
that they might profit from the many supersti-
tions of the populace. Hp also came to the
rescue of the poor benighted women of the land,
and told them to fling off their veils, to live
lives of activity and usefulness, ns the partners
and not the playthings of men. Thousands pro-
ffssed that they saw in Mirzn-Ali a second
Christ, and the Shiite clergy trembled at the
constant ebb of their influence.

Thus it was in 1544, on May 12. that some
Shiite theologians sought to corner th° "up-
start," as they called this youth of twenty-live
years, by telling him the gate of science and
truth was forever shut.

"No," exclaimed Mirsa-Ali, "the gate is still
open, and Iam this grue."

The Persian for gate is Bab. and from this
time forth the young religionist was called the
Bab.

In many respects Bab showed that he must
have closely studied the life and teachings of
Christ, for again and again he imitated the gen-
tle Nazarene. His expression, "Iam the Gate,'

is. of course, cmiy a repetition of "I am the
Way." Like Christ, he said he was the inearna-

From Persia comes the story of a massacre
which far surpasses in the details of its cruelty
the Kishineff tragedy. After butchering hun-
dreds of Babists, who believe the Bab a greater
prophet than Mahomet, an infuriated mob final-
ly demanded of th» Governor of Ytzl that all
the survivors of this sect should be brought be-
fore him and slaughtered. Like Pilate, this Per-
sian official hesitated long between fear and
duty. Not until he heard the roar of the mob
beneath his palace windows did he surrender.
Thf Governor w.-ll understood the Persian char-
acter, and knew that hf could avert a general

massacre by the promise of a few horrible
death?. Accordingly, he ordered a Babist to be
dragged before him, bound hand and foot, and
then blown to pieces from the mouth of a can-
non. A second victim was publicly executed by

having his throat slashed from ear to ear.
The "\4-ad butchery, though not likely to at-

tract the attention of Washington, as did the

Kishineff massacre, lias, nevertheless, stricken
many Americans apparently with as much grief

as if their own relatives had been among the

victims. Babists assert that they now- number

ITaa follcwlr.i- ai'fßU In rrvnrt^"?»d hn some el Iha
. points embracM In Mr. Retd's l»ctures. In orenln? th9

coirac on Newspapers and Public Affairs, under tna
Bromley Foundation at Yale University. They nay«
always been withheld from publication. I

There has never been a time. Ithink, in the
history ofcolleges in this country, when so many

of their students were looking forward to the
possibility of a newspaper career. There is a
feeling on the one hand that the professions are
overcrowded, and on the other that the newer
fields to which applied science and business

beckon offer at the outset slower advances and
less attractive experiences. The idea of being

brought Into contact with all forms of public
life, of seeing great transactions and watching

the actors in them, of writingfrom day to day

the history of a marvellous age— all this natu-

rally fascinates the ardent and aspiring mind.
It is true, too, that the young man of good

qualifications gets quicker returns in newspaper

work than elsewhere. If he studies law. three

or four years more must be taken out of his life
after graduation before he can enter upon hi3
vocation; and then he has the cheerful prospect

of starvation for as many more before clients
begin to find him out. Asimilar duty confronts

the medical student, and patients often display

a similar backwardness about coming forward

to the young doctor's office. But the college

graduate who once gets a chance assignment on
a .busy day. In a city editor's book, may find
himself with as many more as he cares for
within a fortnight.' and may" presently secure a

Two days passed. On the evening: of the third
Nurse Margaret, a hard featured, soft hearted
old Scotch body, bad just tucked me in bed
when my mother came In. She wa? wrapped in
\u25a0 white peignoir and evidently about to dress
for dinner. Her hair, already arranxed. was
ornamented with a spray of fine emeralds. As
She came toward me. smiiing. her splendid eyes
and thp great jewels in her fair curls seemed
to flash and sparkle in unison. Igazed ador-
ingly up .-it her as she nent above me, but. as
usual, said nothing. Words come to rw lips
with no more readiness when I am deeply
moved than at any nthp \u25a0 time.

My mother badr me say my prayers and I
obeyed, repeating the same prayer in Greek,
Latin. German. French and Italian. She ?as
pleased, while I. 1 wondered if the Lord God
were not a-weary of these "vain repetition?."
Did He think me a very tiresome child?

Meanwhile, my mother continued putting me
through my paces.

