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RESENTLY Chick returned, looking
bright and happy as ever: but
when the child heard the tale of
John's wanderings in the raln he
received a sound scolding for be-

ing so careless.

“You mustn't pay any attention to the
fnventors,” sald the Cherub, *‘This isle is
full of 'em. and most of their inventions
won't work.”

“I've dlscovered that,” sald John.

“But they're good fun, If you don't take
*em In earnest,” continued the Baby; "and
as it's go'ng to rain all the afternoon, I'll
take you around the castle to make some
calls on some of the cranks that are harm-
less.™

John readily agreed to this proposal, so
Chick took his hand and led him through
some of the wide halls, stopping frequently
to call upon the different inventors and
sclentific discoverers who inhabited the va-
rlous rooms, They were all glad to see
the pretty child and welcomed John Dough
almost as cordially.

One personage presented the gingerbread
man with a smokeless cigar that he had
recently Invented. Another wanted him to
listen to a nolseless music box, and was
dellghted when John declared he could hear
nothing at all. A third wanted him to try
a dish of hot lce cream made In a glowing

“Of course,” sald the Baby. “I've had
many a ride in it—haven't I, Imar?’

“To be sure,” replied the young man,
"I have often taken Chick to ride as far as
forty vards from the tower. If it did not
rain just now, nothing would glve me more
pleasure than to prove to you that my in-
ventlon will work perfectly.”

“I see you have made it resemble a bird,"”
remarked John, who was qulte interested
in the machine.

“Yes,” said the dreamy Imar, “and the
reason 1 have succeeded in my invention
is because I have kept close to Nature's
own design. Every muscle of a bird's
wings is duplicated in this machine. But
instead of keing animated by life, I have
found it necessary to employ electric bat-
teries and motors. Perhaps the bird isn't
exactly as good as a real bird, but it will
fly all right, as you shall see when I take
you for a ride in It.”

He then allowed John to enter the tiny
room in the body of the bird, which was
just big enough to allow two to sit close
together. And in front of the seat were
various push buttons and a silver lever, by
means of which the flight of the machine
was controlled.

“It is very simple,”” said Tmar proudly.
“Even Chick could guide the machine if
properly instructed. The only fault of the
invention is that the wings are too light
to be strong, and that is why I do not take
very long trips in it.”

“I understand,” answered John. “It's
quite a distance to the ground, If any-
thing happened to break."”

“True,” acknowledged Imar sadly,

and

“THE DOOR IN THE BODY OF THE BIRD OPENED.”

freezer, and was grieved because the gin-
gerbread man was constructed in such a
way that it was impossible for him to eat.

“Really,’”” sald John, I don’t see the use
of these things."

“Oh, they're not useful at all,” replied
Chick, laughing; “but these folks are all

trying to do something queer, and most of
them are doing it. Now we'll climb this
tower, and 1'1l show you what I call a
really fine Invention.”

So up they climbed to the top of one
of the turrets, winding round and round a
narrow staircase until they came upon a
broad platform. And on this platform rest-
ed a queer machine that somewhat resem-
bled a bird, for it had two great wings
and a big body that glittered as brightly
as if it were made of silver.

While they stocd looking at this odd
contrivance a door In the body of the bird
opened and a young man stepped out and
greeted them.

John thought him quite the most agree-
able person, in looks and manner, that he
had vet met in the Isle of Phreex, except-
ing, of course, his frilend Chick. The young

man had a sad face, but his eyes were
pleasant and intelllgent and his brow
thoughtful. In a few polite and well-chosen

words he welcomed his guests.

“This is Imar.,” said Chick, introducing
John, “and be has Invented a real flying
machine.™

*“One that will fly?" asked John, curiously.

T do not wish to break my neck before I
am able to make a bigger and better ma-
chine.”

“That is not to be wondered at,’” said
John. Then he thanked the Inventor and
followed Chick down the winding stairs
and through the halls until they agaln
reached their own room, where they sat
and talked until darkness came and drove
the Incubator Baby to Its snowy couch.
As for the gingerbread man, he never re-
quired sleep or rest, so he sat quietly in a
chair and thought of many things until a
new day dawned.

