CHAPTER XXXVII-——Continuned

P NGELA,” he sald, *Mr. Du-

¢ caine is here. You can speak

with him if you will, but it

must be in my presence. You

‘must not think that I do not trust you

—both of you. But I owe this con-
dition to your father.”

Ehe came over to me wvery timidly.
Bhe seemed té me so beautiful, so ex-
quisitely childish, that I touched” the
fingers of the hand she gave me with a
feeling of positive reverence.

“You come to wish me God-
shall never

have
epeed I murmured. o !
forget 1it’

“You &re really going, then?™

I am going for a little time out of
life, Lady Angela,” I snswered.
Y Lord Chelsford knows

nt But I am not golng in disgrace.
7 am very thankful to be able to tell

eSERTY

t was not necessary to tell me” she
“Am I not here?™
low over her hand, which rest-

ANSwWere(

ed still in mine
“Mine is not & purposeless exile—nor
pltogether an unhappy one—now,” I
seid. "7 have work to do ILady An-
gela, and 1 am golng to it with a good
hes When we meet again I hope
may be differently. Your ocom-

mory of it will stand often
I and loneliness. It "~ will
the very bitterest of my days.”
are really golng—to China?™

me

the muffied thunder of the gea below.
The rain beat upon the window panes.
The little house, strongly built though
it was, seemed to quiver from its very
fourdations. T caught up my over-
coat, and boldly descended the narrow
staircase. Grooton stood at the bot-
tom, holding & lamp in his hand.

“You ere quite safe tonight, sir”
he sald. "“There'll be no one about in
such & storm.”

I stood ltm for & moment. The rag-
ing and tearing of the sea below had
momentarily triumphed over the north
wind.

“The trees In the spinney are snap-

ping like twigs, 'sir,” Grooton re-
merked. “There's one lying right
across the path outside. But you'll

excuse me, sir—you're not going out!

*“I think so, Grooton,” I answered,
“for & few minutes. Remember that
I have been a prisoner here for three
days. I'm dying for some fresh air.”

“] don't think it's hardiy safe, sir,”
he, protested, d/oprecntlngly. “Not that
there's any fear of your being meen:
the wind's enough to carry you over
the cliff.”

“I shall risk 1t, Grooton,” I an-
swered. “I think that the wind is go-
ing down, and there won't be a soul
about. It's too good a chance to miss.”

I waited for a momentary lull, and
then I opened the door and slipped
out. The first breath of cold strong
air was like wine to me after my con-
finement, but & moment later I felt
my breath taken away, and I was
lifted 2lmost from my feet by a sud-
den gust. I linked my arm around the
trunk of a swaying pine tree and hung
there tiil the iull came. Up into the
darkness fromm that unseen guilf below
came showers of spray, white as snow,
about mo/.

falling like rain all It
was & night to remember.
Presently I turned inland, and

reached the park. I left the footpath

where quite close at hand. The lights
had been extinguished, but it was there
waiting. I did not hesitate any longer.
I kept on the turf Ly the side of the
evenue and made my Wway up to the
house.

The library alone and one small win-
dow on the ground floor were Iit. I
crept up on the terrace and tried to
peer in, but across each of the library
windows the curtains were too closely
drawn. There remained the small win-
dow at the end of the terrace., I crept
on tiptoe toward this, feeling waY
through the darkness by the t of
the house. Suddenly I came to & full
stop. I flattened myself against the
stonework and held my breath. Bome
one else was on the terrace. What I
heard was unmistakable. It was the
wind blowing among a woman's
skirts, and the woman was yery close
at hand. 4 5

T almost felt her warm breath as she
stole past me. I caught a gleam of her
pale face, sufficient to tell me who she
was, She passed on and took up her
stand outside that amall end window.

I, too, crept mnearer to it. About a
vard away thers was a projection of
the front. I stole into the deep corner
and weaited. A few feet from me I
knew that she, too, was waiting.

Half an hour, perhaps an hour,
passed. My ears becams trained te all
sounds that were not absolutely dead-
ened by the roar of the wind. I heard
the crash of falling boughs in the wood,
the more distant but unchanging thun-
der of the sea, the sharp spitting of the
rain upon the stone walk. And I heard
the opening of the window by the side
of which I was leaning.

I was only just In time. Through the
ralsed sash there came a hand, holding
a packet of /some sort, and out of the
darkness me another hand eagerly
stretched out to feceive it. I brushed
it ruthlessly aside, tore the packet from

Then I heard a }ttle cry from the
woman who hgd been standing a few
feet off. In the struggle I had lost my
cap, and a faint watery moon, half
tldden by a ragged bank of black
clouds, was shining weakly down upon
us.

