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CHAPTER IX.—Continued.
—=10—

“And I you," breathed M'sungo. He
glipped to bls knees, took both her
hands In his and looked Into her eyes
as though he could pever take his fill
of the sanlty that had come back to
them.

“Andrea Pellor,” he went on, “before
you have tlme to think about It I want
to tell you that you and I can never
feel shame agnin. I want you to know
that no man, however mean or tar-
nighed by life, could do the Intimate
things that I have done for yon and
will stiil have to do, without feeling
the pangs of a love that Is rooted out-
gide the limits of passion.”

He dropped his eyes as though be-
fore a confesslonnl, “Untll I saw you
guite helpless, until I saw you puss to
the other side of pain, 1 dida't know
that I had a heart. I had a strange
eonception of love as a thing that you
glve generously to dogs, sparingly to
men and never to women except as a
last surrender to the unknown."

He paused; Andrea smwlled faintly.
“And now?" she prompted.

“Now,—" he answered, “Now 1
know that & man must travel far be
yond the limits of every-Uny emotlons
to come up with love liself, He may
find content and drowsy happiness In
sole woman possessed of all the quall-
tles that command affectlon, but love
itself dwells far beyond at the cross-
rouds of weakness and strength, And
80 your helplessness, carrled to that
last degree, has wound Itself around
my heart with a grip that will never
loosen.”

“Poor White Man 1" sald Andrea,

“Whetheér you want me” he con-
tinued gravely, “or mock me, whether
NOu are true or untrue, pure or impure
~—all those things no longer matter,
for love Is an Integral possession. You
may leave me, put the width of the
world between us, and the breath of
your body . will still be the breath of
mine, the surge of your blood will be
the surge of mine; your sins will be
my sins, because your helpless self,
stripped of all the clogs of flesh, has
twined Itself for always with the fibers
of my heart.”

“8o you would give three pounds for
me,"” murmured Andrea,

He let go her bands and rose gulckly
to his feet, “You are stropger than
I thought,” he sald. “No, T'll never glve
a cent for you. I'll walt till you're
well and then I'll take you In free
fight and In my own way,"

But Andrea did not hear him; she
had sunk back lax into her pillows,
Two tears crept from under her cloged
eyellds and down her hollow cheeks.
“I'm so weak,” she whispered, “'so
weak I can't ery”

The white man cursed himself aloud.
No one knew better than he that it
i2 not won when the tide of battle
turns, and that he who sleeps on the
verge of victory awakes to defeat.
He settled down to the long vigllance
that was his price of peace. The day
and a night came and went before he
could draw the leng, quivering breath

. relief that marked the passing of

ger.

During the stage of convalescence he
read and talked to her by the hour,
but the time came when she would
have no more of the printed page, He
pad spoken a passage here and there
from the book of his own life and.now
ghe dewanded the volume from cover f
to cover. He told her of his boyhood
In a New England country town, of |
scrapes inschool and of the dlsaster |
in college that had turned him from |
the narrow road of specialization In the
diseases of the nose and ear to that |
broad highway which Is trod lightly |

“You would have made a great phy-
slcian,” sald Andrea, almost regret-

“I;uum‘hwﬂd. “But 1

g

wouldn't have saved myself. I would
never have found myself. [ would
have been one of those unconscious
mortals who spend thelr lives In a
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of fiber 18 an expression of the indl-
vidual”

“Now you're trying to pull down the
star to which I've hitched my personal
wagon,” =ald M’sungo with his slow
smile, “Well," he continued, “take it,
handle It, but let it go agaln when
vou're through with it, because 1 need
it high up and far ahead, When I real-
ized that that M. O. wasn't a llar, after
all—-"

“White Man!" broke in Andrea and
leaned forward, Bhe stared at him
wide-eyed and flushed of cheek, “Are
you Trevor?"

He nodded.

“Tobert Oddman Trevor?”

“Robert Trevor,” he confirmed and
stmpiified, .

“Oh, White Man!" she cried again,
dropping her hands Inte her lap and
gnzing ot him with an Intensity that
slowly drove the bleod from her face.
She was sltting in her hammock-chalr,
propped against all the plllows the
enmp could produce, She took a long
breath and then she spoke aguln.
“Will you do something for me—a little
thing?