By morning the rain had ceased and the
sun arose in a blue sky and flooded the
isle with its warm and brilliant rays. * The
Incubator Baby was so happy this pleasant
day that it falrly danced away to get its
regular breakfast of milk and oatmeal.

But John Dough's little friend was back
at his side before long, and together they
went hand in hand through the halls of the
castle to the throne room of the kinglet.

They found his majesty alrengr seated
in the throne, with the fat Nebble asleep
at one side of him and the girl executioner
carefully sharpening her sword at the other
side.

‘““This is my busy day,"” sald the kinglet.
nodding graciously to Chick and the gin-
gerbread man. “There are too many use-
less people in my kingdom, and I'm going
to kill off some of them. B8it down and
watch the flash of the executioner’'s sword.”

Ton the floor before the throne.

Then he turned to his guards and com-
manded:

“Bring in the General."” :

Immediately they ushered before the ki
let a soldlerly man clothed in a gorgeous
uniform. His head was erect and his coun-
tenance calm and set. The eyes seemed
dull and listless, and he walked stifly, as
if his lmbs were rheumatic.

“Sire, I salute you!" the General ex-
claimed in a hollow voice. *“Why am I
brought before you as & prisoher—I, the
hero of a hundred battles?"’

“You are accused of being foolish,” said

“A beautiful wart that showed plainly
: on the end.”

the kinglet, with a broad grin upon his
freckled face.

““Sire, at the battle of Waterloo—""

“Never mind the battle of Waterlco,'” In-
terrupted his majesty. ‘I am told you are
scattered all over the world as the result
of your foollshness.”

“To an extent, sire, I am s~attered. But
it is the result of bravery, not foolishness."
He unstrapped his left arm &nd tossed it
“T lost that
at Bull Run,"” he said. Then he unhooked
his right leg and cast it down. “‘That, sire,
was blown off at Sedan.”” Then he sud-
denly lifted his right arm, seized his hair
firmly and lifted the head from his shoul-
ders. "It is8 true I lost my head at San-
tiago,"” he said, “but I could not help It."

John was astonished. The old general
seemed to come to pleces very easily. He
Itad tucked the head under his right elbow
and now stood before the kinglet on one
foot, presenting a remarkably strange ap-
pearance.

His majesty seemed interested.

“What Is your head made of?"' he asked.

“Wax, four majesty.”

“*And what are your legs made of?" con-
tinued the kinglet.

“Omne is cork, sire, and the other—the one
I am standing on—is basswood.”

“*And vour armas.”

“Rubber, my kinglet."”

“You may go, General. There is no doubt
you were very unwise to get so broken
up, but there is nothing left for the Royal
Executioner to do. :

The girl sighed and felt the edge of her
blade, and the old general replaced his
head, had his leg and arm again strapped
to his body by the guards, and hobbled
away after making a low bow before the
throne.

Just then a great nolse of quarreling and
fighting was heard near the doorway, and
while all eyes were turned toward the sound
a wooden Indian sgprang into the hall, wav-
ing a wooden tomahawk over his head and
uttering terrible war whoops.

Following him came a number of the
Brotherhood of Fallings, trying to capture
the Indian. The Awkward tripped up and
fell flat on his face; the Unlucky got In
the way of the tomahawk and received a
crack on the head that laid him low; the
Blunderer was kicked on the shin so vio-
lently that he howled and limped away to
a safe distance. But just before the throne
the Disagreeable, the Bad-Tempered and
the Ugly managed to throw a rope about
the Indian’s arms and bind them fast to his
body so that he ceased to struggle.

‘“What's the trouble?’ asked the kinglet.

“Sire,” sald the Indian, proudly, “‘once I
had the honor to be a beautiful sign in front
of a cigar store and now these miserable
Fallings dare to Insult me."”

“He <claims his name i3 Wart-on-the-
Nose,”” answered the Disagreeable, ‘‘and
any one can see there is no wart at all on
his nose.”

