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THE appetite for advent)

grows by being fed. Thi
was a night when Mori
Smith, clubman and close

fifty years old, spurred by a chai
book of fiction, let the check-boy
tho club ease him into his eight-hv
dred-dollar fur-lined coat and salll
forth in a taxicab to seek advent!
in a house chosen at random. Triv
as the adventure had been, it w

a stirring event in Morley Smit
placid, well-groomed life. For a wt

he munched it in his mind and w

satisfied. He glowed with w feeli
that he had seen lire. Tnen cai

^ the urge to further adventure.
When he had finished his am]

dinner at the club, washed down
a half-pint of good sauterne (his 1

orite dinner-wine>. Morley 3m
had retired to the smoking-ro<
nothing farther from his mind th

« the thought of going out into t
miserable, drizzly night. It was
excellent night on which to sit
drowsy comfort in the club, and
settled himself in a big chair, witli
fat cigar and the daily paper,
may have been so slight a thing
a whispering of uneasiness in a 1

glon under his waistcoat where
was usually placid. Without kno
ing why. Morley Smith felt a vag
discontent. He tossed the newspai
onto the table.

"Oh, piffle," he murmured.
For an instant he thought of t

opera.which bored him always,
thought of his favorite musii
comedy, and thought of it with d
taste. Suddenly, with the impetus
a flood, there swept through his cc

sciousness a memory of the trerr
lous moments during his first an
teur adventure, when he was i

sure whether he would be kicked <

of the apartment into which he h
so daringly ventured, or accepted
a lawful visitor; and he desired 01

4nore to feel that thrill. He tapi
the bell at his side.
"Henry." he said, "a taxi!"
"Yes. Mr. Smith," Henry sa

"There is one outside now, sir."
There was now, in a manner

speaking, no turning back. Of cou'
lie might, if he chose, tell Henry
had changed his mind, or he mif
order the taxi driver to carry h
to this or that theater, but as
amateur adventurer such falteri
was not according to the rules of 1

* game. The adventure began wt
the first word was spoken. When
was buttoned into nis tur-iineu v.

snd stood with one foot on the si
of the taxi the adventure was w

along'.
"Where to, Mr. MorleyT" asked 1

driver.
On his way from the coatroom

the street Motley Smith had plung
deeper into adventure than he 1
ever imagined possible. This time
would choose no quiet, respecta1
street but plunge into the heart
danger, where adventure teems,
would leap into the heart of I
black area known as the East Si
.vaguely so known to Morley Smi

"East Houston Street." he said,
say, I don't recall the number, whi
When you get there, drive, along
bit slowly, old chap, and I'll km
the place."

a a a a

»"pHIS was going it strong. He ha

, ed the taxi before a tenemei

house that was as like all the oth<
on the block, as one third pea In

pod is like the fourth and fifth. 1

stepped out of the cab and looked
at the facade of the building. T
East Side!

4 "Wait here for me,' he said, a

the driver clambered down and thr<
a robe over the hood of his cab. Di
cretion is the better part of val<
It was as well to have the cab
hand.

In the entrance Morley Smith d
not find the row of letter-boxes
had expected. Here, evidently, o
did not push a button; one enter
and went where he chose. He look
up the dusky stairway. A man w

coming down. Morley Smith sto
until he should pass., for the stairw
was narrow. The man stopped.
"Here already? That's qui

work!" he said approvingly. "I
the fourth floor, the first door on t
right. Go right up."
"Thank you. said Morley Smil

and he went up the stairs.
As you mount the stairs in a ten

ment, one side of the building is
your right. When you reach
landing and turn onto the floor
the dark, narrow hall, the other si
of the biulding is on your rig!
Morley Smith's heart was beatii
rapidly, either with the elation d
to the adventure or the exertion
climbing the stairs, as he knock
on the door to his right, after tryii
the bell in vain. He rapped as

« soft-knuckled clubman would ri
. not noisily, but with authority, a

at the second rapping the do
opened.
A girl, not more than sixteen, thi

big-eyed and pale, answered. T
room behind her was so scantly fti
nished as to seem but a tempora
lodging place. There was no carj
on the floor. On a couch push

, against the opposite wall was an u
made pile of cheap bedding; the
was no chair and no table. Inste
there were a short, nondescri
wooden bench and a packing-case
which stood an oil lamp. On t
box were a bottle of milk and a lo
of bread from which perhaps hi
had been cut away. On the wa
on hooks, hung several articles
female wearing apparel and a dow
little hat. The feather of the h
was still wet. or had dried while pr
serving its water-soaked appearani
All this Morley Smith saw. but mo
clearly he saw that the face of^ t
girl was streaked with tears, "a
that tears still glistened in her ey
She supported herself against t
door-frame; in her hand she held
wad of wet handkerchief, and s
Used it on her eyes before she spoke.

"This is the wrong door." she sa
"It is the door across the hall."

Jioriey smim migni nave anawei
that no door'was the wrong door 1
him since no door was the rig
one. Instead he said. "1 beg pt
don?" questioningly, while his ey
took the girl in.

"It is the door across the bal
the girl repeated. "You are the u
dertaker. aren't you?"