“Guy,” she cried, and her voice was
sheking as though with terrors “Guy,
is that you?”

I lost my self-control. I forgot her
sex, I forgot everything except that she
was responsible for thls unspeakabls
corruption. I said terridble things to
her. And she listened, white—calm-—
speechless. When I had finished she
signed to the man to leave us. He
hesitated, but with a more peremptory
gesture she dismissed him.

“Guy,” she sald, “you have not spared
me. Perhaps I do not deserve it. Now
listen. The whole thing is at an end.

Those few papers are 2ll we want. You\m‘u”

father s already in France. I am leav-
ing at once. Give me those papers and
you will be rid of us forever. If you
do not I must stay on until I have re-
celved coples of a portion of them, at
any rate. You know very well now

-that I ean do this. Give me those that

you have. It will be safer—in every
way.” ' i

“Give them to you?™ I answered
scornfully. *“Are you serious?”

“Very serfous, Guy. Do you not see
that the sooner it is all over—the bet-
ter—the safer—up there?”

She pointed toward the house. I
could have struck the- white fingers
with their loathsome meaning.

“I shall teke this packet to ILord
Chelsford,” I sald. *“I am down here
as a spy—a spy upon sples. He (s
up at the houss now, and tomorrow
this packet will be In his hands. I
shall ‘tell him how I securedit. Ithink
that after that you will not have many
opportunities for plying yoﬁx cursed
trade.”

“You know the consequences?”

hand which told you the truth—a ring,
perhaps. At any rate, something.”

“T had no time to feel for such
things, sir,” I answered.

« “Ducaine,” Lord Chelsford sald, “I
m_lorcoll o connect your refusal to
hazard even & surmise as to the iden-
tity of that hand with your sudden de-
sire to break off all conneesifon with
this matter. I am forced to come to a
: Ducaine. You have discov-
ered the truth. You know the traitor?”

_“On the contrary, Lord Chelsford,” I
answered, “I know nothing.” . . .

Later in the day he came to me again.
I could see that he had made no fresh
discovery. X
mmn :::t he 'l.:t‘t' h“vﬂll.t time did

> 4 you erg last 1

“At midnight, sir.” - -

“And you were back?”’

“Before one.”

“That corresponds exactly with
Grooton’s statement,” Lord Chelsford
“And yet I have certain Infor-
that from a few minutes before
eleven tlll two o’'clock not one member
of the Military Board quitted the lib-
rary.”

I bowed.

“That is conclusive,” I remarked.

“It 18 remarkably Inconclusive to
me,” Lord Chelsford remarked grimly.
“Whom else save one of your friends
who are all upon the board could you
possibly wish to shiel@a?”

‘“That I even wish to do so0,” I an-
swered, “is purely an assumption.”

“You are fencing with me, young
man,” Lord Chelsfora sald grimly, “and
it is not worth while. Hush!”

There was a rap at the door down-
stairs. We Heard the Duke's measured
tones.

“I understood that Lord Chelsford
w here,” he sald.

Lord Chelsford has left, your Grace,”
Grooton answered.

“And Mr. Hill?

“He has been at the house all day,
your Grace.”

The Duke appeared to hesitate for
a moment.

“Grooton,” he said, “I rely upon you
to see that Lord Chelsford has this
note shortly. I am golng for a little
walk, and shall probably return this
way. I wish you to understand that
;hl-d.note, is for Lord Chelsford's own
and.”

& good deal of money In it—he oniy
groaned.”
Up on the top of the stalrs I was

shaking with excitement. I heard
Lord Chelsford speak, and his volce
was hoarse,

“Since then,” he asked, “what?”

“A man came to see father. THe
drove from Wells. He looked like a
Frenchman, but he gave no name. He
was in the Iibrary for an hour. When
he left he walked stralght out of the
house and drove away again., I went
into the llbrary, and—you know how
strong father is—he was crouching for-
ward across the table, muttering to
himself. It was like some-sort of a
fit. He dld not know me when I spoke
to him. Lord Chelsford, what does it
all mean?”

“Go on!” he answered. “Tell me the

“There is nothing else,” she faltered.
‘“He got better presently, and he kissed
me. 1 have never known him teo do
su¢h a thing before, except at morn-
ing or night. And then he locked
himself in the study and wrote. About
an hour afterward I heard him asking
everywhere for you. The servants
thought that you had come here. I
saw him crossing the park, so I fol-
lowed.”