“So we decided to fight him,” added the
Ugly.

“And he dared to resist,” sald the Bad-
Tempered.

“] am a great chlef,” the Indian declared,
scowling flercely. “1 am made of oak a
my paint is the best ready-mixed that can
be purchased!’

“But why do you claim your name I8
Wart-on-the-Nose T asked the kingl.t.

“I have a right to call myseif what I
please,” answered the Indian, sulkily. “Are
not white girls called Rose and Violet when
they have not that color? John Brown was
white and Mary Green was white. If the
white people decelve us about thelr names,
1 also have a right to deceive.” *

“Now, by my—my—my—" The kinglet
jabbed the fat man with his scepter.

“Halidom!" yelled Nebbie, with a jump.

“By my halldom!” said the kinglet, I
will allow no one in my kingdom to tell an
untruth. There being no wart on your nose
you must die the death! Executioner, do
your duty!”

The Fallings tripped up the Indian so
that he fell upon his face, and then the girl
advanced solemnly with her sword.

Three times she swung the glittering blade
around her head and then she glanced at
the knight and saild:

“Well!”

“Well, what?' asked his majesty.

“I'm not going to change my mind in this
case,” sald the knight. “*Chop off his head!"”
head!"

| knot.

At this the girl screamed and drew back.

“Do you really mean it?"

“Of course.” .

“Oh, your majesty, I couldn't hurt the
poor thing!” sobbed the Executioner. *It
would be simply awful! Please change your
mind, as you always have done.”

“I won't,” =aid the kinglet, sternly. “‘You
do as I tell you, Maria Simpson, or I'll have
you executed next!” 2

The girl hesitated. Then she took the
sword in both hands, shut her eyes and
struck downward with all her might., The
blade fell upon the Indian's fmeck and shiv-
ered Into several pleces. >

“He's wood, your majesty,” sald the Ex-
cutioner. ‘I simply can’t cut his head off.”

“Get a meat cleaver!'™ cried the kinglet.
“Do you suppose I'll allow Wart-on-the-
Nose to live when he hasn't any wart on
his nose? Get.the cleaver instantly!”

So the girl BDrought a big meat cleaver,
and, lifting it high in the air, struck the
Indian’s neck as hard as she could.

The cleaver stuck fast in the wood, but it
didn’t cut far enough to do much harm to
the vietim. Indeed, Wart-on-the-Noze even
laughed, and then he sald:

“There’'s a knot in that neck—a good oak
You couldn’'t chop my head off in a
thousand years!"

The kinglet was annoyed.

*Pull out that cleaver,” he commanded.

The girl tried to obey, but the cleaver
stuck fast. Then the Fallings tried, one
after another, but it wouldn't budge.

“Never mind, leave it there,” said the
Indian rolling over and then getting upon
his feet. “It won't bother me in the least.
In fact, it will make a curious ornament.”

“Look here, Sir John Dough,” sald the
kinglet, turning to the gingerbread man;
“what am I going to do? T've said the In-
dian must die because he has no wart on
his nose. And I find I can't kill him. Now,
you must either tell me how to get out of
this scrape or I'll cut your head off! And
it won't be as hard to cut gingerbread as
it s wood, I promise you."”

This speech rather frightened John, for he
knew he was in great danger. But after
thinking a moment he replied:

“Why, it seems to me very easy to get out
of the difficulty, your majesty. The Indian's
only offense is that he has no wart on his
nose."”

“But that Is a great offense!’ cried the
kinglet.

““Well, let us whittle a wart on his nose,”
sald John, “and then all will be well.”

The kinglet looked at him in astonish-
ment.

“Can that be done?’ he asked.

“Certainly, your majesty. It is only
necessary to carve away some of the wood
of his nose and leave a wart.”

“I'll do it!" shouted the kinglet, In great
delight. And he at once sent for the Royal
‘Carpenter and had the man whittle the In-
dian's nose untll a beautiful wart showed'
plainly on the very end.

