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CHAPTER 1

Destiny and the Babu.
Preaking suddenly upon the sleady
Arumming of the trucks, the prolong:
od and nky roar of a locomotive
whistle saluted an immediate grade
erosming.

Roused by this sound from his soll-
tary musings in the parlor ecar of
which he happgned temporarily to be
the solo occupant, Mr, David Amber
put aside the magasine over which
ha had been dreaming, and looked out
of the window, oatching a glimpsc of
woodland road shining white betwoen
somber walls of stunted pine. Laszily
he consulted his wateh,

“It's not for nothing.” ha obasrved
penalvely, “that this rallroad wears
ita ;reputation; we are conaistently
Inte™

His gaze, again diverted to the Ay
Ing countryaide, noted that it bad
changod character, pine ylelding to
serab-oak and  second.growth — the
ragged vestments of an area some
years since denuded by fire.  This.
too, presently swung naway, giving
place te cloared land—arable acres
golden wilh the stubble of garnered
harvesia or sentinelled with unkempt
shocks of corn.

In the south a shimmer of laughing
gold and blue edged the faded hork
gon.

Eagoerly the young man leaned for
ward, dark eyes lightening, lips part
Iog s If already he could taste the
savour of the sea.

Then, quite without warning, a deep
elbow of the bay sawept up almost to
the rallway, Its surface mirrorlike,
profoundly blus, profoundly beautiful.

"I think,” sald the traveler softly—
“1 think it's mighty fne to be allve
and—heret”

He lounged back comfortably agaln,
smiling ns he watched the wheellng
landscape, his eyes glowing with ex-
poectaney. For his cares wore negll-
gible, his content boundless; he was
oxperiencing, for the first time fIn
many years, a sense of freedom akin
to that felt by a schoolboy at the be
ginnlng of the summer vacation. The
work of his heart and hand for a little

; he existed only for the con-
fNdent Today, He had put behind him
the baunts of men, and his yourning
the open places that lay before
wan almost childlike In its fer.
he would, Indeed, have been
satlsfled If assurcd that he was
othing to do save to play alm-
the sun. But, In point of
looked forward to an employ-
uch more pleasurable; he was
to shoot duck with his very dear
friond, Mir. Authony Quain of Tangle-
wood lodge, Nokomls, Long Island.
Aguin the whistle bawled uneannily,
and the train bogan to moderate Its
kpeed, Objects in the foreground that
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blura assumed recognizable contours.
Norih of the line a string of squat,
square, unlovely “frame” edifices,
allgned upon a country road, drifted
back. A brakeman popped head and
shoulders Into the car and out aguin,
leaving the echo of an abrupt bark to
be Interpreted at the passenger's
lelnure. ;

Slowly jolting across a rutted, dusty
road, the oars slopped. Amber, nlight.
ing, found himself upon a length of
board-walk platform and confronted
by a distressingly matterof-fact wood-
on structure, combining the funections
of w:nm room and tloket and tele-
grap

station loafers—for the most part hall-
marked natives of the reglon—sirag.
gling off upon thelr several ways,
#ome Afool, n majority in dilapldated
surreys  and buckboards. Amber
watched them go with unassumed In.
difterenca; their type intercsted him
little. Hut In thelr company he pres-
oully discovered ohe, a figure so
thoroughly forelgn and aloof in attl-
tude, that it caught his eye, and, hay-
ing ceught, held It clouded with per
plexity.

Abruptly he abandoned his belong
inge and gave chawe, overtaking the
object of his attention at the far end
of the station.

" ott!" he eried.  “1 say, Dog
gott!™ ;

His hand, falllng ISty upon the
man's shoulder, brought him gquare-
ly about, his exprassion translently
startled, If not a shade truculent

"Doggott, what the deuee brings you
here? And Mr. Rutton?"

Amber's cordiality educed no re
sponse. The gray eyes, meeting eyes
dark, kindly, and penetratiog, flicker-
ed und fell; so much emotion they be-
trayed, no more, and that as disingen-
uous aa you could wish,

“Doggett!” Insisted Amber, dis-
concerted. “Surely you haven't for
gotten me—Mr. Amber?"

“Heg par-

don, sir” he sald; “you've got my

nyme ‘andy enough, but | don't know
you, and-—"

“But Mr. Rutton?™

“Is a party I've never ‘eard of, If
you'll excuse my sayin' €0, no more'n
1 ‘ave of yourself, sir"

“Well,” began Amber: but paused,
his face bardening aw he looked the
man up and down, nodding slowly.

