thoughtful,

“We couldn‘t imiiste the writing,
could we?" ahe naked,

“Oh, yes,” 1 answered, “We could.
1 think 1'd even guarantee 1O repro-
duce that hideous black thing, but—"

“fBui. what?™

“We can’t Imitate the papef. The
paper s as charncteristic as any of
the other features, if not indeed more
s0. And he knows thal paper.”

“Then you must just” lle 10 him,"”
she decided. “You must tell him the
envelope was empty; and you must
make him believe 1 A

 m—

CHAPTER VIl

Somewhere East of Nantucket.

The Sibylla under siress of her
powerful turbines Was racing easlly,
reeling off her thirty knots with no
seeming efort and pcarcely a percep-
tible vibratlon. There had been A
gtiff breeze during the nisht, but It
had died down at sunrise, and now, al
noon., the sea waa calm as the bosot
of a nun. The sun blaged oOmn the
vachl's polished brasses, intengifying
the spowy whiteness of her gloeay
paint, and turnipg 0 jewelled show-
ers the spray which fell away (rom
her sharp prow and caresaed her looe,
aleek Mdes, 1 was wonderful wealher
for late October. On the nineteenth
the temperature had glgsen to ninety
in New York, breaking all records
for that date; and now, (WO daye
later. here at the meeting of esound

was cut from the portrait? What was
it that canged the ahocks which
brought on Unctle Robert'a illnes=?
Why did yom go for the mail four
times today, and ait all the rest of the
time in Uncle Robert's atudy? What
has happened to make Lkim Worse
thie afternoon? What Is troubling
you, now?! I'm not a child, I'm a
woman. and 1 refuse to be kept in i
norance any longer.”

She was florious as she thus for-
mulated her demands, her cheeks
blazing, her eyes brilliant, her volce
a crescendo. She must have seeh m¥
admiration. Certainly 1 made no at-
tempt to hide it; and before she had
quite finighed | had posacssed myeell
of her clasped hands, and was beatow-
ing upon them an applanding pres-
sure.

And her argument prevailed. She
knew too much not to know mOTE.
Cameron’s wishes in the matter could
no longer be regarded. Just how
tactfully 1 managed the disclosure, it
is not for me to judge. Perhaps 1
told more than 1 should. Possibly 1
revealed too little, 1 was guided sole-
ly by the wish not to alarm her, un-
duly. And yet, as nearly every fea-
ture of the affair was of necessily
alarming, it became 8 vexing problem
as to what to include and what to
omit.

fventually she heard the whole
story, every phase of it And so it is
not altogether clear In my memory
how much I conveyed that night and
how much was left for me to add ten
daya later.

There is no question, however, ré
garding that third letter which had
been so mysteriously received that
day. 1 drew it from the envelope,
there, at the table, and we read it to-
gether, by the light of the pink-shad-
ed candles: opr chairs tounching and
her cool little left hand clasped hard
in my sinewy right.

_As 1 spread the sheet that sinfater

fingera; tore a bit here and a bit

faintest

turn of his head

there: finished the tearing; and then,

Mﬂlu.hnltuﬂndthuﬂm
end. And stil) the seconds lagged;
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appearing black dauh at the bottom
smote me with a sense of Il as acute-

Iy poignant ¢

rapler thrust, and

and ocean, with Polat Judith just
coming Intp view over our port bow,
and Block Hsland a blur abaft our
atarboard heam,K we gat, Cameron and
I, shaded by gpread awnings, on the
after-deck, as phough it were mid-
aummer. For he had been convinced
by my righteous pnirath, after re-
peated and emphatic dinning, and had
daily grown sironger; readily agree
ing at length to a cruise along the
coast, with Bar Harbor as objective,

“That ia precisely what 1 had the
Sibyila built for,” be told me, when
my eauggestion found acceptance,
“Iid you ever notice the inscription

in the saloon? No? Well, it's this:

playnte.’
*1 found it in an ol

likely to trouble me over "

1 repeat
iy to indlecate the improve

temptible agen
oneé has been always abhorrent.
this
pcience In A

pretended.
Moreover,
an uneasiness—a misery,

on the bhrass tablet over the fireplace

‘Sibylla, when thou #eest me faynte,
address thyselfe the gyde of my com-

4 book, published
in 1663, a poetic induction to “The

this explanation now main-
d temper of

instroment 1 had employed to bring
it about. A lle ia to e & most con-
{, and to make use of
in

instance T had aalved my com-

cuse that the end justified the means,
but it was only in a measure, and 1 Henry €. Potter.
ﬂuhrrrdnheiunhlpprul g

{ conld not rid myself of
indeed, In
which 1 was now without company—

1

on, of course, L.. quite dismissed the
subject, and Evelyn, who previously
was greatly perturbed, had seemed to
put away all apprehension directly
ghe saw us safe aboard the yacht
There had been some talk of her ac-
companying us, but without signify-
inqmymﬂmn,lhadmmﬂ
to dissuade her.