“Good!" cried the king.

“Good!" echoed the Indian, proudly. “Now
none of those miserable Fallings dare =ay
my name ls not suitable!™

“I'm very sorry about that cleaver,’” re-
marked the kinglet. “You'll have to carry
it around wherever you g0."”

“That's all right. I'll add to my name and
call myself Wart-on-the-Nose-and-Cleaver-
in-the-Neck. That will be a fine Indian
name, and no one can prove it Is not cor-
rect.”

the kinglet, gave a furious war-whoop and
statked stiffly from the room.

“Bring on th¢ next prisoner!” shouted the
kinglet, and both Chick and Johm gave-a
gasp of surprise as Imar was brought into
the room. The inventor of the flying ma-
chine, however, did not seem the least bit
frightened, and bowed calmly before the
throne.

“What's the charge against this man?”
inquired the kinglet. .

“He's accused of being a successful in-

ventor,” said one of the guards. “Theé other

“I lost my head at Santiago.”
inventors claim no one who succeeds has a

right to live in"the Isle of Phreex.”

*‘Quite eorreet,” replled his majesty.
off his head, Maria.”

“Alas, sire! my sword ls broken!”
exclaimed.

‘““Then get another.”

“But I have no other sword that is sharp-

" gshe protested.

“Then sharpen one!" retorted the kinglet,
frowning.

“Certainly, your majesty. But a sword
cannot be properly sharpened in a minute.
It will take until tomorrow at least to get it
mm‘n

“Then,” sald the kinglet, “I'll postpone
the execution until tomorrow morning at 9

ucut_‘

she

Saying this, the wooden Indlan bowed to |

I'll get a new Royal Executioner and you'll
lose your job."

“1 shall be ready,” said the girl, and
walked away arm in arm with the sad
young'man, on whom she smiled sweetly.

*“It's all right,” whispered Chick to John.
1 “Imar won't get hurt, for the kinglet will
forget all about him by tomorrow."” -

“And now, my guards,” sald his maj-
esty, stretching his arms and yawning.
. “bring hither my two-legged horse that
I may.take a ride around my kingdom."

So presently the ‘guards led In a big, raw-
| boned nag that had two legs instead of
four. and these two set in the middle of
fts body. It seemed rather frisky and
pranced around in & nervous manner, S0
that the kinglet had great difficuity in
mounting the horse's back, whereon was
a saddle made of purple velvet and cloth
of gold.

“Hold still, can't you?" cried the kinglet.

“I can; but I won't,” said the horse in a
cross tone, for it appeared the animal was
able to talk.

“I'll thrash you soundly if you don't be-
have!" screamed the kinglet.

“I'll kick you In the ribs if you dare to
threaten me!"” returned the horse, laying
back its ears. “Why, you miserable little
freckle-faced kinglet, T could run away
with you and break your neck if I wanted
to!"”

“That's true,” said his majesty, meekly;
“I beg your pardon for my harsh words.d
Let us be friends by all means!”’

The horse snorted, as if with cohtempt,
and the guards finally managed to hoist
the little kinglet to his seat upon the ani-
mal’'s back.

“Throw away that mace!"” cried the horse,

His majesty obeyed at once.

“Now,” sald the animal, *you sit still
and behave yourself or I'll dump you over
my head. Understand?”

“I understand,” said the kinglet.

“Very good!" declared the horse. ‘““When
you're on your throne you're a tyrant; but
when you're on horseback you're a coward,
because you're at my mercy and you know
it. Now we are off.”

The beast pranced down the hall and out
of the arched entrance, bearing the kinglet

% iWe're lost!’ said John, in despair.”

upon his back; and when they were gone
John and Chick started to take a walk
along the beach of the seashore,

But no sooner had they stepped into the
courtyard than an awful yell saluted their
ears, and before them stood the form of the
terrible Arab!

