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DETPUYSTER. THRUST A REVOLVER_
IN°THE FACE " 97 THE MOoOR_..
fog shut down over the face of the

frock she wore and smiled cynically at
the idea that he should be interested in
the commonplace woes of a common-
place the west—
homesick, hysterical school
teacher making the grand tour alone
and mourning the absence of the head
clerk in the local

young person from
probably a

dry goods store. It
was nothing less

way

than scandalous the
his countrymen let their innocent
and pretty young girls go sailing around
the seven seas without an escort,

“They'll kill me!” the gir]l sobbed.
“I'm afraid of their awful black faces!
And I don’t love you!”

Her broken voice was so low that De
Puyster strained his ears to cateh the
This plainly something
more serious than an ordinary provin-
cial love affair. The girl felt herself In
Breat danger; it was an instinet with
him to avoid unpleasant scenes and it
would be easy to escape personal com-
plications simply notifying one of
the ship's officers. But something about
the girl appealed to him strongly and it
was a pleasure not to be resisted to feel
a keen thrill of interest in anything,
after hig 35 years of fat and selfish liv-
Ing. He knew a woman on the ship, a
charming old lady from Chicago, going
abroad with her daughter, who would
be just the person to mother and com-
fort this homesick, frightened girl. In
the meantime, he would—

The shadow of something big and
black suddenly shut out the light from
his window. The girl sprang up with
a stifled cry of joy.

“Bzra!l”

“Yes, I'm here,” boomed a man's deep
voice.

“But you promised—you said you
wouldn't—you’'ve broken your word.”

“Yes, I've broken my word. You
see, I love you."

The girl sank back in the chalir and
stared out at the ocean.

“You'll marry me, after all, Ellen”

“No,” the girl answered, looking up
at him bravely. “It's my cross and I
must bear it. I've prayed aver it, night

words. was

by

and day. It's my call and I must an-
swer It.”
“Your call is to marry me.”
“You've no right—it's been hard

enough—you're. a wicked man.”

De Puyster silently closed the win-
dow. He had suddenly remembered
that he was a gentleman and, for the
moment, he regretted it.

Half an hour later, when he stepped
back on deck, the steamer chair was
vacant and the deck empty. Also the
ship had run ipto a high head wind.

waters and for the next 48 hours De
Puyster tossed unhappily in his berth,
disturbed at regular intervals by the
muffled, sullen bleating of the foghorn

He retained just spirit enough to be
furiously angry at himself, and daily
Morosinl was made the recipient of his
complaints.

“At any rate, Morosini,”” he saild,
querulously, “if T must suffer the hu-
miliation of being seasick, you might,
at least, go and find out something
about Ezra - and Ellen, You know

they're the first people I've been really
interested in for 10 years.” -

One afternoon
with great news.

“A party of emigrants were quarrel-
Ing down In the steerage, sir. They
came to blows and one of them started
to draw a knife. Then this man you
call Ezra, sir, dropped down on them
from the deck above, seized the wrist
of the man who held the knife and bent
his arm back until he dropped it. Then
he put his foot on the stiletto and held
his man at arm’s length until a petty
officer took him in charge, sir.”

“Good! Good! You know I've never
seen him. Tell me what's he's like.”

“He's quite the giant, sir. Immensely
tall and broad shouldered. He wears
no whiskers, his chin s very brown,
and his hands big and rough. Appears
to be a hard working person, sir.”

“And the young woman?"

‘“Yes, sir. Occasionally she takes a
turn with him on deck. But most of
the time she sits about alone. Seems
to make no friends, ir, and to be very
unhappy.”

“Well, you must get me out tomor-
row,or I'll die of curiosity.”

Next morning early De Puyster oc-
cupied his chair on the top deck. The
sun was warm and grateful, the air
balmy 'and the great ship smoothly
plowed itg way through the rippling
sea on an even.,and easy keel. Pres-
ently the man and the girl came tramp-
ing down the deck together, one of her
small, brown hands linked into his arm.
They stopped at the rail in front of De
Puyster's chalr and stood there silent
for a moment until suddenly the girl
gave a rapturous cry of delight.