For my disquietude there was cer-
tainly no logical ground. I had tak-
en the precaution of / bhaving the
Sibylla searched from masthead to
keelson before sailing. The :
examined as carefully as that of a bat-
tleghip in time of war; every locker
and cupboard was imspected; even the
ventilators were metapborically turn-
record of ev-
of the crew waa looked into
with vigorous scrutiny. So I could se®
po loophole unguarded. But ‘the past
was an argument which set logic at

It such things could be &8
happened a month ago|
{n Cameron’s dressing room, how
much further might the inexplicable
carry? Of what use were precag-
tions against an enemy who with ap-'%
parent ease calmly defied all paturali

laws?
my thoughte bhad

All the morning |
been running In this line, Foollsh/
to one wWho!

thoughts they must seéem
worthy only to be!

ds of them,
E:nad with the idle, superstitious)
tears of young girls and old women,,

and impossible to & “u-humond.1
clear-headed man of twenty-nipe. It

msy be that I was not well-balapced!
apd clear-headed. And vet the Be
quel would tend rather to a contraryi
conclusion.

Cameron was still reading the Her<
ald, and [ sat with a pair of binocu~
lars at my €yes sweeping the waters
tor the tralling smoke of a liner oF
gome object of lesser interest.
Presently the silence Wwas broken

by my companlon.

“] see,” he began,
o his knees, “that China I8

ery man

pnaught.
that which had

dropping the pa~
really

per t
in earnest o her anit-oplum cam-
palgn, Two Peking officials have died

from the effecis of & too-hasty break-
ing of the habit Men do not dle in
the aitempt to obey mere paper e
forms. The Chinese are & Wob !
old people, Clyde.”

1 lowered my glasses, all at once In-
rereated.

“You've been In China? 1 asked.
“No, | haven',”™ Wwas his answer.
“I've nlwnys meant to gO, but when
| was nearest, |}l news drew me home;
and so | never got closer than Yoko-
hama on one side, and Srinagar, in
Kashmir, on the other.”

“You've seen something

this country, 1 suppose T’
wNo. very Witle, 1 attended a din-

ner opoe at which L1 Hung (Chang was
the guest of honor, and I've eoalan
chop swey in One of those Chinese
eating palaces they have in Chlcago.
That's about the exient of my person-
al Chinese experience. But I have
always been interested In the country
ita people. 1 have read about
that has been publlahed
DBy the way, did they
hat boy of

L]

of them In

nnd
evervihing
on the subject,
ever fnd out who killed |
Murphy'a?

“Not yelt,” 1 answered “Thoey've
had some of his own kind under sur-
velllance, bul no more arresis have
been made.”

“Murphy was releasedT”

“Yen."

1o 1nok up his paper again and
once more | applied myselfl to sea-
EAZINg.

#ar away (0 the northeast I made
out what appeared to me to be A ses-
going tug or pilot beat, steaming, I
thought, with rather unusual speed for
a wessel of her class. It was not
much of a discovery, bui the waters
had been very barren that morning,
especially for the last two hours, and
insignificant as this object Was i felt
in a manner rewarded for my vigil

Half an hour later she had slipped
out of sight and | was busy in an ef-
fort to pick her up again, when A ery
from the lookout forward directed my
attention to a floating speck possibly
two miles or more dead ahead, and
not more than a point off our conrse.

“Came.,” | sald ™ Cameronm, “let's
go up on the bridge and have a look!®™

“and have our {trouble for our
paina?” he returmed, incrednlously.
“it'a probably some bit of wreckage,
a box or a cask.”

“Yery well,” 1 agreed, atarting off
alone. “Even a box or a cask 8 worth
while as a variation.”

When on nearer approach the drift-
isg object proved to be a fisherman’s
dory, with a man, either dead or an-
conscious, plainly discernible in the
bottom, 1 should hardly have been hua-
man had 1 not experienced a degrea
of satisfaciion over Cameron’s faflare

Mirror of Magistrates,’ written by

v as a prophet. That, however, was the
Thomas Sackville. Yom can fancy | jeqst abiding of my sensations. In an
how my application distorts the orig- | sneiant it had given way to anxiety
inal Intentiom; but Sackville fen't| . . .orning the boat’s occupant and

interest in the business-like meanner
in which MacLeod, the gtocky young
executive officer of the Sibylla, was

the speaker. His mind was placid ol tote

once again, and with this recovered . “!{:’ l; uilm:;"d'

placidity had come A Teturn of hia o be continued.)

quiet humor. For my OWR part 1 E -

was not altogether bappy. My de- Ro Virtoe.

light o%ver my friend’s recovery, and 1t there h:'::: ::H“t! of Mt.
Evelyn’s pleasure thereat, Was <CUT| 4 the more indisvensable is it that o

character in them that bear rule SO 2
fine and high and pure that as mem =
some within the circle of its inflnencs X

they involuntarily pa

which ia the one .
tlon, the royalty of virtne.—Bishop -

measure with the old ex

concerning the day and its menaoce.
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