L

E must have broken loose!” cried

The Palace of Romance
“ ck. * us run, John
g R

At once John turned to fly, with Chick
grasping his hand to urge him on. All
Dubh had indeed succeeded in breaking
through the iron grating of his prison, and
had even managed to untie his hands. But
his legs were still firmly bound together
from his ankles to his knees, so that hé
could only move toward them by hopping.

Nevertheless, at sight of the gingerbread
man, who was mixed with his precious
elixir, the Arab began bounding toward
his victim with long hops, and had John
and Chick not run so fast as they did it is
certain the Arab would soon have over-
taken them. Through the throne room they
fied, with All Dubh just behind them, and
then they began mounting the marble
stairways to the upper storles of the castle.

Thelr pursuer, nothing daunted by his
bound legs, hopped up the stairs after
them with remarkable swiftness.

“Hurry!" cried Chick;: “hurry, John
Dough, or you'll be eaten.” :
They came to the second flight of stairs,
and still the Arab followed.

«wWe are lost,” sald John,
#He'll surely get me this time."”

But Chick tugged at his puffy brown hand
and hurried him on, for the Incubator Baby
at that very moment thought of a clever
way to save the gingerbread man. Stlll
holding John’s hand, the child ran through
tne upper passages to the foot of the tower

of Imar, and began climbing up the steep
stalrs as fast as possible. Lubckily for the

in despair.

, fugitives,

very difficult for All Dubh to climb by
hopping. When he was half way up he
lost his balance and tumbled down again,
and this accldent gave John and Chick
time to enter the body of the bird flying
machine, whitch still lay stretched upon
the roof of the tower.

“Quick!” shouted the child, shutting and
fastening the silver door behind them.
“Pull over that lever and away we go!”

“Is i safe?"’ asked John. hesitating.

“Ig it safe to be eaten?”" inquired Chick.

John quickkly grabbed the lever, pulled it
over, and the huge bird fluttered its wings
once or twice and rose slowly into the air.
It sailed away from the roof just as the
Arab appeared at the top of the stairs,

“Stop!" screamed All Dubh. *“You're
mine, John Dough. Come back and be
eaten.”

“Don’'t mind him.” said the cherub, peep-
ing at the Arab through a lttle window
in the bottom of the bird's body. "And

don't worry about this flying machine,
either. Imar has told me how to run Iit,
and it will earry us somewhere, never
fear. This button that I pushed Is to start

{t, and there’'s another button somewhere
to stop it.”

“Where?"' asked John.

“I don't remember. But never mind that;
we don't want to stop just yet, anyhow."”

John Stogped to lock through the little
window and saw spread out beneath him
the Isle of Phreex. The Brotherhood of
Failings stood upon the shore watching
the flight of the machine, and the kinglet
was rlding along calmly upon his two-
legged horse without any idea that the
Incubator Baby and the glagerbread man
were leaving his kingdom for good and
all and he would probably never see them
again.

The great bird flew steadlly westward,
and Chick laughed and chatted and seemed
to enjoy the journey immensely. They
were flying over the ocean now, and before
long the isle they had left became a mere
speck upon the water.

“Where are we going?" John asked.

“I don't know." answered Chick.

“What land lies in this direction?”

“T haven't the faintest Idea,” sald the
baby.

John became thoughtful.

“How long will this machine fly?" he in-
quired.

“Who knows?" sald Chick. “Imar was
always afrald to go very far from the
island with it. We'll just have to wailt and
find out.”

This was not very rﬁncoumglng, but it
was too late to retu now, the Isle of
Phreex being lost In the wvastness of the
great sea. Moreover. John reflected that he
would be in greater danger there from All
Dubh than In riding in an untried flying
machine. The only thing to do was to
continue the flight through the air until
they sighted some other land—provided the
machine did not suddenly break down. It
seemed to be all right just at present, and
John's admiration of Imar's genius in con-
structing It grew steadlly as the bird flopped
on and on without a sign of giving out.