Lord Chelsford came to the bottom
of the stairs and called me by name.
I heard Lady Angela's little cry of sur-
prise. I was downstairs In a moment
and she came straight into my arms.
Her dear tear-stained Ilittle face
buried itself upon my shoulder.

“I am so thankful, so thankful that
you are here,” she murmured.

And all the while, with the face of
a man forced into the présence of trag-
edy, Lord Chelsford was reading that
letter. When he had finished his hands
were shaking and his face was gray.
He moved over to the fireplace, and,
without a moment's hesitation, he
thrust the letter into the flames. Not
content with that, he stood over it
poker in hand, and beat the ashes into
powder. Then he turned to the door.

“Take care of Angela, Ducaine,” he
exclaimed, and hurried out.

But Lady Angela had taken alarm.
She hastened after him, dragging me
with her. Lord Chelsford was past
middle age, but he was running along
the cliff path like a boy. We followed,
Lady Angela would have passed him,
but I held her back. She did not speak
a8 word. Some vague prescience of the

are decent ' fellows or blackguards
Some natures are mere complex than
others, of course—that only means that
the weighing up of the good and evil in
them is 2 more difficult matter. There
are experts who can tell you the weight

of a haystack by loeking at it, and
there are vuthers who are able at
Christmas time to in@lulge in an un-
quenchable thirst by accurately com-
puting the weight, down to ounces, of
the pig or turkey raffled for at their
favorite public house. So the trained
student'of his fellows can also dlagnose
his subjects and anticipate their ac-
tions.”

The Marquis smiled.

“You analytical novelists would de-
stroy for us the whole romance of life,”
he declared. “I will not listen to you
any longer. I fear ignorance less than
disilluston!”

He passed on, and the little group at
once dlspersed. The novellst was left
alone. He went off In a huff. Lord
Chelsford plucked me by the arm.

“Let us sit down, Ducaine,” he said.
“What rubbish these men of letters
talk!”

I glanced toward the ballroom,
my companion shook his head.

“Angela is dancing with the Portu-
guese Embassador,” he said, “and he
will never give up his tem minutes
afterward. You must pay the penalty
of having married the most beautiful
woman in London, Guy, and sit out
with the old fogies. What rubbish
that fellow did talk!™”

“You are thinking——" I murmured.

“Of the Duke! Yes. There was & man
who to all appearance was a typical
English gentleman, proud, sensitive of
his honor, in every action which came
before the world a right-dealing and a
right-doing man. To do what seemed
right to him from one point of view
he stripped himself of lands and for-
tune, and when that was not enough
he stooped to unutterable baseness. ke
was willing to betray his country to
justify his own sense of personal hon-
or."

“In justice to him.,” I sald, “one must
remember that he never for a moment
belleved in the possibllity of a French
invasion.”

Lord Chelsford shook his head.

“It Is too nice a point,” he declared.
“We may not reckon 1t in his favoer.
I wonder how our friends on the other
side felt when they knew that they had
pald Afty thousand

but

Forgef Homes_ Turned to Ashes!

Rgmeinber Policies That Turned to Money!

p ds for false 'in-
formation ? We
ought to make you
a peer, Ducaine. The
Trogoldy money
would stand it.”

she rmured.
glinced toward Lord Chelsford. His
3 was turned to us. If he under-
st i the meaning of my pause he made
v not tell you where I am going
or whj 1 answered. “But I tell you
s, Lady Angela: I shall come back,
& 25 you have come to ses me to-
nig! so shall I come to you before
long If you will trust me I will
prove myself worthy of | A
fhe did mnot an-
gwer me with any
word st all, but
with a sudden little
forward movement
of h her hands,
ar I saw that her

eves were swimming in tears. Yet they

ghor into mine like stars, and I saw

sorry,” Lord Chelsford saild,
interposing, “put Lady Chels-
will be walting for you, Angela.
\ ink I must ask you to remem-
er that I cannot sanction, or appear
by my silence to sanction, anything of

he led her away, but what 4id I
My heart weas beating with the
rapture of her backward glance. I
cared neither for Ray mor the Duke nor
living person. For with me it was

e one supreme moment of & man's
come too at the very moment

I was no longer at the
The wonderful gates

lifetime
of my despalr.
om of the pit.
i open.

CHAPTER XXXVII

bott

BLC

A Terrible Discevery
CALLED softly to Grooton frém my
room upsteira

“Grooton!™
Ye# y

1 stiil up at the Court?™
be there until midnight,

st of wind came suddenly roar-
the wood, drowning even

ing throug

so that I should avoid all risk of meet-
ing any one, and foliowed the wire
fencing which divided the park from
the belt of fir trees bordering the road.
I walked for a few hundred yards, and
then stopped short. .