In the course of his first adve
ture llorley Smith had accepted t
suggestion that he was an insuras

i adjuster and he was ready to acct
almost any similar suggestion If
might further his adventures, but
recoiled from the necessity of posit
even temporarily, as an undertaker.
"My word, no!" he exclaimed. 1

Jove, now! I don't look quits th
- do IT'

.
* The girl stared at him doubtfully

"What?" queried the clubman.
"But you aren't.you can't be.

she exclaimed, almost with eagerne
and her tone was a question.
Morley Smith's heart beat ev

more rapidly. The adventure w
moving swiftly and well. With a fe
Ing that he was casting all precaution
the winds he answered.
"But I am," he said. "Jove, yi

Who esle could I be?"
The girl drew the door more wld«

open and stood aside*'
^ don't know." she said./ "I.

thought, from the name, you were
.a lady, of course, or I would
have asked you to come here. E
you can come in. I'm not afraid."
"By Jove, no!" said Morley Sml

"Why should you bel"
He wondered who he was, that s

had thought, from his name, he wai
lady. This, he thought, was jolly w
worth while: it was ripping, do:
you know! A girl in tears, and
corpse across the hall, and bread a
milk on a raw pine box. and all tt
sort of thing.what? It might
some trick; she might ,try to blac
mail him, but what of that? That
itself would be adventure, for he h
Viever been blackmailed. He enter
the room, and the girl closed the do
She stood with her back against
with her hands behind her and
the knob, as If to prevent his lea
ing or to facilitate her escape

a be. Morley Smith placed.his I
\

'LE GIRI
on the top of the packing box. where

Jre It touched elbowe with the milk bot:retie and the half loaf,
ley "Well?" queried the girl.
to * * * *

ice tl/lTH care, pulling them by the
at Angers, Morley Smith removed
in- his gloves, looking afound the room

led the while. He placed them on top of
ire me nai. inrre was »w oiu*c m 111c

jal room.no heat except what came

ras from the lamp. He removed his heavy
coat, for all that, and laid it on one

h 8 corner of the couch. He was trying,
sek with a brain untrained to such work,

to formulate words that would set
the girl at ease and lead her to tell

ng her story, if she had any story to tell,
me He frowned and looked at his wellmanicurednails. When he looked up,

the girl was holding a sheet of notepie

'Sj
It?
a

ow

It- paper, looking at it. It was evident
,t- enough that she was trying, by rereadingsome letter, to convince herselfthat the presence there of Morley
a Smith.whoever she supposed him to

[£e be.was right. She seemed less
doubtful now. and folded the letter

u® with one hand, putting it in a pocket
he in her skirt.

"You must be Quick, Mr. Cardigan,"
she said. "He may be back any

no minute now."
sw "Ah, yes! So he may," Morley
is- Smith said.
jr. "She is over there," said the girl,
a» pointing across the hall. "I thought

it would be all right; she was always
i(j no fond of the child. She loved it,

Mr. Cardigan. She spent hours with
it while it was ill. I thought it would

"5 be no harm for her to go there."
"J "Quite so. Yes, indeed," bald Morealey Smith.
O® Suddenly the girl seemed to have
°o a return of whatever suspicion had
a>' lurked in her mind. Perhaps it was

that Morley Smith stood so long and
ck go strangely, staring at her. Somet'sthing like a sudden fear shone in her
he eyes, and she took a step forward.

one step and then collapsed in a heap
th, on the floor, a pitiful little heap of

,e- Had he not been seeking adventure
on the turn affairs were taking would
a have annoyed Morley Smith exceedofingly, but he felt an uplift of heart,
de The adventure was becoming worth
>,1. while. It held mystery, a danger, a

fair young woman in evident distress.
He gathered the girl in his arms and

ot carried her to the couch and laid her
d on it. her head resting on his soft.

expensive coat. He hardly knew what
~ to do next. That she had fainted was
* evident enough.probably from un'P'dernourishment.and he had a vague
na impression that when one fainted it
or was desirable to unloosen something

and use a cold liquid, but there was
"> no liquid but the milk in the bottle
he on the packing-box. and the girl's
ir- gown seemed loose enough, turned
ry low at the neck. He reached across
>et the short space intervening for his
ed hat and began fanning the girl with
n- it. As he fanned, he heard some
re heavy-footed, person coming up the
ad stair. "The undertaker," he thought,
pt "or the man she fears will return
on too soon." He looked up to see the
he door open, and a man standing on
af the sill, questioning and doubtful,
tlf The man was young, rough in ap,11pearance. and seemed powerfully
of built. He was, Morley Smith, felt
dy sure, the "he" whose. return the
at young woman had seemed to dread,
e- There was something the girl had
;e. wished done before this man rereturned. Morley. Smith was not a

he weakling; he measured the young
nd fellow with his eye ae the youth
es. crossed the room. He might try to
he throw the young man out of the
a Place, ana ne ana mi uupuisc in uu

he so. He straightened himself for the
work If it should be necessary, but

Id. the young fellow came and bent
over the girl and then looked up at

ed Morley Smith questloningly.
'or "Thank God she's not dead!" he
:ht said; and then: "Is she very sick?
ir- Lord, what a place for her to be in!
es Can't we get her out of here, into a

better sort of place? I've got some
1," money, not much, but you can have
n- all I've got. Don't you know of

some hospital or something you can
in- get her Into, doctor?"
he "So I am a doctor now, am I?"
ice thought Morley Smith. He rather
ipt preferred being mistaken for a docIttor to being thought an undertaker,
he "i dare say!" he said, answering the
W< yodng man. "Ah.quite so!"

He felt the lapel of his waistcoat,
fvV axkKiss atfnorloBias nr<tna> nn thole

silken ribbon! He adjusted the
glasses on his nose.
"And may 1 ask who yon are?"

. Morley Smith questioned.
~ "What do you care who I am?"

demanded the young man. "She's
your Job; don't you worry about me.

"n Can't you do something? She's not
5" dying, is she?"

