
SUNDAY MAGAZINE FOR MAY 8. 1910 7

of whose existence I suppose not more than a hun-

dred living people at most are aware, and possibly
not more than ten. There was a time when it was
forbidden even to mention it.and to have done so in
Mime places would have cost one's life. Its gate
once bore the Sultan's seal, to break which would be
cause for death. Itwas called the Garden of Fate
and earned its name."

lie stopped abruptly, looked over his shoulder
into the darkened room and back at the fountain as
if he had said all there was to say: but his hearers,
intensely interested and leaning forward, wanted him
to resume.

Well, for goodness sake. Mr. Buhammei, don't
keep us waiting if you know the story!" Charlotte
called.

He shook his head slowly.
"

1 don't believe Ican
tell it to you." he said ; but she insisted, and even the
English girl evinced unusual curiosity. He laughed
and again was about to refuse, when the Hon. Bob
added the weight of his voice.

"Go on." he said. "I haven't heard anything
about it and ain't likely to if there's no more than
ten men who know the story. We're rather anxious,
because we've got this layout on our hands for two
years more. It'll be good to know what we're up
against."

Buhammei, smiling, leaned back and looked from
one face to the other.

"Is it a ghost story?" Charlotte asked, stooping
down toward him.

"Ye-e-s." quite slowly; "but not exactly. Rather
a story of the dead." His voice had dropped, as if the
superstitions of the East were commanding him to
silence."

Then we'll have the lights out!" the girl retorted
merrily, and clapped her hands.

He di«l not look toward her.
The Arab servant appeared and. following her in-

structions, extinguished all those in the veranda so
that no illumination was left. The stars, which glit-
tered overhead, hung low in the tropical night, and
the weird shifting lights which came through the
sheets of leaping water into the basin before them,
were enough. Buhammei sat for several minutes, as
if sorry that he had said anything and quite reluc-
tant to tell the story of the Harden of Fate. When
he spoke it was in a voice so low that it sounded as if
it came from the weary throat of some aged story-
teller of the bazaars.

CHAPTER VII.

ISUPPOSE you will wonder." the
Moor began, "how Iheard all this,

having lived away from Morocco so
long: but Ishall assure you before I
start that once many knew of it. al-
though now it has become a legend."
He stopped for a moment and when he
resumed spoke with something of ten-
derness. "Itwas told to me by one who
has gone to the bosom of the Prophet
These many, many years. It is a story
that one does not forgei easily, because
\\ is of primitive passions, absorbing
hates, and sorrowful tragedies: nights
when the moon shone into this Garden
of Fate, wh.-n slaves came and went at
a strong man's command, and love
whispered in as liquid tones as the
waters that are gurgling out there be-
fore us. Love, hatred, death, and
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He turned and gave a sweeping glance
at the group behind him, seeming to
observe them all. from the erect form
of the American officer and the English
girl who sat near him with her dark
head resting against the back of her
chair, to the fair haired American girl

who was leaning elbow and chin on the arm oi the
seal in which the sturdy old Consul, white haired
and immovable, sprawled in luxurious repose. His
look passed beyond them to the black depths of the
doorway, and then back out to the still trees, the
bi ling night, and folds of silvered water which tell
cea dissly into the stone basin beneath and s<>unded
a faint accompaniment to his voice when he went on.

.\ sand diviner once stopped the caravan oi the
present Sultan's father as it vas coming from Meki
nez to Fez, and the then Sultan, being tired, listened
to the man'- talk. It is said that the man was a
worthy seer and gave his Majesty sage advice winch
protected him to the time when he forgot. Hut in
thai divination the seer repeatedly saw. as the sands
shifted and curled before him, a garden, in which
was to be decided twice the fate of the nation
;• : He reiterated the phrase The Garden of
Fate! The Garden of Fate! 1 but before he could see
farther into the future he was • ivercome by the finger
of Allah and fell dead over his heaps of sand.

\u25a0 The Sultan'- eldest son. the elder brother of
Muley-Mohammed, named El Hasan, was a man of
remarkable promise and a much loved Prince. In
his youth, he became the idol of the warlike Berbers
liy living with them for sonic years, and won the
fealty of even the untamed and unconquered tribes
of the Kit. He was a man broad minded and just,
who strove to learn all that might be of value tohim
when he came to the throne, an event for which
many tribes were eagerly waiting. He was venture-
some, and once made a trip through Europe alone.
traveling incognito and studying European habits.
Either because he absorbed some of the European
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mci. clad ma linen suit of snowy whiteness. He was
looking to righi and left and • rrying his hat in his
hand. He paused l>eside a column : ired up at

it.and then came onward to where the light of the
fountain illumined his features, and it seemed to the

\u25a0 .\u25a0• thai his eyes were frowning fiercely at every-
\u25a0 g and taking inventory of ill thai he saw. He

threw •\u25a0\u25a0; ;.. >omberness as he caught sight oi the
• <>n the veranda and walked less deliberately.