"'When Isay. 'The Hand of Douglas is his
own,' what do Imean, darling?"

"That my lips belong to me," Ianswered doc-
ilely, charmed to have her with me. "and I
need not kiss any one unless Ichoose, but I
must refuse politely, making a civil excuse,
even ifItell a fib. Society fibs don't count as
sins, being but White Li^s, meaning" Here
Ibroke off. "Shall you wear all your emeralds
to-night, mamma?'

"Only a few. Athena." And my mother went
on to tell how. some doy, I was to have her
collection of these green gems— it was said to
be unrivalled— some day when Ishould be a
young lady and she— an old one As she kissed
me good night she bade me never to forget the
meaning of "The Hand 01 Douglas."

"When Iraise my hand— so—Athena." liftinpr
her hand r.s she spoke; but a burst of jolly
laughter cut her short as my father entered the
room. Catching her around th? waist he shook
her playfully.

"Is this fair play, wicked girl?" he cried.
"Creeping into th^ favorite's stall and slipping
a powder in among her oats'"
I#at up in bed. wide awake and eager, but

Margaret, asking angrily if they wished to
koep "the bairn fra" her night's sleep wl' their
daffln?" turned them out and shut the door.
The following morning, Sunday

—
when no

wearisome lessons were to be learned -my

mother told me that Imight accept, if Iwished,
the next doll offered me. Many had Ibeen
obliged to decline. Ithink Inever was happier
in my life than at that moment. "Perhaps some
one might give me a doll on Christmas," I
haaarded.

"Perhaps." said my mother, "who can say?"
Iti every odd moment Ithought of that doll.

Christmas was a long way off. but the pleasure
of anticipation was already mine, and Ihad a
large stor^ of patience to draw upon.

On Friday afternoon of that week Ifound
Percy Stiiart waiting to accompany me on my
daily ride. As he swung me into my saddle

"N 0; IcU? iope you may fry. It can do no
harm."

TBF< NEW-YORK < ITV COUNCIL OF BEHA-P.AP.ISTS
Howard Ma rNutt, pn ta in the centre. Fiooper lir.::is. associate teacher, stands behind at his ripht. Anton Haddnh. at the left end of those standing is not a member o;' the councilvisiting Bablst. He j;is formerly a Presbyterian missionary to Syria.

Transformations ar.d rivalries in Associated
Press organizations have made it eacler to
start newspapers and easier to secure a
good new service from all the world. As for

cur own country, telagjl and telephones,

in the energetic hands of the press, have
made it from ocean to ocean s mere

-
\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 • Bg

board. The newspapers follow all explorations,

terrestrial or sidere.il. They watch every in-
ventor, and tell the marvels of every discovery.

They cultivate systematically and assiduously

the fields of Literature. Art. Science, Mimic and

the I'ruiiia. They present letters of adventure

and pictures day by day of th» business world.
They give details o: poiitlcal. legislative, finan-

cial, maritime, railway, social educational, re-
formatory, charitable and religious movements,

especially in the Sunday issues, in a profusion.

a' variety, vivacity and popular attractiveness

never before approached. There has been an.
extraordinary increase in the attention given to

the interests of women, and also in the spQce
surre!:>: even in the most lat» of Journals.
to every conceivable variety of s^rt. Allkinds
of atecial interests r.nd constant and vopioua

opened th» way to moral changes as striking.

The cost of raw material has been reduced
from two-thirds to three-fourths; the cost of
composition one-half, the cost of printing in a
greater proportion than either. Meantime. th<»
\u25a0apply of the raw material his become almost
unlimited; the speed withwhich news can be put
In type has been so greatly increased that col-
umns of new matter. anJ pages if need be. can
be set within an hour of the time when th*

ppper must reach its readers; and the speed,
with which printing" can be done has been so
revolutionized that it is easier to catch mails
and news companies and newsboys at the ear-
liest hour desired with an edition of a hundred
thousand now than itu«d to be ith an edition
of five or ten thousand.