“Why ask? sald Trevor,

“Well, it's llke this” sald Andrea.
“T want to kiss you." S8he turned her
eyes from his face and continued rap-
idly. “It needn't mean anything, of
course, Nothing binding, you know,
on elther party, Only, you, gee, any-
thing might happen to me at any mo-
ment; I might fall 1l agalo and Just
pop off. So—Iif you don't mind—I'd
llke to do It now, please.”

Trevor's face presented a puzzle
that nobody saw, for Andrea's eyes
were anywhere but upon It. He arose
and “come hesltatingly to kneel beslde
her chalr. *“Well,” he sald and she
almost laughed at the welrd quaver In
his volce, “here I am, G—go to It."

She put her arms around his neck
and came blindly toward him, “An-
drea,” he protested, “aren’'t you golng
to look In my eyes?”

She shook her head, *“No," she whis-
pered, “it isn't that kind of a kiss."

Her soft molst lips on his mouth
were a8 light as a flower that sways
to Its mate in the cool breath of the
morning, salutes gently and recedes,
fearful of brulsing.

“There!” she cried, sinking back on
her plllows, “Now go on about the
star thing."

Trevor, a dazed look In his eyes,
mopped his brow, returned to his chair
and obediently repeated, “When I real-
ized that that M. O, wasn't a llar after
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end, 5o T don't often look so far ahead.
Just now my eyes are fixed right here,
on this soll of Africa, because from
her overflowing breast I've drawn my
stake of a milllon. That's & bit mixed,
but Igg clear, lsn't ¥

“Yeg,” sald Andrea, “Go on™

“Another thing that 18 written In
the book of great truths, which, by the
way, I8 the primer of the citizens of
the world," contlnued Trevor, *“is the
anxiom that success begins at the point
where & man stops asking for favors
and starts glving them. You'll get the
connection when I remind you that
the possessor of a mlillion of anything
can plways give favors"

“A whole cotillion,” agreed Andrea,

“Having a milllon, I shall have no
difficulty in bullding a raliroad across
Afriea with other people’s money, and
having bullt one, I shall bulld another
and then another. To put it In a nut-
shell, I might say that from now on
all my prayers will be stated In térms
of miles of roadbed—what you English
call permanent way. Other and greater
men have bullt empires; I should llke
to knit them together™

“When are you golng to start?”
asked Andrea.

“I've started already,” answered
Trevor., *“I've got my stake and a
steamer besides; that's pure velvet
now-a-days."

“I' tell yom when you really
gtarted,” sald Andrea. "“The moment
you connected your Inner flame with
the star of Transport."

“You're coming on," sald Trevor,
pleased at her remembeting.

“And why," sald Andrea, “have you
never once played the phonograph?”

“Eh!" exclaimed Trevor, his mind
turning somersault, “Look here,” he
protested, “are you trylng to bowl me
over with my own phllosophy of con-
traste? What the devil has the phono-
graph got to do with stars and inner
flames? The d—— thing Isn't mine—
that's why I never use It. It's talnted
by its prospective ownership."

“MacCloster,” mused Andrea aloud.
Her eyes flashed a smile at him.
“Well, anyway, I know it's going to
be awfully jolly."

“What? The phonograph.”

“No, silly. Building railroads.”

CHAPTER X.

From that day Andrea's health be-
gan to mend with tremendous rapidity.
Trevor never tired of watching her;
never ceased to wonder at a recovery
50 rapld that Its dally transitions were
vigible, It reminded him of one of the
marvels of his boyhood. An old man
had gald to him one dawn, “Hear the
corn growlng, sonny 7" and he laughed,
whereupon the granddad had taken
him by one ear and marched him to
the nearest furrow. “Plck out a stalk
and watch it, you little eggsucker”
he commanded. “See It grow, If you
can't hear.”

Andren wns like that; she wns un-
furling as though in the morning of a
new youth. Never had her eyes been
brighter, never her cheeks so qulek
to play with fire, Incidentally, she was
full of a devil of mischievous remin-
Iscent innuendo.

“It's all a great joke now, young
lady,” Trevor would defend himself,
“but If you'd seen what I have of per-
niclous mualaria, you'd keep grave for
a year. I've seen three Swahllis that
had nourished mosquitoes from thelr
youth up, fall like dogs. one after an-
other, within a mile and a half of an
Infected camp and the best of them
went stone blind for a month,”

“Did you nurse them, White Man?
Did you see them through?”