The distress that shone upon the
young man's face reassured Morley
Smith. This young man was not
going to attack any one.
"She has only fainted." Morley3 Smith said. "But 1 say, now, who

t are you?"
. "None of your " the young man

began, but he thought better of it.
>.» "Never you mind me," he said. "I'm

her friend, if it comes to that. Me
>i> and her used to be engaged. If you

want to know it. We used to be "

he "Sweethearts?" ask ad Morley*
i a Smith.
ell "That's it. We was coins to be
n't married, but she chaoked me. I guess
a I've got a right to butt in on this.

nd look how she has been living." He
iat east a glance at the room. "Say, can't
be you do something?"
k- Morley Smith took the girl's hand,
in "You might get seme water," he
ad said. "Cold water, what?"
ed see*
or.
it. ry>HE young fellow looked for a

utensil and took up the milk bot.
jf tie. Unceremoniously he threw the
at remaining milk on the door and went

, IN TE
to the door at the end ,oi, the rooir
It opened under hi* touch, and Mor
ley Smith saw a second room, hardl;
leys bare than the one in which h
was. Here was a cheap w^ilte lroi
bed with tawdry coverings, a ga
stove, a sink. The room was evident
ly bedroom and kitchen combinedAMAMI A# »ha litmnat nnwaetw TK
n await wi vii o uuuuoi |iwtoi a aa

tap yielded water, however, and th
young man came back with the mill
bottle filled. Morley Smith, with
feeling of oddity, for he was doini
that which he had never expected t
do, poured a little of the water int
his hand and wet the girl's fore
head.

"Say, I'd better not be here whei
she comes to," said the young mar
"She ain't wanting to see me. you un
derstand? You let me wait in that othe
room there, and if it's all rightifshe looks like she could stand it-

you tell her John Dredd has been her<
You "

- The girl moved. The young ma
did not wait. He fled to the kitche
and closed the door. Once more Mor
ley Smith wet his hand and moistene
the girl's forehead. She opened he
eyes, looked at Morley Smith dazedl]
Then she sat up, letting her feet slid
to the floor. Womanlike, her first ac
was to put her hand to her hair.

"I fainted." she said.
"Quite so!" said Morley Smitl

"Jove, yes!"
The girl placed her hands on th

edge of the couch, not attempting t

"I feel queer," she said. "Let m
alt here a minute, and I'll* feel al
right, I guess. I'm sort of weak, yo
see. I've been sick." she explatnec
"and I ain't strong yet. She hasn'
come yet?"

"No." said Morley Smith. He di
not know who "she" was. but th
girl evidently referred to the perso

I In the room across the hall, the per
son who had been so fond of th
child, whoever the child had beet
The girl leaned forward, breathing
little hard, and letting her chin res

on her chest. »

"And he hasn't been here yet?", sh
asked.

3

"Who?" asked Morley Smith. "Joh
Dredd?"
As If thetshock were greater tha

a splash of icy water, the girl ss

straight, her eyes suddenly aliv
again. She put her hand on Morle
Smith's arm.
"What do you know about Joh

Dredd?" she asked tensely. "He's nc
here? He hasn't been here?"
What her emotion was that cause

her to.utter the Questions with sue
thrilling feeling. Morley Smith coul
not know. He thought he detecte
fear.an overwhelming fear.
- "I say," he said, "you don't see hit
In the room here, what?"
The girl seemed Relieved. She rc

moved her hand from his arm.
"I don't' get things clear yet," sh

said. "I'm dlSzy yet, I think. Yo
did say John Dredd, didn't you? Tel
me! Please, tell me! Has he bee
here? .Was he here while I fainted?

"You're a bit off your head ye
wnai; saia Money omiiu. LII1»B11

ing things. what?"
For answer the girl struggled t

her feet. She was still so weak tha
she had put out a hand and sup
ported herself by holding to Morle
Smiths' arm. She stood thus a mo
ment and then leaned against hin
closing her eyes and swaying.

"I must get her now." she gpi<
catching her breath and making a
effort. "You must get her away be
fore father comes back. She will g
with you. You'll tell her it will be a
right. Tell her.tell her I've foun
a job for her.that you have foun
one. Braiding carpet rags! Tell he
it is a good job and that the mone
will be enough to take care of me i
a hospital. She will go with yo
then. That's all she wants now. t
have money to send me to the hoi
pital. And she will not be any trou
ble to them. Just some rags torn ui
so she can braid them, and she wi
sit and be no trouble at all. The
need only remind her that she is dc
Ing it to keep me in the hospital.
fine lurgeuj. I liej van ten ucr x xi

getting well, and she will sit an
braid all day."
She took a step toward the dooi

but the door opened and a woma
stood in it.

* * * *

(ipOME, in, mother," the girl said
but the words were not necei

sary, for the woman did not besltati
She might have been flfty, but sh
looked older, her dark hair beln
streaked with gray and her counten
ance pinched and pallid. She crosse
the room to Morley Smith, her thi
hands clasped against her breast, an
looked up into his face with the pit!
fully questioning look of a child i
her eyes.

"It is all right, mother," the gli
said reassuringly. "It Is l(r. Card!
gan.Mr. Francis Cardigan. I to)
you about him.don't you remembe
mother? He is going to show yo
where the work is, the easy work yo
can do to earn so muoh money, so
can be well."
The poor creature looked from Moi

ley Smith to her daughter and bac
again.
"But it was a woman," she sal

falteringly. "It was a womai
TX7nan't U mnmanf

She appealed to her daughter. trot
ble In her eyes. The (In drew tfa
letter from her pocket.