Chick wasn't frightened, that was cer-
tain. The Baby laughed and sang little
songs, and seemed as happy and contented
as when upon firm land; so John gradually
forgot his fears. The sun had sank low
upon the horizon. and was looking for a
good place to dive in the sea when the
voyagers discovered something far ahead
of them that glittered brightly upon the
water. Neither could determine what the
glitter meant untll they drew nearer and
saw a small, rocky islet, upon which was
perched. an enormous palace that seemed
to be made of pure gold, having many
crystal windows set In its domes and sides.

*“It is certainly a beautiful place,” said
John. “Let us land upon the lslet.”

“All right,” returned Chick. *T'll see if
I can find out which button stops the
thing.’

The baby pushed one of the buttons and
at once the bird shot up higher into the

these stairs to the tower were

air.

“YO0U SIT STILL OR I'LL DUMP YOU OVER MY HEAD.”

"“That fisn't t!" cried John In sudden
alarm.
Chick pushed another button and the
machine began whirling around In short
circles,

“Dear me!” sald John; “what's going to
happen to us?”

Chick laughed and pushed another button,

“One of 'em must be to stop,” declared
Chick, cheerfully; “and there's only two
more left.”’

The bird paused, with a quick trembling
of its wings, and slowly fluttered down-

ward.
“Oh, now we're all right,” gayvly an-
nounced the queer child, “for there's only

one button left, and when I push it, Johm
Dough, you must pull back the silver levep
and steer straight for the golden palace.”
Down, down they sank, and, fortunately
the descent was made to the flat roof §
2 wing of the palace. When they had

almost reached it, Chick, who was watch-
ing the roof through the Ilittle window,
pushed the last button while John threw
over the lever,

Immediately the fiving machine fell with

a thump that made the gingerbread man's
candy teeth knock together,

“Wow!" sald Chick. *“That was a jolt
and a half. I hope nothing's broken."

**I don't believe I will ever ride In 1t
again,” said John, smoothing the wrinkles
out of his frosted shirt front and pulling
the baker's hat off his eyes, where it had
become jammed. ‘‘These alrships are too

dangerous to sult me.”

“Why, the bird has saved your life, and
it may save it agaln,” sald Chick. "For
my part, I rather like flying through the
air. You never know what's golng to
happen next. And see how lucrky we arel
This is the only part of the palace roof
that is flat, and we struck it to a dot. If
we'd fallen upon one of those splkes'—
pointing to the numerous spires and mina-
rets—*our clocks would have stopped by
this time.”

“You have a_queer way of expressing

yourself, my friend,” sald John, looking
upon the child gravely “The vast knowl-
edge I gained by means of the elixir

taught me nothing of your methods of
twisting language.”

“That's too bad,” answered Chick. *“I
can't always flgure out what you mean to

“It is certainly a beautiful place.”

say; but you always know what I mean,
don't you?"
“Almost always,”” John acknowledged.
“Then don't complain,’” sald Baby. sweet-
ly; and the gingerbread man looked at his
feet with a puzzled expression and then
back Into the child's smlling face and

sighed.
(Continwed Next Week.)
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XXIV.

This little incident—this small and yet sig-
nificant interlude—in Clodagh's day of new-
born freedom, possessed a weight and an
fmportance all its own. It is quite possible
that, taken as a mere note in the tuneful,
fnconsequent symphony of her soclal life in
Venice, Barnard's expression of his senti-
ments might have glanced across her mind,
leaving no definite impression. But the web
of fate is wonderfully woven. Barmard had
propounded thos¢ sentiments through the
medium of a name—a name which was to
be indelibly printed upon Clodagh’s mem-
ory by the strangely opportune appearance
of its owner. .

At the moment when the gondolas passed
—at the moment when Barnard laughingly
explained the stranger's identity, the name
of Walter Gore took on a new, significance—
became a personal, concrele element in
touch with her own existence.

In studying the effect of this incident
upon her aections, it must be borne closely
in mind that Clodagh's moral position was
strangely Incongruous—a position to which
not one among her new acquaintances pos-
pessed a Key. She was a married woman
with the vitality, the curlosity, the sense
of adventure of a girl in her first season.
She was llke a plant that, having been shut
for long in dark places, is suddenly exposed
to the influences of warmth and light.
She glowed, she blossomed, she expanded
under every passing touch.