Obviously the business result from these revo-
lutionary changes in the methods of the busi-
ness was inevitable, no matter what the senti-
ments, or wishes, or even principles of the men
engaged in it. Nothing could prevent either a
great reduction in price or a g;reat increase in
size, or both: and nothing could then wholly
avert the morai changes whi?h soon began to
accompany this unexampled facility of pro-
duc-tion.
\u25a0 Reductions in price created a new ami differ-
ent constituency. It is a mistake to suppose
that the one-cent newspapers gained their main
support by drawing away the old patrons of th«
high priced journals. What they chiefly ii:,i
was first to induce many of these to read an
extra paper, and next to find new classes of
readers. But reduction in price and increased
facilities for production on a large scale and of
any size did more than create a new and iinVr-
ent constituency. They changed the general

character of American newspapers, dear us well
as cheap, conservative as we! as reckless and
sensational. They touched papers that main-
tain high prices and scopis that rarely or never
read cheap papers.

One effect early perceptible Began ea the busi-
ners side. Practically no newspaper ia sold at
such 0-1 advance above the cost of manufacture
that all its expenses can hr defrayed out of th«
profit on circulation. There must be added a
certain revenue from advertising. Now. what
the advertiser first thinks he wants, roughly
speaking. is publicity. He attaches great im-
portance to mere circulation, and concludes, at
any rate, th.;t however much he may cultivate
particular, choice preserves, it Ls unsafe not al^o
to sow broadcast. A consequent craze for circu-
lation rather than merit, for circulation, in fact,
as the only thoroughly satisfactory test of merit,
came to control policy-circulation among intel-
ligent and moral clasoi if practicable and con-
venient, but. at any rate, a great circulation. rt»
matter among what classes, as the final evi-
dence of success, and the oniv way to make the
sale of a newspaper below the cost of manu-
facture ultimately a source of profit.
It would be unjust not to give the other

side of the picture. While evil traits of the
American newspaper have been Increasingly
developed under the cheapness of produc-
tion, an expansion of facilities and craze for
mere circulation, there are other- changes
as marked ami most beneficial. The flip-
pancy of our newspapers, which 50 vexed the
soul of Matthew Arnold, certainly continues, aa 1

*
well as their deplorable addiction to the use and
invention of slang. But they are more gener-
ally well written than they were fifteen years
ago, and are often more attractively arranged.

The number of young college bred men whom
they enlist grows steadily larger. They are
better Informed on the subjects they discuss, or
at I^ast they have acquired and organized far
better means of gathering Information, They

1 glean news with amazing thoroughness, and
they exhaust it from the most secluded ar.d
guarded hiding places with the mysterious
energy of .11; air pump. Whoever has h;»d to do
with publicaffairs has learned that as allnature

;is in conspiracy against a vacuum, so under th*»
guidance of the newspapers the whole wor!d
around them Is in conspiracy against a secret.
They cover the earth with their correspondents.
They study the |mignon and even the politics
of all nations. They give foreign news by cable
with tenfold the fulness of a few yeirs aero. Al-
most every first c!ass paper has its own special
cable letter from London or Paris. In fact, the
ocean lines are u^ed as freely now by the press
as the llSe to Washington Caraaerigp was. -.lA'-
rate of i»S cents a word from China, and of far
more from the Philippines, does not check the
full daily reports.

tion of God in man.' Some of his deeds which
his followers have recorded as miraculous are
almost identical with the miracles of Christ.

Matthew, for example, in teliingof how Christ
rode into Jerusalem, wrote:

"Jesus sent two disciples, saying unto them.
'Go into the village over against you. and
straightway ye shall find an ass tied and a
colt with her: loose them and bring them unto
me.'

"
'\u25a0-.\u25a0\u25a0 . '

In relating the journeyings of Bab, one of his
disciples tells how his master left a city in much
the same fashion as Christ entered Jerusalem.
The Bab told the' disciple to go and buy three
horses in the market pla.c<\ pay a certain
price for them, which would be acceptable to
their owners, and bring the beasts to him. He
even described the horses in detail.

The disciple went and found the three horses
in the exact place where the Bab had said they
would be.

Other miraculous feats recorded of Bab. how-
ever, are so unlike any Biblical precedents and
savor so much of the performances of a nine-
teenth century vaudeville mind reader that they
must bring a smile to the face of the uninitiated.
The Bab, for instance, was riding with a dJsci-
ple through a mountain. country infested by

bandits. In the wildest part the master not
down from his horse and prayed. The disciple

did likewise, and took off his sho«« *nd stock-
ings in true Mussulman fashior,. At the end of
the prayer the disciple was so terrified that he
forgot all about his footgear, but devoted his
entire attention to apeodteg his horse. Finally
he looked at his bare feet and exclaimed:

"I've lost my shoes and stockings."