“Oh look! look!” :

To De Puyster the familiar vision teok
on fresh wonder as he watched her.
Out of the sky loomed vaguely a high
rounded peak of soft chocolate brown.
On its deep slopes . glowed square
patches of lush and tender green. Be-

the valet came back

Looking forward, he watched the bow, low, in pink and white and delicate

climb up the steep slope of a huge wave
and then pitch down the opposite side
like a gigantic toboggan. When the
bugle sounded the breakfast call he
retired instead to his cabin and dallied
with the toast and tea brought by#the
faithful Morosinl. Before noon a thick

blue, the walls and towers of a elimb-
ing town ran down to the edge of.a
green and silver ocean. ‘And, as the
off shore breeze struck the ship, the
alr was suddenly full . of a strange,
sweet, tropical fragrance.

The man turnéd his head with .a
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questioning look. “Excuse me,” he

sald, “do you know what place this is?”
“The Azores—the iszles of spice,” De

Puyster answered with a smile.

il G}‘?

“It's all the fairy stories come true,”
cried the girl.

From the foot of the town, like a
flock of black water birds skimming
the surface of the sea, the native boats
were racing out to the ship. A man
working a long sweep stood at the
gtern of each.

“Come on, Ellen,” the man sald, with
a Jaugh and & nod of thanks to De
Puyster, “we’'ll go ashore and look for
the fairfeg then.”

Standing at the rall De Puyster
watched them come back to the ship
again, three hours later. They were
the only passengers in one of the big
canoes. The man was laden with huge
and fragrant pines, white and purple
grapes and golden tangerines. The girl
had twined a vine, thick with big green
and lavender flowers, about her white
straw hat and "her arms were full of
strange tropical blossoms. To De
Puyster there sesmed something prim-

eval, elemental, about them. He
amused himself with the fancy
that  here was. 'a new Adam. and

Eve, not content ‘with taking a single
apple, who had looted all the trees of
their garden. The man’s rapt face and
the glow of happiness in the girl's eyes
put a swift end to his idle worry about
their woes. . Like the ship on which
they were gailing, it was plain that
their romance had come out of the
storm and fog into sunny weather and
favoring airs.

But late that night he was again
awakened by the sound of hushed sob-
bing outslde his cabin window. He
looked at the clock. It was after 1
in the morning. A waning moon was
faintly shining-and the wrinkled sur-
face of the sea was laced with phos-
phorescent threads. Under his window
the girl was. lying, huddled in. her
steamer chair. Below the big cloak
which covered her he saw the edge of
& white garment, Her slender figure
was racked with slow sobs.

“Oh Africa’s so big,” she was breath-
ing, “and T'm:so afrald! But I will,
John! T must! I'm wicked—wicked!"

De Puyster sat dewn hard on the
couch. *She’s wicked—wicked,” he re-
peated with a noiseless laugh. “And
ghe will, John, she must. But I know,
perfectly well, she Joves Egra.”

All the next day De Puyster fussed
about the decks with his eyes open, but
not once did the girl appear, nor could
he find her in the dining saloon. At
dinner the tall westerner stalked In, sat
down alone at a small table and ate

.8 hurried meal, hardly lifting his eyes

from the plate. Later De Puyster
found his friend, Mrs. Graham, wrapped
in her rug in a.quiet corner ‘of the
deck, and asked if she knew anything
of the girl.

The old lady smiled. “So that child
has aroused your blase, Interest, too?”
she asked. “Well, T don't know much.
I've tried to talk to her once or twice,
but she's a queer, timid little thing.
Her father is a Methodist minister out
somewhere in Idaho. 8he f{s, herself,
very religieus—regular littla fanatic,
in fact. She's going to Morocco as a
missionary.”

‘“Hasn't she got a lover somewhere?”

“Yes, I think she has. . That makes
her Christian duty harder to do and,
therefore, more necessary to be done.”

“There are women like that, then?"

“Plenty. Only you haven’t met many
of them." .

“Perhaps there s more than one
lover?” ; :

Mrs. Graham laughed. “You haven't
by any chance been laying your twenty
millions at her unsophisticated feet?"

“I'm a middle aged bachelor. of set-
tled habits, who I8 mildly iInterested
in freaks of human nature,” De Puyster
answered, solemnly.

At midnight De Puyster went into
the almost deserted smoking room to
quiet his unusual excitement with a
nighteap. Presently the big man from
the west filled the doorway with his
bulk gnd looked uncertainly about him.
With a nod De Puyster made place for
him in one of the leather lined alcoves
which surround the gard tables, and
offtered his cigar case.

“Thank yeu. My name {s Bright.
I'm from Idaho—out in the irrigated
country.”