I had reached the point where that
long straight road from Braster turned
sharply away inland for the second
time. At a point about a quarter of a
mile away, and rapidly approaching me,
came & twin pair of flaring eyes. 1
knew at once what they were—the
headlights of a motor car. Without a
moment's hesitation I doubled back
to the “Brand.”

“Grooton!” I called sharply.

Grooton appeared.

“Is any one at Braster Grange?” I
asked.

“Not that T have heard of, sir,” he
sanswered.

“You 4o not know whether
Smith-Lessing is expected back?”

“I have not heard, sir. They left no
servants there—not even a caretaker.”

J stepped back again into the night
and took the shortest cut across the
park to the house. As I neared the
entrance gates I left the path and
crept up close to the plantation which
bordered the road. My heart gave a
Jump as I listened. I could hear .the
low level throbbing of a motor some-

World’s Greatest Streets;

(Continued Frem Back Fage Thia Section)

of the desert, tales from *“The Arablan

Wights” or passages from the Koran—
are 2 intensely interesting t¢ the un-
sophisticated wanderer from,the West-
ern world

Greeks, Nublans and Persians mingle
in & motley throng. Heres a Bedouin,
with his broad striped *“burnous” of
camel's hair; there & portly Turk,

whose green turban proclaime him to
be a descendant of the Prophet; Syri-
&ns, Kabyles from Algeria;
Moors from Tunis and Ethioplans from
the Soudan, black as night; donkeys
Jaden with bundies of sugar cane and
great panniers of oranges; camels and
dromedaries; Arabian horsemen and
every variety of wehicle help to swell
the crowd, while Scotch Highlanders in
the plaid “kiities” and the réd jacket
of the British army of occupation are
everywhere in evidence and add much
to the plcturesque ensemble.

The Sharis Mooski is the "Bowery”
ol Cairo—ea broad street filled at all
times of the day with & most bewilder-
ing crowd of Orientals, passing and
repassing constantily—a moving mass
of color—red tarboushes, red and
green turbans, and of Dblue, Ddlack,
yellow and multicolored burnouses and
ell manner of curious costumes of daz-
gling hue apd fahtastic shapes, all
blending, mixing, moving, like the col-
ors of a kaleldoscope and supplemented
by a mediey of shouts and babble In a
dozen strange jargons—the braying of
donkeys, the groaning of camels, the
rattling cups of the sweet-drink vend-
ers—all combining to complete an
Oriental potpourri which no other oity
rof the Levant can equal

Among other interesting streets of
the world, we must not fall to mention
the sad Via Dolorosa, or “street of
sorrows,” in Jerusaiem; the grazd Rue
de Pera of Constantinople, where the

East meets the West and mingles in
onc common flood; the world-famed
Prado of Havana, with its beautiful
érive and its great parade of carriages
on Sunday aftersnoons; and the Calle
Obispo, that narrow, busy, brilliant
eliey, where the wealth of Cuba goes
to shop. So narrow is the Calle Obispo
that carriages are allowed to pass
through it in only one direction—going
down ©Obispo and returning up the
Calle O'Reilly, the nmext parallel busi-
ness street. Ty

No less interesting are the beautiful

Copts,

Calls San Francisce of Mexico City,
with its brilliant crowds, its gorgeous
palaces, its splendid churches, and the
quaint dark-arched passage ways of
Guanajuato, that marvelous Mexican
mining city of the north; while in
classic Athens—distressingly modern
though it be, with its buzzing trolley
cars and electric lights—we may look
with absorbing interest upon many a
glittering pageant of the Greek church,
when the streets are filled with chant-
ing priests in their most gorgeous
vestments, attended by red-robed
acolytes with smoking censers, and
tifousands of strangely devout med-
ern Greeks bearing lighted candles im
their hands,

There is something In the deliclous
sunshine of Venice, in the deep azure
of her skies, In the musio of her rip-
pling waters, in the mystery of her
gliding, sWadowy gondolas, in the
poetic associations of her gilded
palaces and the splendor of her his-
tory, which marks the beautiful city
as a thing apart—the fairest picture
that memory can recall of all our
wanderings in the lands of poetry and
romance.