"Not at all." said the Bab.'

'But where an they?" asked the disciple, con-
siderably confused.

"They are in your pocket, where you put them
while 1 was praying." was the reply.

Thf Bab was executed in ISV> in his thirty-

second year at the i"-'igation of th "\u25a0•rjry He
had just converted the head of the Shiltt? hier-
archy, who had lieen sent by the government to

Coultuiieil vu aceocd vase.

modest salary that with health and industry at
once puts hirr. beyond want. Then there are
fascinations in the sense of influence, in the
power to reach the public attention or shape
public opinion, even In the facility for coming in
contact with Important men and getting some-
what behind the scenes n transactions that in-
terest ihe whole community The notion Is
spreading, too, that a newspaper is beginning
here, as long since in France, to take the old
place of the lawyer's office as a path to entry

on public service. The very name by which
(for want of a better) foreign newspaper writers
have, taken to designating themselves, "Pub-
licists." seems to many to hint at a more attrac-
tive pursuit than defending a rogue or prescrib-
ing pillsor potions. \u25a0

It cannot be denied hat there is a certain
Justice In many of these considerations. And
yet the first advice a competent and experienced
newspaper man is apt to give a young aspirant
willbe the old one. "Don't." It is an irregular,
exacting, exposing, tempted life. It demands
Intense and kngrcoaUnued application; breaks
Into all manner ofengagements; entails Its hard-
est work at moments when everybody else is at

leisure; and requires, even when pursued by
gentlemen, under the direction of a geuitleman. :
occasional situations from which .1 gentleman's
tii!«t Impulse Is to shrink.

BsataeSb there nre. after all, fewer prizes In it
than In the old professions. Any of you can
count up forty or fifty men now in v-.v-York
who have won distinction and fortune iri lbs j
law. Can you count half as many who are doing j
as well in both particulars on the newspapers? j
Nor can It be said that the tendency hi the law
appears yet t<> be toward diminishing the num- .
ber or value of tIMW prize*. Among the news- .
papers It does seem to be that »a". <;r»-at sue- |
ress doss not always bring esteem, or fortns* or
permanence- The lower walks of the business
are enormously overcrowded; competition is not j
always scrupulous, and the pay is apt to be j

very t,mall. Within the lifftime of th* b.-ys now j

la the preparatory schools the changes have
been almost revolutionary. While they were

largely physical at the outset, they necessarily |

Lord Ebbrides called to him to wait a moment.
My high spirited mare—lhad long outgrown
penies

—
refused to stand, and Irode on. As

Percy rejoined me he called back to his cousin
Irritably:

"Y'-s. yes, Isaid I'dbe back in time, but for

the rest of your beastly plot manage it your-

self—and be hanged to you!"

"You don't lik3 him, either, do you. Percy?"

Isaid, very sorry for my friend because of the

couslnshi:?.
"Not very much. Why doesn't he please you,

Athena?"
I.had been taught that Derobans were never

telltales and that the great Minerva was not a

gossiping goddess. But Ihad been instructed
as well that a gentlewoman was always civil

—even greeting Death politely when he called.
To be strictly truthful, yet polite, was some-

times. Ifound— for 1 disliked white lies—ex-
tremely difficult. Percy's question posed me.

At last Isaid:
"He has the Evil Eye."

Percy burst out laughing and exclaimed, "Oh.
bosh!"
Ithought him rude, and he. realizing that he

had been so, quickly apologized. Ithen ex-

plained further. "Some people. Percy, have the

Evil Eye and can't help It."
"Like being born with a squint." he suggested.

"Yes Poor people! Itmakes them unhappy.

Perc>. When they find it out they try to live

alone."
"Hermits." said Percy. "I've often read

about 'em."•
Lord Ebbrides is not that kind." Iwent on.

"but ne may not know he has it. Margaret

1 says." „
1 "He certainly is not an old style anchorite.
I Ilooked earnestly at my companion. Was he

! takins the matter seriously? His expression

t was cray?. even sol.-mn.
j "Percy?"

"Yes, Athena."
"Ithink Lord Ebbrides has the Evil Eye. and

knows he has. and enjoys having It!
"

"It's as plain as the nose on your face." said

Continued on fourth vase.

five thousand believers in the United State?, and
that in this city alone more than a thousand re-
gard the Bab a.s greater than Jesus Christ.