“Per'aps,” contlnued Mr. Doggott,
unabashed, “you mistyke me for my
brother, 'Enery Doggott. ‘E was ‘ome,
in England, lafst 1 ‘eard of ‘Im. We
look s deal alike, I've been told™

“You would be,” admitted Amber
drily; and, shutting his teeth upon his
Inherent contempt for a liar, he
awung away, scknowledging with a
curt nod the clvil "Good arfterncon,
sir,” that followed him.

The man had disappeared by the
time Amber regained his kit-bag and
gun-case; astanding over which he
surveyed his surroundings with some
annoynnes, dlacovering that he now
shured the station with pone but the
ticket agent, A sbambling and dis-
consolate youth, ¢lad In n threedays'
growth of beard. a checked jumper
and khak! trousers, this person
lounged negligently in the doorway of
the walting room and, earessing his
rusty chin with nicotinedyed fngera,
regarded the stranger In Nokomis
with un alr of subtle yet vaguely mel-
ancholy wuperfority.

“If yo're lookin' for th' hotel” he
volunteered unexpectedly, “there aln't
none,” and effected n masterly retreat
into the ticket booth

Amuned, the deapised outlander
plecked up hia luggnge and followed
amiably. “I'm not looking for the
hotel that ain't” he said, planting
himself In front of the grating: “but
1 expected to be met by soma one
from Tapglewood —*

“Thet's the Quain place, daown by
th' ba-ay." interpolated the youth from
unplumbed depths of mournful ab-
straction,

"It Is, T wired yesterday—"
“Yeour name’s Amber, aln't 1t?
“Yea, 1"

“Well, Quain didn't get yeour mes-
sage till this mornin’, 1 sent a kid
daown with It 'baout ten o'clock.”
“But why the—but 1 wired yester-
day afternoon!"

“I knaow ye a14," aasented the
youth wearlly. “It come through
raound closin' time and they wa'n't
nobody baound that way, so I held it
over.”

“This ecraze for belng characteris-
tie,” observed Mr. Amber obscurely,
“Ia the only thing that really standms
in the way of Nokomis becoming a
thriving metropolls, Do yon agree
with me? No matter” Hes smiled en-
Eagingly: n wseasoned traveler this,
who could recognize the futility of
bickering over the irreparable. More-
over, he had to remind himaself in all
falrness, the blame was, In part at
leagt, his own; for he had thought-
lesnly worded his telegram, “Will be
with you tomorrow afternoon.” and it
was wholly llke Qualn that he should
have accepted the statement at Its
face value, regardless of the date line.

"L can leave my thinge here for a
Httle while, I presume?' Amber sug-
gested after a paune,

The ticket agent stared stubbornly
Into the infinite, making no aign till a
coln rang on the window-ledge; when
he started, eyed the offering with fugl-
tive mistrust, and gloomlly posseased
himself of 1t. “I'll look after them,"
he sald. “Be ye thinkin' of walkin'®"

“Yen," snld Amber over his shoul-
der. Heo was already moving toward
the door.

“Knaow yeour wa-ay?™

“I've been here before thank you*

Croesing the tracks, be addressed
himself to the southward stretching
highway. Walking briskly at first, he
soon left bebind the rallway station
with its few parasitlc cottages, a dip
In the land hid them, and he had
hereafter for all company N
thoughts, the desultory road, a vast
and looming sky. nod bare flelds
hedged with Impoverished forest,

Amber had professed acqualntance
with his way: It seemed rather to be
Intimpey, tor when he chose to for
sake the main traveled road he did so
boldly, striking off upon a wagon
track which, leading across the flelds,
delved presently into the heart of the
forest.

The bush of the forest world bore
henvlly upon hin senses: the slight
and stealthy rustliogs In the brush,
tha clear dense ringing of some re-
mole ax, an attenunted olamor of
cawing from some far crows’ ocon.
gress, but served to accentuate Its in-
flusnce.

Then nto the allence cropt a sound
to rouse him from his formless rev.
érle. At firet & were pulsing In the
stillnens barely to be distinguished
from the pong of the surf: but pres
ently u pounding, ever louder and
more Insistent. He paused, attentive;
and while be walted the drumming,
minute by minute galning in volume,
swept swiftly toward him—the rhyth-
mie hoolbeats of a aingle horse madly
ridden. When It was close upon him
he stepped back Into the tangled un
dergrowth, making room; for the
track was anything but wide,

Simaltaneously there burst Into

view, at the end of a brief alale of

1mma, the norse—a vigorous Wisck

brite with white socks and mussle—
running freely, apparently under
constraint neither of whip nor of spur.
In the saddle a girl loaned low over
the born—a girl with eyes raptur-us,
face brilliant, lips parted in the least
of smiles. A fold of her byack babit-
skirt, whipping out, almost anapped in
Ambor's face, wo close to him ahe
rode; yet she sesmad not to see him,
and vory likely 414 not. A splendid
#ketoh In black and white, of youthful
apirit and Joy of metion; so she pass
ed on and was gone. . .