“Throned on her hundred isles” she
#its, alone, unique emong the cities of
Europe, fascinating and =altogether
charming—a city whose streets are
canals, and whose cabmen and coach-
men are gondoliers; a silent city, in
which the sound of wheels or the clat-
ter of horses’ hoofs has never been
heard; a city without carriages, drays,
care, hearses or vehicles of any kind;
& toy city, in which the people seem
to pl at living; a city of musiec and
beautiful pictures, in which the songs
of the gondoliers, echoing across the
canals and the broad lagoons, mingle
delightfully with the distant strains
of guitars and mandolins thrummed
by dark-eyed signorinas on the balco-
nies and house tops.

Slowly, silently, our gondola leaves
the Riva degl! Schiavoni and traverses
for the last time the Grand Canai. San
Marco, with its Oriental domes, its
splendid mosaics and its matchiess
Campanile, fades from our lingering
vision.

The Doges' Palace, the Bridge of
Sighs and the Rlaito become but a
glorious recollection. The canals, the
broad lagoons, the beautiful palace,
the bright-colored salls of the “bra-
gozas,” the deep biue of Venetian
skles and the deeper blus of the
Adriatic mingle with the echoing songs
of the gondoliers, the incense from a
hundred Venetian ahars, and all the
storied romance of her wonderful his-
tory In one delicious memory—a plc-
ture of surpassing loveliness, destined
to linger ever in our minds as the

delightful thing in all the falir land of

Italy!

And so, with happiest memories, we
bid farewell to the world's most beauti-
ful thoroughfare, the Grand Canal.

the fingers which suddenly strove to
retain it, and with my other hand I
caught the arm a littie above the wrist.
I heard the flying footsteps of my fel-
low watcher, but I did not even turn
round. A flerce joy was in my heart.
Now I was to know. The veil of mys-
tery which had hung over the doings at
Braster was to be swept aside. Istopped
down unt!l my eyes were within a few
inches of the hand. I passed my fingers
over it. I felt the ring

Then I remember only that mad head-
long flight back across the park, where
the very air seemed full of sobbing,
mocking voices, and the ground beneath
my feet swayed and heaved. I could
not even think coherently. I heard the
motor go tearing down the road past
me, and come to a standstill at the
turn. Still I had no thought of any
danger. It never oceurred to me to
leave the footpath and make my way
back to the “Brand,” as I might well
have done, by a more circuitous route.
I kept on the footpath, and just as I
reached the little iron gate which led
into the spinney, I felt & man's arm
sudfenly flung around my neclk, and
with a jerk I was thrown almost off
my feet. ¥

“He is here, madame,” T heard a low
voice say.
I have him safe.”

I think that my desperate humor lent
me more than my usual strength. With
a flerce effort I wreched myself free.
Almost immediately I heard the click
of a revolver. ’

“If you move,” a low volce said, “I
fire!”

“What do you want? I asked.

‘“The papers.”

I laughed bitterly.

“Are they worth my life?” I asked.

“The life of & dozen such as you,”
the man answered. “Quick! Hand them
over.”

“Take the papers from him, '

“They are not my concern,” I an-
swered coldly.

She looked over her shoulder.

“If 1I,” she said, “were as unwavering
In my duty as you I should call Jean
back.”

“I am indifferent,” I answered. *“I
do not value my life enough to shrink
from fighting for it.”

She turned away.

‘You are very young, Guy,” she saild,
“and you talk like a very young man.
You must.go your own way. Send for
Lord Chelsford, if you will. But re-
member all that it will mean., Can't
you see that such stern morality as
yours is the most exquisite form of

selfishness? Good-by, Guy.”
Bhe giided away. 1 reached the
“Brand” undisturbed.

CHAPTER XXXIX

The Traltor

DO not understand you, Du-
caine, Lord Chelsford sald
slowly. “You have . been a
faithful and valuable servant
to your country, and you know very
well that your services are not likely
to be forgotten. I want you only to
be consistent. I must know from
whom you received this packet.”

“I cannot tell you, sir,” I answered.
“It was a terribly dark night, and it is
not easy to identify a hand. RBesides, it
was snatched away almdst at once.”

“In your own mind, Ducaine,” Chels-
ford sald, “have you hazarded a guess
as to who that unseen person might
be?” / 3
“It is too serious a matter to haszard
guesses about, sir,” 1 answered.

“Nevertheless,” Lord Chelsford con-
tinued, eying me closely, *“in your
own mind you know very well who that
person was. You are a bad lar, Du-
caine. There was something about the

¢

“Certainly, your Grace.”

*“Not only that, Grooton, but the fact
that I called here and left a communi-
cation for Lord Chelsford is also—to be
tor‘ottgn." e

“I quite understand,
Grooton assured him.