"God bless us and save us!", said a swarthy

faced youth at the Educational Alliance. No.

197 East Broadway. "They may perse-ute us in
Persia, as they do the Jews in Russia, but the
doctrines of the Bab, .and of Beha, his suc-
cessor, will some time become 'the world's re-
ligion." . \u25a0 \u25a0

- . . .
"And do you pray each time you wash your

hands?" asked a Tribune: man.
"Yes," was the grave reply, "and each time
Iwash my face Iutter another prayer. And

when we Babists pray we turn our faces toward
Acre."

As he spoke be pointed eastward over the
roofs of tenement houses, across the gaunt

shadow of the Brooklyn Bridge into some dark

clouds on the eastern horizon.
Those who know nothing of the Bab or Beha

always shake their heads on learning that edu-
cated Americans have become' converts to a re-
ligion which has risen out of fanatical, degen-
erate, deceitful, thieving,, half savage, half

naked Persia. The. Episcopalian or: the Presby-

terian marvels when he hears that missionaries
from the Far Orient are busy proselyting at his
very elbow, while he each week or on occasional
Sundays contributes his offering to foreign in!s-

sions. He cannot understand what there can
be in Persian thought or ethics to attract rhe
practical, unsentimental American.. :. .

The growth of Babiam, or Beha-Babtem. as the
latest phase of this religion is now known. In its

native land may be easily comprehended. a
young man. whom his fellows called Mirza-
Ali Mohammed, In1 \bll made the bold state-

ment that he had come upon the earth to rescue
his race from the bigotry and fanaticism of

their present beliefs. He did not find it hard to

!persuade his kindred that Mabometanism. by It*
retrograde, anti-humanitarian r'fljma.'. its con-

tempt for foreign nations and scientific knowl-

!edge, had reduced Persia to a state of aorric.
moral and Intellectual Impoverishment, . M.rza-

Aliattacked th? Bkiite clergy, and aicu ed ih--.,.

of purposely keeping the people* lgnurcnt, soIf) mother liked a wager. She hesitated. At
iiißt eht said, very «ic»wl>;

•Iref*at {tt Mrs. erohan 'Irepeat it." cried
,j-hbridPE. his usually well modulated voice

heh and harsh thinugh irritation. "Every man.
woman and child has their price!"

•Pad grammar— and a false creed," said my

mother.
Lord Ebbrides's angry tones attracted the at-

tention sf my mother's other guests, v.ho filled

almost to overflow ing the narrow strip of garden

in fron» of our tall French villa, and they

ceased their own gay chatter to listen.

••l':il back my opinion to any amount, Mrs.
puiinii You can buy"

But he was interrupted by a clamor of voices.

Everybody had an opinion and gave it loudly.

Everybody talked, nobody listened. I.least of

the company, was unconnctooa that Idid either,

being absorbed in watching my fat puppy,

prince Hal. gobble up a aaucerfttl of bread and
cream; hut. fter the odd manner of children, I

later remembered what had been said.
Presently the pretty girl who presided over

the tea table made her shrill voice dominate all

ctherf. rown people may be as horrid as

that." she cried, "but not children."

The tumult died away, and the Viscount Eb-

brides was heard to say that children were a

rotten lot; greedy, time serving, deceitful; as

bad as their eWLsrs and as easily bought. An-

other babel fellnwed this trenchant announce-
ment; then Iheard my name. /

\u25a0Lock at little Athena! Look at the little

vaMH haired angel's great, steadfast gray eyes.

and dar- to say"

Igathered up my overfed pup and walked
sway to the end of the garden. There, in the

tall trees of our boundary line. Ifound another

house party engaged In shrill discussion. These

were magpies. In quaint suits of pepper-and-
palt. They did not talk of my looks— a tire-
some, never ending topic—but politely ignored

my existence and turned a deaf ear to the sharp

y.'i[!- of Prince Hal.
Although it v but May. splendid roses

clambered up the brick walls of the villa, and

Bummer had com«». The villa had been rented

for a month, that mj mother might rest before

the London season, but it was crammed with

people, as she disliked being dull. The French

const pleased her near Dinard. Its fields of car-

dinal colored clover against \u25a0 background of
Hue s=ky. th<-> little waves dancing about the

myriads of golien brown islets off shore, the

deyF of brilliant Bunshirie. suited her. She

found the place jay and she '.oved gayety— of
every kir.d. We had no settled home, but flitted
from place to place, rarely pitching our tent

anywhere for longer than two months. My

mother had had but a dreary girlhood— teach
Ine musk illthe year round Ina country town