Hardly, however, had the forest
closed upon the pleture, ere a ery,
& heavy crashitig ay of a horse thresh-
ing about ln ihe underbrush, and a
woman's acream of terror, sent Am-
ber, 'n one movement, out Into the
rond agaln and running At & phee
which, had he been consclous of i,
would have gurprised him.

A short 60 yarda separated him from
the bedd In the way round which
the horse and its rider had vanished.
Ha had no more than galnod this
point than he was obliged to pull up
sharply to avold runming loto the
girl herself,

Aithough dismounted, she was on
her fedt, and apparently uninjured.
8he wtood with one hand against the
trunk of a tree, on the adge of a
small clearing whereln the axes of
the Jocal lumbermen had but Iately
been busy. Her horse had disappear-
od; the rumble of his hoofs, dimiow
endo, told ihe way he had gone.

S0 much Amber comprehesded In a
fingle glance, with a second he
sought the cause of the accident, and
identifiad It with a fAgure so outre and
bizarre that he momentarily and ex-
cusably questioned the testimony of
his senses.

At a little distance from the girl,
in the act of addressing her, stood a
man, obese, gross, abnormally dis-
tended with luxurious and sluggish

frightening this iady's borse? What
are you dolng here, anyway?”

Almost groveling, the babu answer
od him In Urdy: “Hasoor, | am your
pleve—"

Without thinking Amber couched
his retort In the same tongue:
“Count yourself lucky you are not,
dog'"”

“Nay, hazoor, but I meant no harm.
I was resting, belog fatigued, In the
sheiter of the wood, when the nolse
of hoofs disturbed me and [ stopped
out to pee, When the womnn was
thrown [ sought to ansist her, but ahe
threatened me with her whip.™

“That Is quite true,’” the girl cut In
over Amber’s nhoulder. "I don't think
he intepded to harm me, but It's pure
Iy an accldent that he dldn't™

loasmuch as the babu’s explanation

and, hitching his clothing round him,
made off with a oelerity surprising In
ons of bis tremendous bulk, striking
directly into the heart of the woode

Amber was left to knit his brows
over the ohject which bhad been foreced
dpon him eo unexpectedly.

It proved to be a small, cubleal box,
something more than an Ineh square,
fashloned of bronze and elaborately
docorated with minute rellef work In
the best manner of anclent Indian
eraftemanship,

“May | seo, pleasa?™ Tha voles of
the girl at hia alde recalled to Amber
her exintence. “May 1 see, too, please,
Mr. Amber?™ she repeated.

CHAPTER IL
The Girl and the Token,

had been made In fluent, vernacular
Urdu, Amber's surprise at the girl's |
evident familiarity with that tongue
wid hardly 1o be concealed. “You un-
derstand Urdu?" bhe stammered,

“Aye,” she told him in that tongue,
“and speak It, too."

“You know thia man, then?™

“No, Do you?

“Not In the least, How should 1™
“You yourself speak Urdo”

Well, but—" The situation hardly
leut itself to such a discussion; be
had the babu first to dispose of. Am-
ber resumed his cross-examination.
“Who are you?" he demanded. “And
what I8 your business In this place?™

The fat yellowish-brown face Was
distorted by a fugitive grimace of
deprecation. “Haszoor, 1 am Reharl
lLa! Chatterjl, solicitor, ol the Inner

Temple,”
"Well? And your business here ™
“Hagoor, that s for your secret

ear.” The babu drew himself up, as-
suming a certaln dignity. “It I8 not
meet that the message of the Rell
ghould bes uttered In the hearing of
an Englishwoman, hazoor.™

“What are you drivelling about? In

living, as little common to the scene

AR a statue of Phoebua Apollo bad boen.
A babu of Bengal, every inch of him,
from his dirty red-and-white turban to
his well-worn and cracked patentleath-
er shoen. His body was enveloped in
n complete sult of emerald allk, much
solled and faded, and girt with a
eash of many colors, crimson pre-
dominating. His hands, fat, brown,
and pot overclean, alternately flutter
ed apologetically and rubbed one dn.
other with a suggestion of extreme
urbanity; his lps, thick, sensual, and
eruel, mouthed a broken stream of
babu-English; while his eoyes, nearly
us small apd quite as black as shoe
buttons—eyes furtive, crafty, and
cold—auddenly distended and bhecame
fixed, as with amazement, at the in-
stant of Amber's appearance,