The Duke struck a match, and a mo-
ment or two later we saw him strolling
along the cliff side, smoking a cigar-
ette, his hands behind him, prim, care-
fully AQressed, ,walking with the meas-
ured ease of a man seeking an appetite
for his dinner. He was scardely out of
sig] nd Lord Chelsford was on the
point of descending for his note, when
my heart gave a great leap. Lady
Angela emerged from the plantation
and crossed the open space in front
of the cottage with swift footsteps.
Her hair was streaming in the breeze
as though she had been running, but
there was not a vestige of color in her
cheeks. Her eyes, too, were llke the
eyes of a frightened child.

Lord Chelsford descended the stairs
and himself admitted her.

“Why, Angela,” he exclaimed, “you
look as though you had seen a ghost.
Is anything the matter?”

“Oh, I am afraid mo0,” she answered.
“Have you seen my father?”

“Why?” he asked, fingering the note
which Grooton had silently laid upon
the table.

your Grace,”

“Something has happened!” s=he ex-
clalmed. “I am sure of it, Last night
he came to me before dinner. He told

me that Blenavon was in trouble. It
was necessary to send him money by a
special messenger, by the only person
who knew his wherealouts. I{e gave
me a packet, and he told me that at a
quarter-past twelve last night I was to
be in my music-room, and directly, the
stable clock struck that I was to open
the window and some one would be
there on the terrace and take the
packet. I did exactly as he told me,
and there was some one there; but I
had just held out the packet when a
third person snatched it away, and held
my hand close to his eyes as though
to try and guess who I was. I man-
aged to get it away and close the win-
dow, but I think that the wrong per-
son must have taken the packet. I
told my father today, and—you know
that terribly stiil look of his. I thought
that he was never going to speak
again. When I asked him if there was

truth even then, I think, had dawned
upon her.

We must have gone a2 mile before we
came in sight of him. He was strolling
along, only dimly visible in the gather-
ing twilight, still apparently smoking,
and with the air of a man taking a
lelsurely- promenade. He was tolling

up the side of the highest ciiff in the,

neighborhood, and once we saw him
turn seaward and take off hiy hat, as
though enjoying the breeze. Lord
Chelsford waved his hand and shouted.

“Rowchester!” he cried. *“Hi! Wait
for me!”

The Duke waved his hand as though
in salute, and turfed, apparently with
the object of coming to meet us. But
at that moment, without any apparent
cause, he lurched over toward the clift
side, and we saw him fall. Lady An-
gela’s cry of frenzied horror was the
most awful thing I had ever heard.
Lord Chelsford took her Into his arms.

“Climb down, Ducaine,” he gasped.
“I'm done!”

I found the Duke on the shingles,
curiously unmangled. He had the ap-
pearance of a man who had found
death restful.

CHAPTER XL

The Theories of a Novelist

HE novelist smfled. He had been

buttonholed by & yery great' man,

which pleased him. He raised

fils volce a little. There were
others standing around. He fancied
himself already the center of the
group. He forgot the greatness of the
great man.

“In common with many other people,
my dear Marquis,” he said, “you labor
under a great mistake. Human char-
acter is governed by as exact laws as
the physical world. Give me a man's
characteristics and I will undertake
to tell you exactly how he will act
under any given clrcumstances. It is
a question of mathematics. We all
carry with us, inherited or acquived, a
certain amount of resistanes to evil In-
fluence, certain predilections toward
good and  vice versa, according as we

“For heaven's
sake, don't!” I cried “What have I
done that you should want to banish
me into the pastures?”

“You talk too much,” my companion
murmured. “In the Lords it wouldn't
matter, but in the Commons you are a
nuisance. I suppose you want to be
taken into the Cabinet.”

“Quite true!” I admitted. “You want
young men there, and I am ready any
time.”

“A man with a wife like yours"™
Lord Chelsford remarked, thoughtfully,
“is bound to go anywhere he wants.
Then he sits down, and takes all the
credit to himself.”

Angela passed on the arm ef the Em-
bassador. She waved her hand gayly
to us, but her companion drew her
firmly away. We both looked after her
admiringly.

“Guy,” Lord Chelsford sald. “we have
both of us done some good work in our
time, but never anything better than the
way we managed to hoodwink everybody
—even herself, about her father.
Among the middle classes he remains
a canonized saint, the man who pau-
perized himself for their sakes. Ray
was too full of Blenavon's little aber-
rations to suspect any one else, and our
friends from across the water who
might—I mean the woman—have been
inclined for a little blackmail, were
obliging enough to make a final disap-
pearance in the unlucky Henriette. The
woman was saved, though, by the by.