These were the guestions that srove
him nearest to desperation, but the
gleam in the eyes above the demura
mouth from which they issued inva-
riably warned him of the trap In time.
He was on his guard; he knew {hat
there were things between him and
Andrea that speech would turn into
ghastly skeletons walklng by day and
which only consistent silence could
entomb. But so deep had* grown his
sympathles that even in this he under-
stood her. It was not that she was
perverse, but that her pride demanded
a constant test of his loyalty to her
other self—that Internal self that had
laln bared, revealed and helpless In
his arms.

About those things which might have
aroused a legitlmate curlosity, she
asked few gquestions. Without a word
of inquiry she saw him despatch twelve
pleked men on some mysterlous mils-
slon whose Intricacies and importunce
necessitated a preliminary palaver of
an hour's duration. Equally silent, she
watched his detalled preparations of
a well-appoloted safari. Tents were
brushed and set to alr; cots and mat-
tresses put out for a sun-bath; provi
slons of all sorts packed in cneload
cnses; water bolled, filtered and hung
In canvas coolers. Oofy a few days
before, just such signs as these had
made ber heart heavy with unasswer-
able guestionings, but her illness had
all that The successive mo-
ments of the throbbing present each
In its turn filled her whole horizon.
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cloudless night, brilllant under a
full moon, when a faraway sound
came to disturb thelr purpose
ful silence, Trevor stralghtened in his
chalr and leaned forward, his whole
body tense in the effort of lstenlng.
It came ngaln, a ghost of a sound that
gradually assumed sobstance and
rhythmle form until after five long
minutes it was recognlzable as the
cadenced rumble of an Afrlcan river
chantey.

Instantly Trevor was on his feet, He
Issued orders to Bathtub, who Imme-
dintely began to clear tha tabhle and
¢liminate every item of furniture that
would Indlcate a dusl oceupnney of the
white portion of the eamp. They bad
dressed that night for dinner, not as a
celebratlon or any special event, but
because they were both bored with
too much time on their hands. Trevor
now excused himself to Andrep and
withdrew to his room, In a few min-
utes he reappeared garbed In his
roughest khak! shirt and trousers, His
face was grave as he advanced on
Andrea with a pod toward her hut.
“MacCloster will be here In half an
hour," he stated. *“I ask you to go to
your room, close and bar both doors
and stay there until I eall you™

Without walting for her comment,
he turned and left her, She sat on,
with narrowed eyes, until she had fin-
ished her clgarette, and then, with a
glunce around to see If Trevor were
watching, she arose and walked slowly
across the open court of the craal. In
her brenst was a great rebellion at
the curt manner {n which he had made
his request, but she had to admit ta
herself that no other form of address,

coming from him, could have impressed ||

her so deepls, moved her so quickly.
She went to her room, closed the
front door, but did not bar It, chose a

book and sat down to make a pretense | b=
of reading. The sound of the chantey ||

rumbled near and then wavered afar
according to the bends of the river, but

In spite of this varlation the sum of | (=%
In an |

its volume swelled steadlly
ominous approach until it died quite
suddenly at the boat lamdling.

There was a distant rattle of a
dozen punting-poles dropped across

e thwarts, a spoken word or two |
that carried marvelously across the |

still night, and then a long sllence sud-
denly shattered by a bellowing volee:
“Ship shoy! Show your port and star-
board lights, d—— you, How In the
h—— d'you think I'll make the chan-
nel ™

Andrea rose quickly and lald her
ear to a crack In the door. Her pulse
was beating fast, but she was smiling.
She heard Trevor come out and pres-
ently she heard him spenk. His voice
was nlmost unrecognizable, It was so
cold and so Inclsive, llke sharpened
steel. In strange Incongrnity, the
words he let falk were like drops of
molten metal,

“Hello, MacCloster, you dirty, drunk-
en brute! What's your price to go
away from here tonight? I can offer
vou a case of Bols and all the kaillr
dogs in the ernal to see yon off."

The words and thelr manner as-
tounded Andrea; for a moment It
seemed to  her that these two men
must be joking. Then she felt the Im-
pact of an undercurrent of malevolence
such as she had never in her life im-
agined, much less encountered. She
quivered to the thought that here was
Trevor absolutely without gloves at
lust, every word an Intentlonally naked
blow.