Iustinetively, as soon as he had
mastered his Initial stupefaction, Am-
ber stepped forward and past the giri,
placing himself betwesn ber and this
preposterous apparition, as It to
shield her. He held himself wary and
alert, and was instant to halt the
{ bubu when he, with the alr of & dog
eringing to his masler's feet for pun.
fshment, would bave drawn nearer

“Stop right there!" Amber told him
| erisply; and got for response obed)
| ence, n low salaam, and the Hindu
| salutation accorded only to persona of
'hl;h rack: “Hazoor!™ But before
the babu could say more the Amerl
can addressed the girl. “What did he
do?™ he inguired, without iocoking at
hor. “Frighten your horse?™

“Just that” Tha girl's tone was
edged with temper. “He jumped out
from behind that woodplile; the horse
shied nod threw me."

“You're not hurt, I trust?”

“No—thank you; but'—with a
nervous laugh—"I'm furiously angry.”

“*That's reasonable epough.” Am-
ber returned undivided attention to
the Bengall. "Now then,” he demund-
od sternly, “what've you got 1o sAy

8o She Passed and Was Gone.

for yourself? What do you mean by

his blank wonder, Amber returned to

u)g{rg

KEngllsh as to a tongue more sulted to
his urgent need of forcible expression.
“And, look here, you stop calling me
‘Hagzoor.! I'm no more a hazoor than
you are—idiot!"

“Nuy," contended the babu reproach-
fully; “Is It right that you should seek
to hoodwink me? Have 1 not ayes
with which to see, ears that can hear
you speak our tongue, hazoor! [ am
no child, to be played with—I, the ap-
polunted Mouthplece of the Volee!™

"I know naught of your 'Volee' or ita
mouthplecs; but certainly you are no
chlld. You are either mad, or insolent
==or & fool to be kicked" And in ex-
asperation Amber took a step toward
the man as If to carry into effect his
implied threat,

Alarmed, the babu oringed and re
treated a pace: then, suddenly, rals-
Ing an arm, indicated the girl, “Ha-
zoor!™ he eried “Be qulck—the
woman faints!" And as Amber hastily
turned, with astonlshing agility the
babu sprang toward him.

Warned by his moving shadow as
much as by the girl's cry, Amber leapt
nside and lifted & hand to sirike; but
before he could deliver a blow It was
caught ‘and a small metallle object
thrust into It. Upon this his fngers
closed iustinotively, und the babu
éprang back, panting and guaking.

“The Token, bazoor, the Token!™
he quavered. "It Is naught but that
—the Token'"

“Token, you fool!” erfed Amber,
staring stupidly at the man, “What
in thunder—!" .

“Nay, hazoor; how should I tell
you now, when snother sees and
hears? At another time, hazoor, in a
week, or a day, or an hour, mayhap,
I come again—for your answger. Till
then a&nd forever | am your slave, ha-
zoor: the dust bensath your feet. Now
I go.

And with a haste thut robbed the
courtesy of ita grace, the Hengall

| ous eyes that strove vainly to seem

In his astonishment he looked round
quickly to meet the gaze of miachiev-

slmple and aincere.

Aware that he faced an uncommon-
Iy pretly woman, who chose to study
him with a straighforward Interest he
was nothing loath to Imitate, he took
time to see that she was very falr
of skin with that ecreamy, silken
whiteness that goes with halr of the
shade commonly and unjustly termed
red. Her nose he thought a trace
too meverely perfect in its modeling,
but redeemed by a broad and thought-
ful ‘brow, a strong yet absolutely fem-
inine ehin, and a mouth Well,
as to her mduth, the young man se
lected a rosebud to liken it to.

Having catalogued these several
features, he had a mental portrait of
her he was not likely soon to forget
For It's not every deay that onme en-
counters g0 pretty a girl in the woods
of Loug Island's southern shore—or
anywhere eolse, for that matter. He
felt mure of this.

But he was equally esrtain that he
was as much a stranger to her as
she to him.

She, on her part, had been busy
satisfying herself that he was a very
presentable young man, In splite of
the somewhat formidable reputation
he wore na a person of learned attain-
ments. If hia looks attracted, it was
not because he was handsome, for
that he wasn't, but because of certain
signs of strength to be discerned In
his face, as well as an engaging man-
per which he owned by right of an
cestry, his ascendantsa for several gen-
erations having been notable repre
sentatives of one of the Flist Families
of Virginia,

The pause which fell upon the girl's
use of his name, and during which
they looked one another over, was
sufficiently prolonged to excuse the
reference (o It which Amber chose to
make.