“The woman {is still alive,” T told
him, “but T will answer for her silence.
I allow her a small pension—all she
would accept. She Is living In the
south of France somewhere.”

“And Blenavon,” Lord Chelsford said,
with a smile, *has married an Ameri-
can girl who has made a different man
of him. What character those women

havel She hasn't a penny, they tell me,
until her father dies, and they work on
their ranch from sunrise. She will be

an ornament to our aristocracy when
they do come back.”

“They are coming next spring™” T
remarked, “if they can do it out of
the profits of the ranch—not unless.
Blenavon has carried out his father's
wishes to the letter, and cut off the
entail of everything that was neces-
sary.”

“What a silly ass that novelist waas!”
Lord Chelsford declared vigorously.

BEATING THE FARE ON OVERCROWDED STREET CARS

NE evening last week an Aver-
age Man boarded an outbound
Market-street car at Third
street. It was the rush hour and
the car was jammed, The Average
Man found himself sandwiched be-
tween a grimy laborer and 2" nattily
dressed stenographer. A forest of os-
trich plumes. decorating the jhead of
& stylishly gowned portly matron
tickled his face and set awry his
pince-nes and the villlanous fumes of
somebody’'s tobacco pips lou«} in his
halr. Altogether it was tough on the
Average Man, but he wanted to get
home and didn"x particularly eare. Be-
sides, the Average Man was used to it.
“Fare, please! Fare, pleass!” The
mass of humens wedged in the alsle
swayed ever so slightly and the dis-
comfited looking conductor appeared.
The Average Man dutifully proffered
‘his nickel and clutched at the fragile
white transfer he got in return. The
ostrich plumes brushed away rém his
face for some moments and gave the
Average Man a chance to see things.
And the first thing he saw was that
the owner of the ostrich plumes dldn’t
pay her fare. Bhe had got on the car
with the Average Man at Third street,
because the Average Man had noticed
those ostrich plumes at the safety sta-
tion, just as he had noticed the vil-

lainous fumes of the tobacco pipe be-

hind him, Yet the stylishly gown:

matron seemed totally oblivious of the
conductor's presence, and the Il
smelling plpe was being puffed as in-
cessantly as ever—its owner dldn't
pay, either. The grimy laborer on the
Average Man's right glared indignant-
1y at the condluctor as if to say: “Con-

found your {mpudence! Haven't I
given you my nickel already?’ _And
the little stenographer was staring fix.
edly at the advertising signs near the
roof of the car. Yet both the laborer
and the stenographer had got on at
Third street too.

Now thess things set the Average
Man a-thinking. He realized other
evenings when he had gone home
on crowded cars, and he recalled, too,
the surprisingly small proportion of his
fellow pas rs who had handed over
their nickels. Also he remembered that
he invariably paid his fare himself, and
then began to wonder if he really had
to. At any rate, the Average Man con-
cluded that s great many San Fran-
ciscans ride free. :

The uninitiated might imagine that
the folks who don't pay during rush
hours and at o times are self-con-

fessed members the “Straphangers’

League.” In reality they are
of the kind. The Straphangers’
has to be. The little red

on
bearing the legend, “No seat, no fare!”

‘ we going to stay
nebody would demand. “Un-
til this man pays his ‘or leaves the
c?r.“ gxed.;eoiductor wou ~°“'°l’u§'
ply. And then ~come  another
waiting spell. - g P

By this time the man with the red
button would be- feeling very uncom-
fortable. Instinctively he felt that the

moral support of the passengers was
no longer with him, and even a mem-
ber of the Straphangers’ League can-
not go far without moral support.
Then some of ‘the passengers would be-
gin to think out loud and make the
S. H. L. man feel anything but a hero.
The result invariably was that the
wearer of the little red button slunik
sheepishly from the car and flung the

Straphangers’ League emblem in the’

mud. The organization may have been
all right In {ts way, but it was ob-
_viously born out of due time.