"I said It wds a woman, mother,
the girl answered. "See, I thougt
the name was Frances, mother."
The woman took the letter In h<

hand and held it, but did not loo
at it. Instead, she questioned hi
daughter's eyes, and she saw truth I
them. t
"Yes; let us go at once," she sai<

eagerly. "Get me my JJiat, Mary;
have a hat, havent If It doesn't mat
ter. Take me quickly; I must gt
to work." she begged, appealing t
Morley Smith. "I mukt: earn a gres
deal of money, for Mary must go t

;ars - -

lthe hospital. Take me now. pleaae." r
Morley Smith had taken the let- 1

y ter from her hand and was reading *

e It. He could nof make much of It. I
n It said all arrangements had beer r
s made and that the writer would call t
. that evening, ready to conduct the J
- mother as arranged. A cab would e

e bo in waiting, the letter said. He t

e dropped the letter on the couch. I
k "She Is right," said the girl; "you ,

a had better take her before father
g comes back, or there will be trouble. *

o It will be all right, mother; you
d need not fear anything; and if.if s
- you ever grow tired of the new place, v

you will remember you are doing It t
. for me. so I can get strong and well »

vain Sh, turn nil hat." she laid to 0

Morlsy Smith, apologetically. "Ton
r won't mind taking her as she IsT"

"It is cold out, you know," said
Morley Smith.

h

-WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUTj s

JOHN DHGDDI* SHE ASKED TENSE- h
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!. "I'm sorry! She has no coat;
neither have I." said the girl

n "Father took them."
n "By Jove, now!" said Morley Smith.
- "So you couldn't get away, what?"
d "For whiskey," said the girl sliqrply. as if that explained It all; and
' so it did. Slowly, for he was not a
e n.an of brilliance of thought, Morley
* Smith began to understand things.

This girl was trying to get her
mother away to some place where

' she would be cared for. and it seemed
the father objected. He was evidently

e a drunken brute.
° Morley Smith was puzsled. His

adventure was leading him into a dif*ficulty he did not know how to handle.
'* He couldn't take the old dams away,
? what? He couldn't take her down to
' tne cab and bundle her in when he did
1 not know where she was to be taken!
. For a moment he felt as if wisdom.° indicated that he should make some
: excuse .and go out of the door and

down the stair and disappear forever,
* t ut that would be a paltry .ending for
Ms adventure. There was somethingJ; else, too, that forbade his flying in

lt any such way; his sleek, clubman soul
was annoyed and. Irritated by the

. room, by the poverty, by the pitiful
weakness and distress of the two

n women. To sneak away would be
but a tame and inefficient conclusion.

_ "I say!" he exclaimed suddenly.
t He had bad what seemed to him a

e glowing, brilliant inspiration It had
y come to him like a flash of light out

of darkness. The girl looked at him
n questionlngly.
it "I'm not that Frances Cardigan,"

he said. "No! Bally strange. I call
d it. what? Same name and all that
h -sort of thing, don't you know. She
d may be a ooustn of mine. Cousin
d Fanny, what? Just so!"

The girl's eyes filled with trouble,
n "But who are you then?" she

asked. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm the lawyer," said Morley

Smith. "Jove, yes! I'm the lawyer
e chap.the lawyer Cardigan. Hunted
" you up here, and all that sort of
. thing, don't you know! Lost will,
. and that sort of thing, just like a
, book."

"Oh!" said the girt, staring at him
wide-eyed. "Oh! Then.then that '

. Is how you knew ajbout John Dredd?"
>t "My word, yes!" said Morley Smith.

"Imagine your not gueBSlng that!
v I would know about John Dredd, J
i. wouldn't IT' .

i, "You were hunting for us? At ]
Watertown? But " The girl seemed ,

I, to search her memory. "But who ,

n would make a will? Who would lose
!- a will? Not Uncle Henry?"
o "Jove, yes!" exclaimed Morley i

11 Smith. "You hit it the first time, i
d what! Undo Henry!" 1

>r * "» * * ;
y «T tNCLE HENRY!" said the girl, ,
" and as the thought that there '

o might be some money came fairly
J~ into her mind, she drew a deep breath.
p, Then her dejection returned like a J
II load too heavy for her to bear. "But

J he would have had nothing to leave.
If nothing to make a will for," she

d «
"No. by Jove!" said Morley Smith, ,

r; mentally figuring how much money ,
n he had in his wallet, in his inner

pocket. "Not much. He wouldn't
have.your Uncle Henry. Five hun-

>; | area dollars, wnatr
h "'Five hundred dollars!" 1

It was like a sigh of utter relief
" suoh as a doomed soul might utter
ie when a reprieve came unexpectedly,
g "It's Jolly well five hundred dollars,"

said Morley Smith. "And no red tape.
. what?" Just sign your name and
° that sort of business. Then I hand
n the money right over to you. Test"
d "Did he leave It to me?" asked the
I- girl, openinr wide her eyes,
n "Right-o!" said Morley' Smith.

"But.hut I was not born when he
rl died." said the girl. "He did not
!- know there was ever going to be
d any me. How oould he
r> "I say, now!" said Morley Smith.
u "That's all law-stuff, what? Ordlunancies of the board of aldermen.
1 and by-lawa and Constitution of the

United States, volume fourteen, and
£ all that sort of thing. Jove, yeS!

That's what we lawyers are for,
a what? Article nine, section seven,
, and all that sort of thing."

He was taking his wallet from hie
i. Inner pocket, and he opened It and
a began oonnting the bills down on the.

puklir-box.
"Are you aura, quite eure. .it to >11

it for me?" iA«d the girl tremulously.
"Two hundred and ninety, three

tr hundred, three hundred and flfty."
k counted the amateur adventurer.
n "Pour hundred "

t He stopped Short with the last
bill, a fifty, in hto hand.