“I'm De Puyster. I live.in New York.”

They - lit their cigars. “Yeou'rs the
first white man that's said a civil word
to me for a week,” said Bright, with
a slow smile. “I've had a ohill up. my
hackbone ever since ‘I left Chicago.
Out in my country we talk to each
other.” . . AT AR ; s

“We mean all right,” De - Puyster
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. broken, but it was the “poor heathen .

answered, “but we've been brought up
wrong."”

“Do you know anything about Mo-
rocco?”
“Not much. I've been there half a

dozen times. But no white man can
ever know much about Morocco.”

“I've a friend—a young lady—going
out there as a missionary. Do you call
it a safe country?”

“Is she married?”

“No--not yet.”

A deep flush showed through Bright's
tan.

De Puyster scratched his chin.

“You remember Perdicaris? And yet
white men and women have lived there
safely for years, That's just it. You
never can tell, when you're dealing with
Arabs. No; I don’t call it safe for a
young girl"”

As they stood up to go De Puyster
spoke again:

“My old Arab guide, Mohammed Yus-
sef, will probably meet me at Gibraltar.
If you're going across to Tangier I'll
be glad to help you out.”

Next morning early the mountain
coast of Spain rose grim and forbidding
out of the sea and the ship slipped
gently into the straits, past Trafalgar
and around Tarifa point, to where,
across its splendid bay, the lion of
Gibraltar rears its vast bulk to bar the
passage to the Mediterranean.

When De Puyster eame on deck Mrs.
Graham was waliting for him.

“She’s had a letter from her friends.
They are waliting for her in Tangier.
Bhe's going across the straits in the

morning. I'm going to chaperon her
in Glbraltar, We'll be at the
Bristol.” X

On the tossing deck df the tender
Mohammed Yussef was walting, draped
in his long white kourbash. His big
black oriental eves were radiant as he
recognized De Puyster and his curly
black beard bobbed in repeated sa-
laams. De Puyster took him at once
down Into the stuffy little smoking
room and there passed between them
five minutes of earnest conversation,
Yussef listening with delighted smiles
and putting In an eager question at
intervals. Finally, as De Puyster

handed him a roll of English gold, Yus-
sef made a salaam that almost teuched
the floor.

“You =hall be served, O highness”
he declared. “It ghall be done as you
direct.”

“Be sure you come to me for final
directions,” De Puyvster added, as he
climbed the stalrs to the deck.

He found Bright standing alone near
the stern of the little steamer, most
of the passengers being massed at the
bow. Already they were nearing the
long stone mole, on the other side of
which lay the great basin, where half
a dozen grim black men of war were
at anchor, each flying, the red barred
ensign of England.

“The levanter is blowing,” he sald
to Bright. ‘“We shall have nasty
weather.”

Bright nodded. “Are vou going across
to Tangler?' he asked.

“Yes. On tomorrow's steamer. And
you?”
“I'm not sure.”

At the mole De Puyster watched Mrs.
Graham get into a carriage with her
daughter and the girl, then, as they
drove off, invited Bright to accompany
him,

“To
hurry.”

With a tremendous but quite harm-
less lash of his whip the driver sent
his.fiery little black Barb stallion for-
ward. As they swung through the
Waterport gate, a tall patriarchal Moor,
his long gray beard hanging down over
his white karboosh, hustled his flock
of turkeys out of the way of the
whesls. Then, as the carriage passed,
he turned and spat after it venomously.

“There,” sald De Puyster, ‘“you see
how they love us.”

Bright straightened his tall figure on
the seat. “Yes,” he said, with a grim
frown, “I see.”

The narrow lane of Waterport street,
chief thoroughfare of the fortress, was
crowded, as it always is. Moorish
Jews, Iin yellow gaberdines. and bare
legs; stately Arabe, with proud, 1in-
scrutable faces, hung about the low,
deep arched doorways: black eyed
Spaniards peered out from the shops;
Tommies In red coats and pill, boxes,
swinging their swagger sticks, loitered
fn and out of the public houses. sall-
ors from the warships paraded in cou-
ples, their arms about e¢ach other's
necks and, presently, they passed two
companies of Highlanders in kilts, fol-
Jowing their whining bagpipes. Bright
sat silent through it all, his eyes to
the front.

