
of light to resume her seat he saw that her lips were
trembling and that her eyes were moist. Had he not

read in those signs a happiness beyond bounds, he
might have shown less restraint than she and answered
the impulse of his heart to rush over and seize her in
his arms. Intent on watching her, he lost much of the
Hon. Bob's entl i iasti commendations, until aroused
by the Xaid's reply.

"Pshaw! I: rye all the credit. In fact, I
know that with I old chap over there Icouldn't
have made good. Imean it, old man," he said, ad-
dressing Dik directly.

He faced Charlotte, and for the first time since they
known each other there was an almost insurmount-

able barrier of embarrassment between them. Very
slowly he walked toward her. holding out both hands.
Before she could surmise his intention he had finished the
gap between them with one quick leap and, regardless

\u25a0 one, caught her inhis arms and was clutching
t. Foron< tartled i tried

Idhim away, and then with a courage equal to his
own slipped both arms up around his shoulder and
tbxoal \u25a0 ing, nestled her cheek closely
again folds of his j laba.

"Well, I'll I"
—"

a roar from the Hon. Bob, who
imped fi seal and interrupted the tableau.

"So: \u25a0
\u25a0 r,eh? It's you that broke my family

up! What's n i aid, addressing Dick, 'I'd like
to know by what right you showed him my letter. You

the part of this affairIdon't like."
;; • >till waiting for Dick to explain.

The officer rose from his chair, walked over, and put a
hand on his shoulder and studied his face. "Dad," he
said earnestly, "it wasn't according to the code. Per-
haps Ihad no busin< w your letter; butIknew
the truth, knew in a flash that Ihad been as you had
been, stupid, and Idid as you will do, broke as you
will break, any code to give our Charlie happiness.
Am Iright ?" .

For a long time the Hon. Bob stood unrelenting, and
then as if in surrender dropped back into his chair.
"Right? I you're right! Only, you see, I'mjust
what you said, stupid, and I'llgo further and say that
I'm rapidly comin' to the conclusion that inmy old age
I'm trying to win the championship medal for fools."

Charlotte dropped to her knees beside his chair, and
; tari dasif to speak; but the Consul held up

his hand.
"No, Hamilton, not now!" he objected. Ilike you,

allng]
•

\u25a0: iimehow or other Inever had thought of
you in that way. I've always been against folks of diff-

'rent counti rryin' each other, and I'm goin' to
hand it to you straight that, much as Ithink of you. I
don't like it. No, hold on—hold on there, little girl;
don't start to draw away from me! And you needn't

stiffen up like a poker, either, Hamilton, because I
haven't said no. AllIwant to say is that you've got to

give me time to get my bearin's. I'm kind of knocked
out. Iwish you'd all go away from me awhile. Go
anywhere. Go out in tr.e garden and walk—anything,

fust so's to leave me alone for awhile tillIcan think it
over. It ain't as if 'twas me alone that had to be satis-
fied. I've told you all that Iwant to play the game of
lifeso that when it's all over Ican meet the only woman

I've ever worshiped and have her tell me that I've done
well Somehow ] feel as if Isat here alone and every-
thing was quiet, Icould talk to her about it and know
what she'd like t< \u25a0 have mi

THEY were too much impressed to hesitate; so,
•*\u25a0 without any further words, obeyed his desire.

Dick walking silently beside the Raid's sister, paused
and looked back. Bob Marshall, sagged wearily into

the depths of his chair, appeared to have grown unac-
countably old. The young officer almost gave way to
an inclination to return and put his arm round the
rough old foster father, who appeared so deserted and
alone Reluctantly he decided that itwas best to do as
the Consul had wished ;so he took his place at Margaret

Clarke's side and together, speechless and grave, they

w-tlked to the far end of the garden. Seated on one of

the marble benches at the turn of the broad pathway,
they came upon the Kaid and Charlotte talking ear-
nestly and, not wishing to disturb them, took another

course which led them to the pergola where so recently

they had parted. They hesitated, stopped, and finally

seated themselves.
"Iwonder," she said thoughtfully, 11 many such

affections exist?" \u0084..,.. .
He knew that she was thinking ot the faithfulness of

the Hon. Bob. "Ye he replied thoughtfully, "Ibe-
lieve there are many." , .