As she leaned back against the cushions
of the gondola and met the amused and
quizzical glance that accompanied Barnard's
explanation, her thoughts sprang for-

: \

ward under a certain stimulus of excite-
ment; her blood—the blood of a reckless,
adventurous race—leaped suddenly in _re-
sponse to a8 new idea. She looked up“at
her companion, her face glowing, her hands
clasped lightly in her lap.

“Mr. Barnard,"” she said, “will Sir Wal-
ter Gore be at the Palazzo Ugochinl to-
night?"

Barnard met her glance. For a moment
he studied hef whimsically, then he re-
sponded by putting a question of his own.

‘‘Mrs. Milbanke," he asked, “is it true that
when you dare an Irishman to do a certain
thing that thing is as good as done?"’

Clodagh's lashes fluttered and she colored
hotly; then with the naive deflance, the In-
toxication of youthful assurance, she lifted
her eyes again and gave another bright,
clear laugh.

“Two unanswered gquestions should be as
good as one reply,” she sald, looking
straight Into his face. .

All that day Clodagh went about her con-

only three weeks before. The dress pos-
sessed sweeping lnes that deflned

her
slight and rounded figure; and l::ve the |

jeweled lace of the bodice her
i

2
g
]
E

glble thimgs. From the color that wavered
in her cheeks, the dilated pupils that turned
her eyes from hagel to black, she was the
living embodiment of eager expectation.

Neither Doorehurst, Serracauld, nor Bar-
nard dined at the hotel that night, but. from
the eyes of more than one stranger she
read the assurance that she had not array-
ed herself in vain; and youthfully consclous
of a subtle, impersonal success, her eager
spirits rose high.

Regardless of Milbanke's monosyllabic
answers, she kept up a stream of conversa-
tion; and at last, when she rose with the
general company, she did not leave the
room, but paused with her hand on the ba
of his chair, :

“]I am going for my ecloak, James,” she

sald. *“Mr. Barnard is to call for me. Shall
we u%nlcht now?' Her face, as she
bent

tion and the past.
the patient surrender of the being who has
known life with its poor compensations and
requitals; on the other, the im-

egotism of

£

Milbanke started and looked up and some-
thing in her warm beauty, something in her
graclous youth, affected him. i

“Clodagh,” he said timidly, “Clodagh, are
you—are you very anxious? Will you enjoy
this party very much?"

Clodagh looked down on him In frank

o'clock. If you're not ready by that time
“Good-night,”” she sald. *“Good-night,
James. And thank you.”

She straightened herself quickly and,
with a mind already speeding feverishly
forward toward the night's amusement,
turned and walked out of the room.

It was 9 o’clock when she and Barnard
arrived at the Palazzo Ugochinl, and al-
heady the deep purple of the Venetian
mght was wrapping the waterways In
mysterious shade. But tonight she was
less absorbed in outward things. An en-
grossing idea occupled her mind. She felt
at once surer—and less sure—o0f herself
than she had feit the night before.

The time occupied in reaching the palace

st seemed

]

and

in the thought that she had d
carefully, for it needed but a glance
show her that the evening’'s gathering was
of a very much more important nature
than that of the previous night. Quite
fifty people were grouped about the lofty
u.n(i ancient room, whose center and pivot
was again the gaudy, modern roulette ta-
ble, and toward this table, with its sur-
rounding and noisy votaries,

group of gay :
she and Barnard turned as if by imstinct.

o 4

“Walter,” she said, “I should like you to
know Mrs. Milbanke. Mrs. Mlilbanke, allow
me to introduce Sir Walter Gore.”

It was the affair of a moment. The
stranger made a gesture of excuse to Bar-
nard, turned quickly and bowed with well-
bred deference. Then he ralsed his head,
and for the first time Clodagh met his
glance—the clear, fearless glance, slightly
reserved, slightly aloof, that carrled with
it the suggestion of the sea. His look was
qulet, steady and absolutely impersonal.