Then, as the driver turned' down
Bomb Housa lane to avoid the crowd,
he broke out suddenly:

“Look here, Mr. De Puyster, I've got
to have some help. The girl I told
you about on the ship got off here,
She's going over to Morocco to marry
a missionary—and I know that she
loves ma."

“She’s at the hotel we're going to,
with some friends of mine,” De Puy-
ster answered.

“She's made me swear not to try to
see her again”

“I'l talk to her this afternoon,” De
Puyster promised. “Her people don't
meet her here. She had a letter from
them saying that they’d walt for her
in Tangier. She's going over in the
morning."

“All right,” said Bright. “I'll look
you up at b o'clock.and I'll keep out
of sight till"fhen. Let me out here.”

In the little garden opposite the
hotel and under tha shadow of the
big English church, De Puyster found
Mrs. Graham and her two charges. He
was presented to the girl—Miss Ellen
Gray. She was pale and, plainly, badly
frightened by her strange surround-
ings. But when he talked with Mra.
Graham a little later he found that
the child had made up her
finally.

“Before her father moved to Idaho,”
Mrs. Graham told him, “she attended
a 'little freshwater college In Iowa.
There she met a boy and promised to
marry him. He went as a missionary
to Morocco. Then out in Idaho she met
another man, and fell in love with him.
You should see her eyes light up when
she told me how he went out single
handed and brought in the leader of
a gang of train robbers—it seems he's
a United States marshal out there and

the Bristol,” he said, “and

he owns a big ranch and ycru,o! ap-

ple orchards.

“S8he wrote to the missionary boy,
and he promptly gave her up and
wished her happiness. But he was.a
very wise and crafty little missionary
boy.. Of course, his own heart was

he said ‘most about. With her by his

Upstart”

mind-

side he had planned a great work for
the church. He should stay at his post
and do his duty, anyhow, but-—how the
the heathen would miss her—the cause
of the church would be set back for
vears by her desertion. She brooded
over it, poor little fanatic, until it
seemed her one hope of salvation to
go. So she crushed down her love and
started—the worst frightened, bravest,
most  pitiful little martyr that ever
went to the stake.”

In the short southern dusk, after
dinner, De Puyster found Bright and,
climbing together up the steep stone
steps of Prince Edward's ramp, told
him what he had heard. The big man
listened in silence.

“Well,” he said finally, “I'm golng to
cross over on the boat with her in the
morning, anyhow. She promised to let
me know {f ever I could help her, and
I'm going to stay within hearing dis-
tance.”

“I'll_be _on the boat to look after
her,” De Puyster answered. “I'll not
leave her till she meets her people.”

Bright pointed away to the south-
west, where some dim sparks glowed
Iike stars on the surface of the ocean.

“There are the lights of Tangler, .If
I've got to give her up I'll not say
goodby till the last,’’ he sald.

Mohammed Yussef was waiting when
De Puyster got back to the hotel.

After a few moments' talk the Moor
went out and, half an hour laten,
though the gates of the fortress were
locked for the night and it was in vio-
lation of all the laws of Great Britain,
& tiny felluca presently slipped away
from its mooring in the crowded bay
and went sllently skimming away to-
ward the African coast.

The Geb-el-dar, the anclent tub which
serves as ferry between the two con-
tinents, was already crowded with
tourists when De Puyster drove down
to the mole. Mrs. Graham and her
daughter had come to wish a God-
speed to Ellen Gray. As they left the
carriage De Puyster caught a glimpse
of the stern, brown face of Bright
peering through the porthole of the
stuffy smoking room below decks. The
girl clung to Mrs, Graham for a mo-
ment as the elder woman kissed her
goodby, and there were tears in her
eyes as De Pu er escorted her to the
bow of the little steamer.

Once beyond the end of the mole,
with the broad panorama of Spain be-
hind and the African coast rising
faintly ahead, he exerted himself to
keep her mind off her troubles. He
showed her how closely the great rock
resembles a ecrouching lion, with Its
head facing Spain; he pointed out the
Queen's seat, that high peak of white
marble from which the proud mistress
of Castlle and Aragon had once watched
her great fleet broken and defeated by
the navy of Great Britain; he called
her attentlon to the mysterious bulk
of the Atlas mountains rising dim and
formidable across the straits; but all
he got in return was an occasional,
faltering monosyllable. Two or three
times she turned and looked back at
Gibraltar, growing smaller and fainter
in the distance.

Then, suddenly,
garrulous.

“Have you ever been Iin Idaho, Mr,
De Puyster?”