“I'm sure,” he sald with his slow
smile, “that we're satisfed we've
never met before, Aren't we?"

“Quite,"” assented the girl.

“That only makes it the more mys-
terious, of course.”
“Yes," said she
“doesu't 1t?"

+ You know, you're hardly falr to

me,” he asserted. “I'm rapldly be
ginning to entertain doubts of my
senses. When I left the traln at No-
komis statlon [ met a man I know as
well as | know myself—pretty nearly;
and hoe denied me to my face. Then,
a lMttle later, 1 encounter a strange,
mad Bengall, who apparently takes |
me for somebody he has bul!nvu'
with. And fnally, you call me by
name.
“It Isn't so very remarkable, when
you come to consider it she returned
soberly. “Mr. David Amber is rather
well known, even In his own country.
1 might very well have seen your pho-
tograph published In connection with
some review of—let me see.
Your Iatest book was entitled " "The
Peoples of the Hindu Kush,’ wasn't
iIt? You see, I haven't read it."

“That's sensible of you, I'm sure.
Why should you? But your
theory doesn't hold water, because I
won't permit my publishers to print
my pleture, and, besides, reviews ol
such stupld books generally appear
in profound monthlles which abhor f}
fustrations.”

“Oh!" She received this with a
note of disappointment. “Then my ex
planation won't do?
“I'm sorry,” he laughed, “but you'll
have to be more lngenlous—and prac.
tical,”
“And you wor't show me the pres
ent the baby made you?™
Ha closed hia fingers jealously over
the bronze box. *“Not antll . ., M
“You insist on reciproecity
“Absolutely.”
“That's very unkind of you.™
“How?" he demanded blankly.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

provokingly;

CO .

His Seif-Defense.

“When s man's married,” sald Rose
Stahl, “his excuses begin, *“Did you
aever hear how Sambo got out of It
when he was caught In the turkey
coop ™

“*'Deed, mistah,’ he sald, *'deed,
sah, | lan’'t a-stealin’ dis yah bird. I'se
takin® it in self-defonse. Homes' 1 18!’

*'Self-Tefense? roared the Indig
nant owner, shaking him by the col
lar. *What kind of a lle are you try
ing to tell ma?

“‘Please, sah,' walled the much
abused Bambo, ‘miah wife she say ef
I doan’ fotch home a turkey ghe gwine
to break ebery bone in mah body. An’
so 1 jes' 'bleeged ter pertect mah-
se'f!""—Young's Magazine.

Blank Fllled Corectly.

“When Lizzle Timms filled out het
applieation blank to teach school®
laughs the naighbor, "she wrote on the
line asking what her age was, ‘My age
Ia twenty years old. Wasn't that a
lndiorous mistake?"

"Oh, 1 don't know, You misunder
stand It. She was honest. She wms
giving the age of her age, not of her
pelf. She has clalmed to be twenty

salaamed, then wheeled sguare about

and milk & cow.

1 oan en com and
thom. I can vislt whnwehom
walk ns far as m{

any day in the month. 1 !

talk toevery sufferingwo
ETHUNE,

~Mrs. DEvA B

A DIFFERENT ENTRANCE.

First Burglar—I see that Mr. Bl
yuns entered his yacht in the July
races and got a $100 silver cup.

Second Burglar—I've got bdm beat &
block. 1 entered a yacht las' week an’
got & whole silver service,

Weuld Try Another.

There was golog to be a plenie that
morning, says the Cleveland Plain
Dealer. The little boy prayed before
he retired at night that it might be a
fine day. And when he looked out of
the window at the peep of dawn, it

was raining.
In the evenlng, the little hoy
wouldn't say his prayers. “Mamma.’

he asked, as he was golng to bed.
"where do they sall idols? I want
get one to worahip,”

Right to a Dot.

“1 ean tell you,” sald he, “how mueh
water runs over Niagara falls to a
quart.”

“How much?' asked she,

“Two pints."—Christian Advocats

Feminine Reasoni
Btella—Her gown is just llke yours.
Bella—1I don't care if hers In & dupll-

cate of mine, but I don’t want mine =
duplicate of hers.—Puck.

r‘I‘o The Last
Mouthful

one enjoys a bowl of
crisp, delightful

Post
Toasties

with cream or stewed
fruit—or both.

Some people make
an entire breakfast out
of this combination,

Try itl

“The Memory Lingers™

Sold by Grocers

.

o Lad.
8. A,

for about that long -—Judge.
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