"But is it worth while to cultivate them, thus taking

th<* terrible risk of bereavement to leave us perpetually
longing for one who is dead?"
"Ifailtosee how you can ask that. His disappointed

face bent toward her, showing plainly in the light from

the bracketed lamps of the surrounding lawn Ifone

loves as they must have, itwould be better to Live a day

and die than not to have known life's possibilities.
Startled by his earnestness, she turned her eyes on his

face and intently studied it. She seemed to discern
something there "that made her turn away and look to
the dim shadows of the glade beyond the lawn, as li
seeking some solution of her question from their depths.
"Ifone could only be sure," she said; "yet how is it

possible? Charlotte and you have known each other
from childhood; yet

—"

"Neither had the courage to tell the truth, that ours
was a different love." \u0084 \u0084

"Ah," said she softly, "what a mistake was avoided!

Itwould have been a mistake. lam so glad for her sake
and for Hamilton's happiness."

"And—willyou not add— for mine? He bent more
Continued on page 15
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them from the great
march of civilization.
True, it was civilization
withdeadly machine guns
to enforce its demands;
but nevertheless a civil-
izationof invention. They
had met another Omdur-
man, as had those desert
men of their faith met

Kitchener's terrible guns
inthat last futile struggle
for independence.

With underlying vola-
tilityof temperament de-
spite its years, the old
city of Fez. rival of splen-
didly fabled Bagdad,
burst into the colors of
gaiety. The old Sultan
was dead! Long live the
new! Banners streamed
from terra walls. The
squares blossomed in
masses of silken color,
gold embroideied splen-
dors were stretched in
open gates, and from the
mosques was wafted up-
ward a drone of unceas-
ing prayer. In a profli-
gacy of confusion the
queen city would cele-
brate the end of the re-
volt, the death of a Sul-
tan, and the accession of
a new one.

Almost at dawn the
Foreign Minister pre-
sented his compliments
to the American Consul
and rendered officialno-
tice that Abdullah al Ha-
diz now ruled. Thought-
less of the Sultan whohad
gone, and engrossed in
the holiday forthcom-
ing, the people swan
through the streets of Fez
chattering gaily. To them
it was an important
event. To that great
world outside it was
merely a two-line des-
patch that an uprising
had been quelled: Muley
Mohammed was dead;
and Abdullah al Hadiz
had been placed on the
throne.

WHEN' Dick awoke
and, as ifexpecting

tosee a camp around him.
sat up on his bed, and
looked in bewilderment
for the walls of a tent, it
was almost noon. From
the courtyard below he
heard an "excited, laugh-
ing voice.

"Well, what do you

think of that, father?
Here's a note from Ham-
ilton addressed to all of
us. Dick included. which
says he's too busy to

come before evening. Too
bUS>'!

"
\u0084 T-V 1"Hamilton! Dick

smiled thoughtfully to
himself, crawled stiffly to

the floor, looked at his
patched head in the mir-

ror, and, trailinghis bath-
robe, headed for the
shower. The very trea-
tise of the name seemed
the most satisfactory con-

clusion for all that had

distressed him. The con-
summation of his toster

sister's happiness and the
happiness of the man he

so intensely admired was

inevitable. Knowing that

it wouldnot be longer de-

lav^ith an adventured the Kaid,.,o had

no doubts. \u0084,

_ ,
of pate and itwas even-

They were now in the Garden .A. Government
in- before Clarke, confident tn. t

-\u0084 Hi enten I ?
firmly installed came < thern.^ aMo

garden unannounced and, 5..11
d.Li's uniform, approach* SXTSiW , , , ,"Hello," he said. Lve^lnjantlv as though he had

He addressed them as nonchJan^ undergone
parted from h % Hun. Bob started
no vicissitudes m the mean"™CC

] play of emotion than
toward him with a far greate gg^e£, ma(k- way.

made by his sister, fof.-^gJiSI and studied his face
She put'her hands onh.s^houWcg an^lovingly for a moment, then siodwj

a sigh of relief turned away.
hinß her, that she-

l,:...:,.: to Dick who wa daribbon
elf incheck; foras

I**K^iCaught H,s Tragic. Caspin* .... __
-The Jihad I.Dead !•' \u25a0' \u25a0 His Tragic. Oa^ping >*>n<»per.

B \u25a0

\u25a0

i

. an \u25a0\u25a0
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