1. "Rlght-o!" he said. "You'll have to
> show me who you aire! Froef. you

know, and *11 that; .tell me all about
t yourself, and all that. 'I say, I alomost forgot to make you prove that
it you were you. didn't XT'
,o "Because," said the-girl,, while her i

- /. ;
'

- By Ellis I
nother looked from one to the other
rlth dased, uncomprehending eyea. c
1 know the money can't be tor me. 1
"m Mary Singleton, and this Is my i
nother Martha Singleton, and my I
ather Is Edward. My mother was a 1
arney.Mary Jarney. My uncle.the i
me I thought of when you spoke.
ras Henry Jarney, but he was always

loor,and he died before I was born."
"I say, now!" said Mortry Smith, t
'But how did you all get here, you ]
mow?" *l
"We came away from Wa^ertown," «

aid the girl. "It was my fajult; there !
ras a boy.a young man.I wanted
o -punish him because he had flirted I
rith another girl, and father had an t
iffer of a Job here In New? York, bo t

made him come. And mother wanted
o come. Father had taken to drink, e
nd she thought he might ijult it here, t
rith so much else to Internet him; but
t was worse here, and he lost his I
ilace and was always dirunk. So I
rot work, and mother "

The girl touched her foirehead with '
er hand.
"But not badly," urged the girl. "Oh, ,

he is not bad! Father wants to send
er to the asylum, but I know it l
rould be worse for her there, so I
rrote to the society, and they sent

omeone, and they thought as I did: "

ut father was mad with anger. He
wore he would cut all our throats.

hatwas why I wanted you to hurry,
-hen I thought you wekre from the 1
ociety." "

"Oh, X say, now!" exclaimed Morley c

raith. X

STERLING
CZAR'S ADV

Story of Ferdinand, the
Astonishing, and a

Dream of Being Emperorof the East.The
Four Kings ofConstantinople.
BY ' STERLING HEIL.IU.

PARIS, September 1, 1S21.
F ERDINAND. ex-C*ar of Bulgaria.

Is reported to be seriousminded,in these latter days,
and devoted to daily pious extrcisee.

Descendant or r renin kiusp, iiw

irally a Frenchman and entirely as

.rden t lover ol Paris halt his lit*
10 one who knew him then could
:redit his later adventures.
When old Bastien, historical waiter

if the Grand Cafe, starts telling
itorles of "Prince Ferdinand" it rerivesthe prime days of the boulerard.
Albert Edward, one and only

'Prince of Wales." was still high
lero. though forty-four (in 1885) and
tearing his dignified middle period,
fie is seen cutting loose "once again"
with younger Archduke Rudolph
[aged twenty-seven), and on a few
tccasions, even, with the recent kaiter(twenty-six-year-old Prince Wiltelra).Always, as bear-leader, aptears"Monsieur-le-Mar-quis-de-Bre:eull,"and, always, that fine flower of
:he boulevard. "Prince Ferdinand."
"The Holder closed at 8 a. m ." says

Sastlen, unctuously. "The Prince of
Wales would amuse himself In the
arge hall or the private supper
noma, he was not particular.anywhere.if there was fun. At S a.m.
we waiters were tired."
Bastien dreams, a moment of the

>ast. which does not return. ; :j
* * * * : j

itirE waiters drank the stirrup-cud !'
at the corner wineshop, on our .j

way home. Time and again the <

Prince of Wales would stop and pull j
its friends in. The white wine is good
tore,' he would say. 'let's have a glass 1
with Bastien and Noe.' I should say '

t was good; when the patron saw the ,
>rince there, arguing on the corner, 1
ie would send, quick, to the cellar- '

nan of the Cafe Anglais for six bot- \
:les of a certain old Pouilly, as limpid I
is water, at 88.60 per bottle and sell <
it to the prince as 'workingmen's i
white wine' for five cents the glass. <
We had respect for princes in those
lays." i
All this to Introduce Prince Ferdi- 1

land, sprig of old Bourbon royalty,
nlrror of fashion, pride of the boule- 1
nard, aged twenty-four, and an enlg- 1
na to his family. Had he brains and t
im Dillon.'
We have a glimpse of one of these 1

I o'clocks. The "Marquis du Lau" is
the late du Lau d'AUemans. then fiftytwoyears old, multimillionaire administratorof the railroads of south
Austria.
"Prince Ferdinand was of it," Bastiendrawls, "the Prince of Wales,

Bre-teull, du Lau and Mile. Marsen,
that pearl among women, who created
Nana.' They drank at the corner,
uid there was a poor old graybeard
tiddler, but the patron would have
Phased him away. Then came Prince
Ferdinand, all laughing. 'Can you
play a quadrilleT In the middle of
the rue du Helder, monsieur, they
lanced that historic quadrille.Albert
Edward, Prince Ferdinand, Marsen
and Breteuil. Alas, in those days it
waB well viewed (the proper thing)
to Indulge In."
Now you know why. ten years ago,

when King George wished-his heir to
spend six months in France, he entrustedhim to the Breteuils. Six
years after that quadrille the marluismarried the American Miss Garner,and Albert Bdward, being equally
lettled down, continued the old friend-
snip. I
What Is not generally known Is

that one of the dancers of that quadrilleput Prince Ferdinand on his
throne!