;on the lowest step gazing up at them
'

\u25a0

\u25a0 each in turn with a
nt. llc seated him self on the top-

\u25a0ii his hack against a pillar, saying
. mfortai le then than in a

[ for a tant was quid and thoughtful.
| nut ki :;<d ( reai :\u25a0 i ''-\u25a0\u25a0•\u25a0

"
lie said,

t The < rinsul. who sal tlm< \u25a0it '\u25a0•\u25a0hind him.
\\', i til Idi ered it and had ii • >pened

and \u25a0 . \u25a0We terner replied with scant cor-
dial

"

. '
V«m discovered it?"

W<mldn*i you like to come inside the house?"
cd. Father has left it jusi as it was.

! turesque."
W \u25a0\u25a0 methii proaching haste. Buhammei

i \u25a0.. did so a j>eculiai twit< h with
tnd extending his hand in the odd ges-
\u25a0 -\u25a0•> frequently noticed.

:. iid after an interval, "
1 don'; believe I

. re."
)•; . \u25a0 \u25a0.\u25a0\u25a0 c Consul looked a1him (jue ;tion-

ingly ' rhich was strongly lighted from
noi 1Ik- fountain, wa inn a-- i\c.

[1 .- indeed singular." he went on. '"that an

American should diseovei and rehabilitate a garder

"YxiiArc a- One Disgraced. Dc-aJ. and Forgotten!'

the rage fountain shimmer and glow realized the
work and money that had •\u25a0<\u25a0!! expended to give a
littlemore happiness to those wind him and under
stood that homely simplicity of his character which
had led him to keep it a profound secret that he
might have the pleasure of surprising them. Char
lotte slipped gently up to the arm of his chair and put
her arm around his neck and kissed him. and he
patted her back clumsily.

•
But this garden must have been a tangle." Miss

v'larke commented.
• Yes. a regular forest. That's what made it take

so k<n£." Had to have things cut out and trimmed;
arid lawns planted; and new lanterns put in, and—
oh a heap of things \u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0 To."

•What about the curse, though?" the officer
asked. "Haven't you found out what it is.'"

\o, didn't bother none about that." the Consul
\u25a0 re-red "They're too cheap in this country to

worry over and ask questions about. Morocco's
made up of just three things: lies. dirt, and curses,

none of which a good American cares for."

Ti the shrubbery came the stalely mov-
\u25a0*\u25a0 ing figure of a house Aral', clad all in white and

apj»earing ghostlike as he approached the from of the
veranda. He made a stately bow and tendered a
card, which the Consul took, held higher to get a
stronger light for its reading, and then straightened

\u25a0

"It's that man Buhammei," he said. Come to

pay his respects and hopes the ladies were not un-
duly fatigued by their day's excursion. What shall
Itell him?"

The yirls looked at each other and at Dick, whose
face was turned toward the fountain and was as
calm as though graven.

"'Isuppose we shall have to invite him in. sha'n't
'ye. Margy?" the Consul's daughter asked her friend.

Miss Clarke appeared troubled for a moment and
gave a slow yes. The Hon. Bob muttered some-
thing which sounded like an objurgation and then
spoke to the waiting Arab.

\u25a0 Brine Mr.Buhammei out here." he said and then,
.is the man bowed and walked away, concluded.

"
I'm

not £oin' to have my evenin' in the garden spoiled
by goiri' into the house. He can see us here just as
well as not. and Ihope it'llbe the first ami the la<t
time! Idon't like him!"

He sat frowning at the nearest column, and silence

Cousul drawled However. Ikept thinkhV
•
it. arid the next day began investigatin' on my

own book and when Iwas all alone. I'dabout given
:t np, when Icame to that tree of ivy whichhad gr< >wn
up before the stone door, ami Ifound it. Of course

wasn't n<> key and Ihad to get a locksmith to
one. and then my troubles began. That's why

thi old man. that fierce old chap we bad workin' in
the garden, quit. He wouldn't go inside alter I'd got
the gate open, but dr. .pped on hi>knees, made marks
in the sand, and commenced to put some kind of a
corse <m the Kaid. You can l>et 1 pot his resignation
mighty quick

'

I tried to hire others to work, rind finally got a
bunch that didn't -eem to know notfain' about the

I \u25a0 was more than a wvek ago. Ihad an
army of Vm in here so's Icould give you girl> a sur-

:. teverything fixedup. It'sgoin* tobe
garden, where you can be your own I>o>ses and

:vway you want to. That's all Iknow. 'x nt it."
Be dismissed the whole affair without further re-

.. but the three sitting beside him and watching

fell on the group. Tin- officer turned his head and
watched the pathway up which the visitor must
oome and observed a pale figure hah in the doorway
of the garden and stand for several moments before
entering. It came slowly on under the dim light
thrown from the lantern- and proved to be Buham-