He shook his head.

“Why, these mountains are only little
hills to our Rockifes. Out where I
live,” she stopped and corrected her-
self, “where I'lived, you can count half
a dozen peaks that are white the vear
round. And the valleys are.full of
farms and orchards; the apple blos-
soms are in bloom now.”

The Geb-el-dar was fairly out in the
straits now, where the swell from the
Atlantic meets the opposing current
from the Mediterranean, and in that
choppy sea the old craft tossed and
pitched like a chip. Before them the
bay of Tangier opened its wide mouth,
and at the far end-the massed white
walls of the city glared in the pitiless
funshine, unbroken by a touch of
green. The off shore wind was tainted
with a strange, sickly sweet odor.
From the edge of the water thee yellow,
naked .sandhills rolled up to meet the
horizon.

The girl leaned forward and looked
slowly about the whole half circle.
Then she closed her eyes and De
Puyster -could see that her lips were
moving.

“When are you going back to Gib-
raltar?” she asked finally.

“On tomorrow’s boat.”

“Here’s a letter.” She handed him an
envelope. “Ezra Bright—he came over
on the ship with us—is at one of the
hotels. Will. you give him this?"*

De Puyster took the letter, then ex-
cused himself Yor a moment to look
after the baggage.

Bright sprang up as he entered the
smoking room, seized the envelope and
opened it without a word. He read
the single sheet for a sacond time, then
walked to the porthole opening on the
coast.

When he turned away his face was
white and drawn,

‘“T'Il wait hers,” he said.

When the Geb-el-dar anchored De
Puyster helped. Ellen Gray down the
ladder and Into one 6f the walting
boats, manned by two half naked,
screaming. negroes. Along the long
stone pler they passed many seated
Moors, who eyed them with insolent,
unblinking eyes. Outside the gate of
customs, where they were examined,
through an interpreter, by an anclent
officlal, who looked like Abraham, stood
a little group of three people. They
were in Moorish dress, and it took a
second giance to tell that they were
not Arabs. Two were women, both
with uncovered faces, one already el-
derly, with soft gray hair and a deeply
lined face; the other younger, the
hood of her kourbash no whiter than
her face. The man's shaven face was
burned a deep red, His deep sunken
black eyes burndd with a strage light
under his heavy brows and' the skin
seemed to be stretched almost to the
breaking point over the cheek bones.

He stepped forward as De Puyster
and the girl came through.

“Ellen!” he said. K f

“Yes,? John,” she answered, and gave
him her hand.

He presented the girl and De Puys-
ter to the two women, Sister Williams
and Sister Black. § :

De Puyster asked their plans.

“We stay here tonight. Tomorrow
we go.to the coast to the mission at
Mogador."” | g

The girl thanked De Puyster and bade

she became almost

him goodby. Her hand was cold and
lifeless and she showed no sign of emo-
tion. | : A .

He watched the four as they turned
and. mingled. with the crowd ‘which
ﬁioa the elght foot channel of the

-

main street of Tangier, the girl walke
ing with the others as if in a trance,
Close behind them he saw Mohammed
Yussef following,

To him they were like people from
another world, moved by motives which
he ¢ uld not understand. When he
turned back Bright had landed and was
waiting.

They passed long processions of tiny
donkeys, each almost hidden by its load
of faggots; huge, gaunt yellow dogs
slunk about among the crowds and at
intervals in open spaces kept sacred by
common consent devout worshipers,
kneeling on their prayer rugs, made
obeisances to the east. Almost In front
of the hotel the mob—made up of mea
of every color, from white to the deep-
est black—was suddenly broken in twe
with wild shouts of alarm. Down the
opening in the center came 10 horses,
charging abreast. On the back of each
rode an Arab, waving his long gun and
shouting with every leap of his horse.
Thelr red and white and yellow robes
streamed behind them, and just as they
passed De Puyster and Bright the 10
gung were discharged simultaneously.
De Puyfter turned just in time to see
Bright, his face livid with anger, raise
his hand to strike an Arab who had
almost knocked him off his feet.

"“For heaven's sake,” Da Puyster
whispered, “your life wouldn't be worth
a cent if you laid hands on one of these
men. Come.”

It was a relief to get him on the
broad terrace of the hotel, where they
could look down on the great crowd
which fllled the beach for a mile,

“It is Mohammed's birthday,” the
porter explained. “The tribes have
come in from the Interior to hold fane
tasia on the beach."