* * * *

rT was the Marquis du Lau d'Alleraans.There Is another glimpse
if him during Prince Ferdinand's
wldowerhood. eating shad-at the Cafe
3e Paris with "Ma-dame-O-.te-ro,"
Have you a friend? Cherish him like
>. jewel above price! *

Also, have you a mother? Cherish
ler, too. Ferdinand had one. She
sras the masterly Princess Clementine,daughter of Louis-Philippe, king
if the French, and It was currently
aid that If Clementine had been a
t>oy she would have won back her
Father's throne. He was still king
vhen Prince August of Saxe-CoburgJothacourted his daughter. They
kad four children, three of whom
srere born at the tileries and at the
oyal chateau of St and Neullly. Ferdiisnd,the youngest, was born In exile,
rhe people of Paris, one bright morning,came out to the pleasant suburb
>f Neullly, smashed the iron rates of
Hia nnrk And Innted thft ARtftbllfih^
ment, while the old king fled with
thlldren and grandchildren.
When, a* a youth. Prince Ferdinand

pas sent to school in Paris, he bore'
the alien name of his father.SaxeZtoburg-Gotha.But he was proudest
if his mother's blood, the French. He
itayed in Paris when his schooling
snded. He was so Parisian, the boulenmrdwas proud of him. When Bastionbegins: "One day. Prince Ferdinandinvited- seven ladles to lunch
with him at the Cafe Anglais, it was
raining, so they stayed to dinner "

one lomirts tne raouioua men*
which he must have been.
Ha seemed to have nothing but the j

gilded sport's vocation, yet when his
mother stirred up the courts to have 1

Aim made Frlnae of Bulgaria, ohicrvethat Ferdinand had up his
sleeve the very ace that took, the <
trick.picked up iu the night life of >
Paris. His mother had the influence
if England and Austria, but Russtar 1
bitterly opposed, blocked his election I
Ay the Bulgarians. It was the Mar-1 <

wis du las. with his railroads to the I

Jarker Butler
"Tea, I did not know what he would

io if he came back and found you
lere, or found you taking mother
iway. I don't know what he will do
f he comes back now. If he will
isten while you tell him about the
noney

"

"Give him a bit, to get rid of him
.what?" RUggested Morley Smith.
'YeR, that wag what I thought," said

:he girl, "if the money ia really mine,
if he had a dollar or two, he would
?o out and not come back until it wrr
l11 spent, and before then Miss Cardtfanmight come for mother."
"To take me where I can earn a

great aeai or money ior Mary, saia
he poor woman brightly. "Money to «

nake Mary well." t
"I have been sick, you understand,"

;a|d the girl, "and I ought to be in a
lospital now." *

t
The mother wandered to the door "

md looked ou\, listening. T

* * * c

»CO you understand now why I was 1

frightened when you spoke of ^
)redd," the girl said. "I had if
written to him." J
"For a bit of cash, what?" asked j,

forley Smith.
"Oh, no! Not that!" exclaimed the *J

girl. "To say farewell, for.for the
ast time.forever! I thought g
iiother would be where she would be a

ared for, and father has been noth- n

ng but cruel and unkind, and I am a
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Balkans. who turned the scale of i
Ferdinand's destiny.
Now, what have you to say against
"BShoUidd F«lina!n4! &%*&, "waning !<
irince. Jt was ttf:laugh.-- The )»werj
ltd not recognize him.. Why risk his
igreeable lite of Paris and Vienna '

or the riots of a half-Turk lend? .

Then he met a Dlonde, and a nfew
Ferdinand showed'fri a day. She a'as
he beautiful, amiable and pious Rrin:essMarie Louise of Bourbon-Parma.
>f the legitimate old line of French
tings, daughter of Duke Robert,
>wner of lordly Chambord. This
grandest of French royal chateaux
:ame to the Bourbon-Parma through
their cntiaiess uncle, me uumie ue

'hambord. along with sixty millions <

>f very romantic money, the private I,
estates of Marie Antoinette and Louis
KVI, reimbursed in the restoration <

ind accumulated during nearly a cen- ,

.ury!
She was the bride chosen for him '

t>y his wise old mother, and the young
Folks dreamed a gorgeous dream upon
their gold at Chambord. It was her
Iream. He absorbed it. While she 1
walked beside him, saint and bride. 1
It bad its power. ,

* » * ,

pERDINAND was nominally prince
of Bulgaria. He must become so

In fact.and get together four kings
to regain Constantinople for the 1
Christian world! I

Four hundred and fifty years had

passed since the white horse Of MahometII sullied the floor of St. So- i

phia and the basillcs of Justinian be-

lome a Turkish mosqye. The times
seemed ripe to the unworldly princess.
She had only a legend to go on. St.

hooi.mn a Chriiitian
OWJIUia BMO<l

cathedral again when four kings sit
beneath Its dome and hear a Te Deum
>f thanksgiving for its recovery.
When the Turks took Constantinople,the pillage was incalculable.