Clodagh, instantly consclous of this
polite reserve, felt her face redden. B8he
was aware of & distinct sensation of heuu;‘
smaller—less important to the scheme of
thi n she had been five minutes
earller. Her vanity was inexplicably, yet
palpably, hurt. Her first feeling was a dis-
tressed humility, her second an angry
pride. Then a new expression leaped into
her eyes. Smartingly conscious of Barnard's
interested, guizzical glance fixed expectant-
ly upon her, she challenged the stranger’'s

‘“How d' you do?"’ she sald. "I think I
have seen you before.”

He smiled tely.
‘“Indeed!" hé sald. “In England?’ His
tone was courteous and attentive, but

neither curious nor interested.
Her color deepened.
“No. Here in Venice—this morning. I
was In Mr. Barmnard's gondola when you
m”eumlu from l.hc\mtkm to your

He looked at her, then at Barnaerd—a
| “Indeed!" he sald again. *I certalnly
f re-

den relie./—the sudden touch of unexpected

reach of childish temper or childish vio-
lence. The um’nn that many a time In
old and distant days had sent her flying
to the shelter of Hannah's arms rose in-
tolerably keen. With a deflant sense of
futility and loneliness, she turned away
from the little group, only to encounter the
pallid, unemotional face and -stiff, distin-
guished figure of Lord Deerehurst, who had
come slowly toward her across the room.

.Extending his hand, he took her fingers
and bowed over them.

“Mrs. Milbanke,"”” he said, *“I have just
been mentally accusing Lady Frances of
surrounding me by so many acquaintances
that I could not find one friend. Now 1 de-
sire to retract.”

“You have found a friend?' In the sud-
flattery—Clodagh's moblle face underwent
a change.

At sound of their greeting Sir Walter
Gore involuntarily turned, and, seeing the
old peer, made a slight movement of sur-

“I Jdid not

shook hands without cordiality, and,
mlumu.l'ad someé convent Te-
the older man turned again to Clo-

“Yes,” he sald, ignoring the interruption
% theh'd“ conversation—*"yes, I have found a

B .

His cold eyes gave point to the words.

Bhe laughed and colored. Again she was
conscious of Barnard's amused, speculative
gaze; but also she was consclous of the

it

The Heart of Duke Gandolfi.
From the Tablet.

The - will of Thomas Charles Gandolfl
Hornyold, Duke Gandolfi of Genoa of
Blackmore Park, Worcester, and the Villa
Gandolfi, Ban Remo, who died last Febru-
ary, has been proved and the unsei..ed es-
tate valued at £122601.

Precise Instruetions for the removal and
examination of his heart were left by the
duke. To this end he bequeathed £23 to
the vice consul or consul at S8an Remo, de-
siring that if he dled at San Remo the
consul should attend while the testator's
usual medical attendant and another med-
ical man held a post-mortem examination
over his body and took out his heart, which
he directed should be done, in the first
place, to see whether iife wae extinct, and,
secondly, to ascertain the cause of the
pains he had suffered since the age of sev-
enteen years in and around the region of
his heart, and which the doctors had in his
life been unable to discover the cause of,
and when such examination had taken
place his heart was to be replaced. With

d to the duty imposed upon the con-
sul, the will declared he need not actually
witneds the rerhoval of the heart, but must
be no further away during the operaiilon
than the next room, the door of which must
be left open.

The heart as an organ may be deprived
by physiolcgy of some of the prerogatives
popularly assigned to It, but it will always
stand as a symbol, If not a seat, of the
affections, and the mention of it In wills
may, as here, be more material.stic with
the times, but is still made. Al the sime.
an O'Connell might still leave hig heart to
Rome, and It Iis not leng since the late
Lord Bute gave his to the Hoiy Land.

Sash Curtain Rods.

Now that the fall housecleaning is over
and It is time to put up fresh curtains every-
where, there arises the rather irritating Iit-
| tle task of running the small brass rods
through the upper edge of the sash curtains.

a thimble is slipped on over the rough




