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"Going going gone !"
The hammer of the auctioneer

came down with a final tap. The
man of bids waved his hand to-

wards the cashier's desk. Earle
Barton paid four dollars, gave his
name and address, received a
package wrapped in tissue paper

"I'd Starve Before My First
Story Was Paid For."

and regained his companion,
Ward Tolman.

"Whatever induced you to pay
that money for a toy that looked
to me like a cross between a
baby's rattle and a nutmeg
grater?" rallied young Tolman.

"Well, in the first place it was
cheap, and further, it is quite an
oddity," replied Earle, but he did
not disclose for whom the pur-
chase was intended.

"What is it, anyhow?" inquired
Tolman.

"It is called a prayer mill. I
suppose that doesn't tell you
much, so I'll show it to you."

Earle removed the toy
from its wrappings. It's form
was box-lik- e, with a little ivory
handle. There was a slot across
it, and as the handle was turned
a silk ribbon showed between two
rollers.. This ribbon was covered
with hieroglyphics printed in
gold letters.

"The mill came from Thibet,"
said Earle. "It is made by the
priests in that great city of mys-
tery, Lhassa, a place where they
visit the intrusion of a stranger
with death. The devotee, when
he wishes to pray, simply turns
the mill and his work is done for
him."

"I see," nodded Tolman care-
lessly; "but how do you come to
know so much about these
curios?"

Earle flushed deeply and evad-
ed a direct response. He went on
to tell that he had a certain liking
for antiques. The auctioneer had
interested him by narrating the
story of a native priest of Thibet
traveling in the United States,
who had died in debt and whose
effects had been sold to bury the
poor fellow. The name of the
man was engraved on the mill
"Zuelphi."

The friends parted, Tolman,
who had money and position, to
attend some social function,
Earle, who had very little, to pro-
ceed to the nearest express office
and send the prayer mill package