The Russian Cardinal Isidore valued
it *400,000,000 merely the coined gold
Found in residences. The jewels, plate,
irnaments, furniture, etc., taken in
palaces and churches were never estl- I

mated. Precious carpets, tapestries.
etc., served as bedding to the Asiatic
camels, and 200.000 volumes of the
library heated the baths of the bar-
barians. \
Now, for the legend. When the

janissaries burst into Constantinople
the splendid city was so vast and the
cowardly negligence of its citisens so

great that the Turks were looting paliceand hippodrome before the resi-
ientlal quarters knew that the walls
bad fallen. Those who had time
rushed for refuge to the vast space of
It Sophia, where 100,000 people bar-

* * ,
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The battering In of the bronse doors
announced the arrival of the Turks, i

The non-resistance of the trembling
multitude made even the soldiers of i

Mahomet hesitate between carnage
tad profit, and at that moment c.ame
i fortunate diversion. .To solemn
music, a great procession of the <

priests of St. Spphla placed themselves
between the people and the Turks,
the rude hordes were impressed. A '

popular, captain sheathed his sword <

ind laughed. Sound and gesture were '

Contagious. No murder soiled the
Boor of St. Sophia. The Greeks 1
itretched out their arms to the hand- |
cuffs.
Their last look was for the priests J

who had so courageously intervened. ,*
None were visible; all had disap-1.
seared. From the memory of that I,'
Itrange disappearance rose an em-1

broideryof the legend.not so im- f;
pllcltly believed, perhaps, as that of
the four kings.that when Constantinopleshall again become Christian ,
end four kings hear the prophesied ,
Te Deum, the floor of St. Sophia will
reopen and the old procession rise up.
pith the holy objects in their hands.
; "When are these things to be?'
isked Ferdinand, fit- was his honeynoon,remember!)
"The legend is Venetian," said his <

princess.' "All will happen when a
patriarch of Venice sits In the chair 1
If St. Peter, let us do onr part. <

Bod win put the patriarch there when i

,'*

io ill and siok of everything. I
toped I would be dead and through
vith everything by now. Mr. Cardigan!Then they put me oft for a
lay. the people at the society, and I
tad to wait, although I had written
:o John that I meant to.to die. So
was afraid he might have come. 1

van afraid he had received my let:erand might he here, and I wanted
.o do what I had written.after
t'other had gone. It was silly of
ne to trnnk ne nad come, tor I don't
enow where John Dredd may be by
low. He may be anywhere in the
world or dead. He probably does
lot care where 1 am, or whether J
im dead or not. But now." ehe said
nore cheerfully. "I will go to the
lospital.if tHIs money is mine. T
will g«t well."
"Jove, yea!" said Morley Smith.

'There's not a bit of doubt you are
he girl."
He felt in his pocket for something!

he might sign and found the latest
mnual statement of his club. He |
nade her sign her name to this.1
in the blank sheet.and tucked it
arefully away in his inner pocket
This adventure was working out
tioely. He had plunged into it. and
le was getting out again, and that
s the ultimate perfection in advenures.The few dollars meant noth- ,
ng to him; he had more than .he
mew what to do with.
"Right-o!" he said cheerfully. "So
ow I'll just be toddling along,
rood night"
"You are sure it is all right?" the

irl asked as he drew on his coat
nd sought his hat and gloves. "It
leans so much to me.it means life,
nd health."
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IT ST. DENIS. THEY WERE THE El

ill is ready. Ferdinand, be king, and
iraw three kings around you!"

a a a a
X. xuitr/ixsi'.

yHtTS-rfid-the tender Idealist start
f*. Ferdinand, on his high political
career in Bulgaria. Almost every edu- |
national." charitable and technical institutionin'the land owes its origin
:o her-private fortune and his own.

They Organised Bulgaria out of their
>wn pockets. Diplomats, technicians,
contractors, priests and sisters were

continually on the go.
They sowed seeds of understanding

with Serbia, Montenegro and Greece.
Russia remained suspicious The birth
if a son gave them a chance of reconciliation.Marie Louise was terrified
it Russia's demand that her baby
Boris be baptised orthodox. Six years !
she held out, but when the venerated
Leo XIII himself advised her to yield.
Marie Louise made ner last sacrifice.
she gave her first born to the dream
of the four kings.
And then she died.
They say that Ferdinand mocked

wildly.
Gone, the dream of Christian glory!Bone, the four kings, with his angelprincess! With a dead heart, Ferdinandreturned to Paris, to eat shad

with Madame Otero.
"Ma-dame O-te-ro adored shad in

season," observes Bastion. "She would
Oe accompanied by a lady-in-waiting,whose duty was to remove the numeroussmall bones with a specially devisedknife and fork."
Otero knew her dignity. She

drear cd herself half princess.These are strange things. Thev
alone account for the astonishing1
alternations and final fall of Ferdinandof Bulgaria.
In those days the Pope died. Ferdinandwas apathetic in Paris. Leo XIII

passed away and Pius X took his
place. Ferdinand was electrified. It
struck him all in a heap "when a
patriarch of Venice sits In St. Peter's
seat!" And here was Pius X, who
had been cardinal-archbishop and
patriarch of Venice, the first such to
he elected Pope since 1463
Intense faith (or superstition, as

you please) revived in Ferdinand. His
princess had been right. He went to
work again with self-contained
genius which was known only by its
results. Alas, that Marie Louise was
not there to hold the dream steady!
Ferdinand dreamed less and less of
singing, more and more being sung
about. He spared himself nothing,
even on the day when he was told
he ought to take a German wife.
fihA Wfifl TSUnnnra PHnpoau nf

Reuss, handsome old maid, and of a
family overflowing with imperial
German influence. In October of the
same year Ferdinand was able to proclaimhimaelf cxar (king) of Bulgaria.In the following spring all
the powers had recognised them as
czar and czarina.
Four kings were marching on Constantinople.
But were they the right ones?
Ferdinand knew only that he was

the right one. He was on the edge
at Constantinople. Hs had Adrianople.He could hear the music boom
In St. Sophia. He saw himself
crowned, with incense and the plauIItsof the Christian world. Emperor of
the East!