From the terrace they could look
about at the high hills which encircle
the city.

“There,” sald De Puyster, pointing to
where a spot of white glistened against
the brown of a distant peak, “that is
the castle of Ralsuli, the bandit.”

“God!” Bright burst out, “and she's
going to live here!"

As the dusk fell the erowd scattered,
Little fires glittered along the sands
and from the flat roofs of the houses
came the sound of singing and the rat-
tle of strange drums. A pale moon rose
and In its spectral light a long file of

camels stalked solemnly down. the
beach. The two men sat silent for
hours.

Presently De Puyster looked at his
watch.

“It's midnight,” he =ald.
to bed.”

As he turned to go Mohammed Yus-
sef zuddenly came onto the terrace .in
a visible state of excitement. He spoke
in Spanish to De Puyster, who asked
him many questions.

“Bright,” said De Puyster finally, “our
friends are in trouble. They have been
taken out of the city and are now hid in
a cave on the road to Fez. Mohammed
Yussef has located them.”

Bright sprang up.

“I'm . going

“Walt! They're in no danger. It's
almost certain that a ransom is all
that's wanted. We'll turn out the

American consul.”

“I am going now. I won't walt. Your
man must gulde me. Come!”

“If you go, my valet and I will go
with you. Mohammed, can you find
mules?”

“They walt, master.”

They climbed the steep Kashba hill
in single flle, and presently, Mohammed
leading, struck out into. the open coun-
try. On either side of the twisting, nar-
row trail grew thick hedges of cactus,
higher than a man’s head.' The wall
wag broken only by the rounded, wat-
tled huts of the Arabs. As they gal-
loped by packs of lean dogs yelped
after them. Then even these huts dis-
appeared. There was no sound but the
deep breathing of the mules as they
labored through the sand. At the top
of a steep ravine Mohammed Yussef
raised a warning hand and sprang to
the ground. Another Arab appeared
out of the shadows and pointed down-
ward. 2

“Only two men are om guard,” ha
sald in Moorish. *“The others have gone
back to the city until morning.”

De Puyster lald & restraining hand
on Bright's shoulder. “Everything de-
pends on our keeping quiet,” he said.
“Above all things, there must be no
shooting. Mohammed will lead you
down on one side and the other Arab
will take Morosini and me the other.
.You must handle your man and we'll
take care of ours."

As De Puyster thrust a revolver In
the face of the Moor leaning against a
palm which shaded the cave's mouth,
he ‘heard a briet scrimmage close by.
Then a limp body fell into the moon-
light and Bright rushed past him and
on into the cave.

Leaving Morosinl to guard the pris-
oners, he followed.

Sitting stiffiy on a stone ledge in one
corner was the missionary, his hands
fastened behind his back. Two of the
women lay on rugs on the stone floor.
They were apparently asleep. Billen
Gray sat facing the entrance, her eyes
wide and her face livid.

As Bright burst In she sprang to her
feet and rushed to meet him.

“Oh, Ezra!'" she cried, “I prayed for
you to comel”

The big man opened his arms to re-
ceive her,

De Puyster watched the missionary,
fascinated. His red face grew suddenly
white and he painfully got up to his
feet and took a step forward, his deep
set eyes on the girl and her lover. Then
he spoke, and the blase and cynical
De Puyster felt a .great lump come into
his throat as he listened. .

“Hllen, dear,” he sald.

The girl turned toward him. a face
that had something of terror In it.

“It's one of my privileges as & min-
ister to marry people who love each
other very much.”

The 100k on the little missionary boy's
face was something which De Puyster,
never forgot. Holding the girl in one
arm, Bright stepped forward and ex-
tended his hand., i

“John MolIntire,® Qe sald, “you're a
man.”

And Ellen Gray, leaving her lover's
arms, crept shyly over and kissed the
missionary full on the lips.

“Forgive me,” she whispered. *1
can't help it.” \

After he had acted as witness at the
wedding celebrated In the ’ ;
consulate next morning, De Puystér,
saw. the bridal party off on the boat
to Gibraltar. And, an hour later, as
he sat on the terrace in front of the!
hotel, he turned to Morosini with a
slow, satisfied smile. {

“On the whole, Morosini,” he sald, “T,
don't think we ever invest
better advantage.” And, a little later:

“Was that fellow Bright manhapdled'
very badly hurt?” ; Fags e
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