But, as the Average Man has found
out and has been finding out for sev-
eral weeks, a large proportion of strap-
hangers ride free. Only the other
evening the Average Man found addl-
tional proof that such is the case. He
had secured a er seat inside a Six-
teenth-street car at the Bryant-street
terminus. At Valencia street, follbw-
ing the praiseworthy custom of the San
Francisco gentleman, he resigned his
place in favor of a tall, large-eved
young woman, who graciously smiled
her thanks. She was still smiling when

the conductor's “Fare, pléase!” rang
through the car. The paused
directly in front of her, but perceptibly
‘wilted before her steady, Indignant
gaze. He fell back a pace, relterated

“Fare, please!” and touched the Av-
erage Man on the shouider. The Av-
erage Man murmured something about
having paid already, and produced as
a voucher the transfer the conductor
had given him but a few minutes be-
fore. And all this while the large-
-eyed young lady watched the proceed-
ings with the air of a person who had
pald her fare several times over.

s Not always, however, is so simple a

?ﬂhod, securing a free ride effec-
ve. . ting one's way is an art and
not every passenger knows the fine
points of te game. The smalf boy has
an ingenious method of getting fres
transportation that in nine cases out
of ttchn‘:::k: "L::t. charm. He stands
on the n orm response
to the condugtor'- denms,nhu-g:y
replies, “The lady—inside,” at the e
time twisting his head or jerking his
thumb toward the interior of the car.
+And that's all. Maybe the conductor

persuades some woman unconsclously
to pay for the graceless urchin on the

platform, or maybe he forgets all about’

the diminutive passenger, or maybe he

’thinh the game not worth the candle.
At all events it is a rare thing for him
to mccost the boy a second time and
demand an explanation.

The' Average Man has discovered,
since he began to be Interested in the
matter, that on any day and at any
time of the day, somebody secures a
free ride; but he knows of at least one
case whers more than a score of per-
sons abstained from handing over their
nickels. It was on Fillmore street and
the car was filled to overflowing. The
inevitable small boy was dangling his
feet from the edge of the roof and
along the guard rail several sedate citi-
zens were hanging on by their vest
buttons. The conductor was wedged in
so tight that he just couldn't get
around to collect the fares and the
good-natured crowd was squeezing him
for all it was worth and grinning
broadly at his predicamént. “Fare,
please! Fare, please!” he shouted, vainly
trying to get to the rear of tae car. “Oh,
take it easy, old boy!” shouted somebody
in the throng; “there’s nothing doing!”
And neither was there. The erowd had
thinned slightly by the time the car
had reached the grade at Fulton street,
but the breathless conductor made neo
effort to gather in the nickels. Even
¢armen are human.

Very rarely has the Average Man
found himself in full sympathy with
the people who cheat the United Rail-
roads out of nickels, but he recalls one
case where the person concerned got
a free ride and really deserved it. An
affable looking German of goodly pro-
portions trotted after a Powell street
car just as it began to climb one of
the numerous hills that mark its route.
He had secured a firm on the
guard ratl when he missed his footing
and fell flat on his back.- His hand slid
down’ the pole, but he refused to let go
and, his heels rattling briskly on the
paving stones, he was dragged more
than half a block till the car stopped
on the welcome level of the cross street.
Decidedly the worse for his unusual
mode of locometion, the corpulent Ges-

man limpred aboard and degan dusting
his clo*hes. Just then the conductor,
quite oblivious of the incident, returned
from the front of the car.
“Fare, please!” he demanded, step-
ping out on the rear platform. .
The German gentleman paused in the
act of rearranging hls neck gear.
“Vot!" he exclaimed in withering ac-
cents, “do you vant me to bay tvice”’
Even the most persistent streetcar

“beats” do care to ply their veca-
tion too oft Accordingly many of
them, after securing a frees

ride on one line, are anxious to get a
transfer to help them along on another.
This is not & dificult precedure if the
“beat” chances upon a geod natured

conductor—and, et it be said par-
enthetically, most \of the United
Rallroads platform men are In-

credibly good natured. The “Beat,”
having reached his transfer poins,
starts off the car, anad

pauses,
then as an afterthought shouts to the o

conductor: “Oh, transter, please!” Nows .
in the strict course of justite hs
shouldn’'t get any transfer, because he
is to ask for it when he pays
his fare; but the conductor usually al-
lows mercy to temper justice and hands
over the wished for slip of paper. Somae-
times he hesitates, but al invari-
ably the splendid acting of the “beat”
wins the day. .

things and other thi ik
tqu. as we intimated Nm s.:
the Average Man a-thinking. They have
altered his views somewhat, too. Re-

car service s a disgrace, ona
was saying, “and the papers don't roast
company half enough. Fuses aré
m' blowing out and cars are peren-
aﬁn.'. m g th-‘t'?:k and the sched-
ule is totally unsu -to existing co
ditions. Here,” he .;
the Average Man, “what do you think?
The Average Man called up the pic-
¥ e free,
truthfully noﬂ«!:m
“I'm dead sure the United Raflroads
don’t get all that's coming to them.™
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