It was mora than Marie Louise had
promised. Her humble faith had
given him a singing part in the
re Deum. He desired to be the big
noise. It was the fly in the ointment,
he grain of sand in the machinery.
Not four kings, but five kings, six

kings had been fumbled into the pack
of Constantinople. On one side was
Russian Jealousy, but on the other,
Sermany (seven kings, eight kings to
ling Tt Miraun wn ayeiuy we oc- i
suit ally of the Turk: and Ferdinand,
counting on Germany, attacked his
lilies. (

In turn, Berlin and Vienna (ailed
htm. The disgrace of Bulgaria was
severe. "But wait," said Ferdinand,
"just wait!"
The Germans are a musical people.
When the world war was due he

counted again on those singing
rolces. Late in lilt, Italy being still
leutmL the Stamps of Turin gave
tut the favored Information that went
around the world at the time, and

"Quite sure!" Raid Morley Smith,
and he bowed himself out of the
room and cloned the door. He was
sure he heard the girl sob then. He
stood an instant, with his hand on
the knob, to make sure, and then
opened the door enough to look inside.The girl was clasping her
mother in her arms in an agony ,of
love.

"I say!" said Morley Smith. "The
chappy you mentioned.John Dredd
.he is in the other room, what? I
all but forgot the poor beggar!"
Again the girl made the

feminine gesture of smoothing her
hair. She went white and put her
hand to her heart, and then she
smiled and walked toward the other
door. liravelv. and Morley Smith
closed the door and turned.
Across the hall the door was open,

and he had a momentary glimpse of
the interior of just such another
room as the one he had left, but by
the poor bed a woman was kneeling,
and a man stood at her side, his
back to the door. His hand was on
her shoulder and his head was
bowed.

"Jove, yes!" said Morley Smith
softly, but what he meant he did not
know, although we can guess. He
tiptoed down the stairs very quietly,
and when he was in the drizzling
outer air again, he repeated the
words: "Jove, yes!"
Perhaps he meant that adventuring

from a comfortable club chair was
well worth while, for he stopped at
the first florist's and sent white flowersto the room where even the
sympathy of a poor woman with
mind estranged had been welcome.

^ FORMER
OULEVARD

S -1 Hip!

<£&' % Ji
, %j&: yl| *

rf^MlS>ilIj,lW« jfti 1 V*'&W*ZTy

|^E^a^BBS^iJ*p^ t/\

IENCH ANCESTORS OP FERDINAND,
i
a

after the armistice became known In
many of its Aetails. that.
"Among the promises transmitted

to Ferdinand by Germany is included
the cro^rn 6t Bysafitium (antique
name of Constantinople), but that he
finds it. difficult tq credit!"

"It was a dream: says Ferdinand,
in 1921.

CURIOUS BEHAVIOR
OF THE YANGTZE

" pHE Yangtze, the great muddy
river of China, is one of the greatestof streams and its valley is the

most densely populated and closely
cultivated river basin in the world.
It crosses the whole of China In its
3,000-mile course to the sea. The
Yangtze has a different name in al-
most every province, and pours a

flood of diluted mud through half
its valley, lingeing the ocean 'for
more than a hundred miles offshore.
There are many interesting features
of this most interesting river.
When the snows melt In Tibet and

the monsoon pours its annual flood
on the watershed, the Yangtse rises
SO or 100 feet at Chungking. 70 or
80 feet at Ichang and 40 or 50 feet
at Hankau. sweeping in a fierce flood
from June to October and then fallingas rapidly as a foot a day.
Strange things happen along this

"river of fragrant tea fields." when
all the landmarks and boundaries
are submerged: some of them match
anything from the "Peterklns" or
comic opera.
One year a passenger steamer

found herself aground in a rice field
far from the river bank and the
water fast subsiding. The rice farmer
raged, talked of trespass and ground
rent, forbade any Injury to his propertyby trench digging and finally
forced the shipowners to buy the
field as a storage place for the vessel
until next year's flood should release
it. Then the river rose in a sudden
and unparalleled after flood and
floated away the impounded ship.
Meanwhile a junk which had been

sent to quell the riotous people
ran aground in another field while
seeking the besieged ship, and the
mad country folk, cheated of their
winter prey and profits, set upon the
Junk with pitchforks, drove off the
officers and crew, looted the Junk of
every portable object and mads winterfuel of her timbers.

A Stinging Plant.
xifHT the Indian turnip stings has

been discovered. The name by
which the Indian turnip is officially
known is arlsaema triphyllum. It is a

. armo* o v*l l fsmilw SnH
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has some of the qualities of Its relatives.the green dragon, sweet flag,
skunk cabbage, calls, calladlum, rhubarb.onion, horse radish, grape, wanderingJew, calecasln, fuchsia and
phyllodendron. The acridity of the
Indian turnip has been demonstrated
by Prof. William B. Lsrsenby of the
Ohio State University, to be due to
the presence of needle-shaped crystalsin the cells of the plants. Crystals.called "raphides" occur in a numberof plants, but in most of them
they are coated with mucillaglnous
matter. Those in the Indian turnip
have not this covering and when the
plant is chewed or tasted the sharp
points of the he*dle-Uke crystals
come In contact with the lips, tshgue
and membranous surface of tbe
mouth. They bite, burn and sting.

Effects of Electricity.
'THE observations of an eminent

scientist as to the effects of electricityon the animal body show some
remarkable results. Man has much
greater power of resistance, or much
less susceptibility, than many other
animals. A leech placed upon a copperplate that rests upon a larger
plate of sine is unable to crawl off
on account of the feeble electric actionexcited by the contact of the
metals. Horses are troubled by slight °

differences of potential. Aa ox treatedfor rheumatism with electricity
succumbed to a current absolutely Inoffensiveid man.
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