—and after her marriage she indulged her fancy

for society and tor constant change. My father
Fhared her tr.stes. apd was equally fond of liv-

ingin Kurope. until the Civil War began. Then
he wished to return home and fight for the

r-wrvation at th<? Union— the question of=

slavery did not. interest hUn-but my mother

would not let Mm go. I**.? was ver> natural.
Ph« was not or.ly^cV^te and tender hearted,

dreadr s th« horrajrifof war. but quite alone In

the world—an orphan, with the memory of rela-

tives who had snubbed her when she was poor.

So my father remained abroad, and they wan-

dered far afield, perhaps to be out of hearing of
home echoes. When they were In Athens 1 was

born, and they named me for that city and its

tutelar ROilrieFS. During my childhood Iheard
notbins of norr.e politics, but much of Athena;

nothing of the rights and wrongs of North and
South, or of the miseries arising out of the
negro question, but much nf the wisdom and
strength that must be acquired by a little girl

v.ho br>!e the name of a great and gcod goddess.
Unfortunately, Iwas but a humdrum child.

My poor mother declared that 1 had a taste
for the commonplace, even | rringplain look-
ing, commonplace people. This was because of
my affection for Percy Stuart, a good tempered
young Englishman, who like his usin, Lord

Ebbrides. pent OSI of his time in our ever
(hanging homes. Although he was over twenty

and 1 but eight years old that May, he never
leaped ir.e. but always treated me with th'> con-
Fid?ratioi» due \u25a0 sensible and much liked com-
panion. So Iwas much pleased on that May

afterr.ton hen he Joined me In my <"-nd of the
garden.

"Have you been to fet. Malo. Percy?"

"No. Athtna."
•Then tiere have you been? Listen to the

re;<; how it is singing!"
He paid no ttentkm. Istared at him, won-

dering. 1

"Athena." he burst out after a moment, "is
there anything that you want most awfully?"

"Yes." 1 said without hesitation. "I want a
doll." .
Ihad never had :i do.l. Even the oor niake-

shift of a towel wlth a string tied around its
middle, aiul pencilled face, was denied me. 1
poisesped but two toys—a racing stable with its
stud, and a beautifully rigged schooner yacht.
With these 1 aeldom cared to play; indeed. I
had liut little time tor playing. What with
studying wise books all the mornings of the
year, and learning to rid*, swim. box. fence, or
fhr>ot every afternoon, playtime was crowded
out. Vet I wanted a doll, and fearing Percy
had r.ot heard me. I epeated what Ihad said.

re«, Percy. 1 do wish for a doll most aw-
fully."

He turned on his heol abruptly and left me.
muttering as he went:

"I feel a Judas!"
Presently my mother called to me. She had

left her chaise longue. and 1 knew, because of
the eat brilliancy of her eyes, that she was
excited over something.

"Athena," she cried as Idrew near, "Athena,
rr.y little goddes* pray, say you Go not want a
doll."
Icould not :»\: »\ 80. Iremained silent. The

curiosity of the company was ar^ur-rd as to why
Imight not wish for one. Everybody demanded
the reason. 1 wished to know, too.

"Because Idon't choose to have what i«» called
the maternal instinct awakened in my daugh-
ter." said my mother, -ornfuily. "Maternal
instinct, forsooth! Kay rather the nursemaid
instinct! No. my beautiful Athena shall never
enre to weary herself with domestic miseries if
Ican prevent it. Therefore Ibanish dolls."

"But ifshe lr.arri^V" some one asked.
'

1 hope she may never marry." My mother's
pweet voice was less silky than usual. "Thank
<iod, -nf willnever need to. She willb*> lovely.

n< h. and free as air! Ihope she may never
• ear gallingchains— my little Queen of Hearts:
Stooping:, she kissed my cheek.

Lord Ebbrides was rolling a cigarette. He
*>*>i my mother curiously for a few moments,

•hen said, indifferently:

"So our bet IS off

CHAPTER I.
•"•\u25a0-\u25a0 you ••«>\u25a0• thi*rinc?'

\u0084.. . Ol
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