MAGAZINE FOR MAY 8.

SUNDAY

. officer

roup. Tk turned his head and
pathway up which the visitor must
re halt in the doorway

rved

t and veral moments before
1 Came v on under the m light
tl e lanterns and proved to be Buham-

H Thir cut out a1 trimmed “You Are 2s One Disgraced. Dead. and Forgotten!”
¢ 1 H @
( He ¢
y i L t
¢ (&0} 1 ¢ t [ e
] ¢ € L t L 1 e L ery
: £ all : He

( . I
\ I d ¢ 1d |
W 1 int
)
A t ¢ t 1 ouse’
= F left it \
- ( { ] 116
W te, B el
1 lon elicve I
I
¢ ¢ ( Cor 1 ed ( "
. ¢ = ed f
' §
I ¢ ¢ 1 i
I It 1 W an
i rel te a de

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
some places would have cost one's life. Its gate
once bore the Sultan’s seal, to break which would be
cause for death. It was called the Garden of Fate
and earned its name.”’

He \hl]’}'('l] l:?rrll;vll_\'. looked over his shoulder
into the darkened room and back at the fountain as
if he had said all there was to sayv: 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 I can
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. Boh
added the weight of his voice.

“Go on,” he said. “1 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
yvears more. It'll be good to know what we're up
against.”’

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

“1s it a ghost story
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
merrilv, and clapped her hands.

He did 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,
ere enough. Buhammei sat for several minutes, as
if sorry that he had said anything and quite reluc-
tant to tell the story of the Garden 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-
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CHAPTER VIL

SUPPOSE vou will wonder,”” the
Moor began, *“how I heard all this,
having lived away from Morocco so

— long: but I shall assure you before I

start that once many knew of it, al-
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