“Trevor,” sald MacCloster In an olly
volee that was strangely softened and
Indeseribably aggravating, “I Hke you.
I can’t belp lkin' you; you're so d—
unbiblieal. Not a whisper about a
sangulnary fatted calf. You go right
to my heart with a case of gin. I ac-
cept; bring it out.”

“No,” sald Trevor, “T'll send It up.
I'll have it waiting for you by the time
you get back if you don't rot and fall
upart on the way.”

“There you go," sald MacCloster,
plensuntly, *“always cheerful, warm
welecome on your tongue.” Then, with
a change that was llke a thunder-clap:
“Send It up, you dunghill bantam !
Why the h—— haven't you sent my
musie box?"

Andrea pressed her hands, her face
and her whole body against the door.
She was trembling slightly, but she
was not frightened; her intelligence
was too busy. It bad leaped to an une
derstanding of Trevor's part In what
was going on outside. She forgot that
she had ever thought {t a mere battle
of tongues. She could Imagine this
man, MacCloster, as a mountain of
brawn and sinew against which Tre
vor was dellberately opposing all the
moral welght of the 6ld fighting slo-
gan, “Bully a bully "

More than that; she could now feel
that the suppressed hatred she had
guessed at thelr words had come bold-
ly into the open and that It was In a
sense labored and forced only becnusa
its Intensity was beyond actual ex-

she knew he had turnéd togard his
room, \

“Enforced, I can assure you,"” re
plied MacCloster. “Been strapped on
the wagon by lack of the neces—"

The sound of his volee was cul
short by the closing of Trevor's door,

Andrea opened her own, just a
crack, and looked out. In the very
center of the glrcular court squatted in
a ring a dozen hulf-nnked boat-boys.
Thelr torsos were still glistening In
the moonlight from the sweat of their
labor, They all seemed dull of face
but mighty of muscle, None, not one,
of Trevor's people was In sight—a
very surprising fact, for the African
loves a gossip with the stranger with-
in his walls,

There was quite a long silence ; then
camé the muffled tones of the phono-
graph, rising bell-like through the
night In a climbing arla from “Faust."”
Suddenly the sound wavered, swerved
and fell to a wrangling of frightened
notes a8 though some one had swepl
the instrument from Its balance, A
second later there was the thud of a
heavy boot on wood, Trevor's door
flew open and the still walllpg phono-
graph was hurled as from a catapult
fifteen feet throungh the air. It fell to
the hard-beaten ground of the patlo
with a terrific splintering crash, rolled
over on one slde sed was still, An-

drei's eyes had been watching it, fas
cinated ; now they swerved and stop-
ped almost with a cliek of the sudden-
ly arrested muscles,

Between her and the door of Tre
vor's hut stood the towering figure of
a man in quarter profile,

She could

U

It Was the Aria From Faust

see his great shock of bushy red halr,
a bit of his shaggy beard, his enormouns.
Iy broad shoulders and the white gleam
of his two bands hanging almost at his
koees, He was hatless and dressed
in fuded Dblue dungarees many sizey
too small for his bulk.

As she watched him he ralsed his
arms in a wide still gesture and began
to sing. At the first note, quite um
consclous of action, she let the door
swing open and stepped out on the
veranda, It was the aria from “Faust,"
the same arla, but oh! how different,
The volee of this man was llke a huge
and glittering serpent of sound that
writhed smoothly into the alr, chak
lenging the dome of heaven Itself.

If there was one thing that Andrey
knew better than apother, It was the
accurate valuation of every operatic
volce that had sung In Europe during
the last deende. She had been taken
to Covent Garden regularly before she
wis out, as a matter of education, and
no less regularly after her eighteenth
birthday, as a matter of matrimonial
business,

She knew Instantly that this extra-
ordinary sapparition In the wilderness
was nothing less than the solution of
a world mystery. He could be but one
man and that g person whose tremens
dous triumph had been so short as to
leave him with fame but without a
name, BShe was hearing the Great
Volee—the volee of the star that had
shone for a single night; resounded
but once through the Scala, set as
swiftly as it had risen and dsappeared
forever, leaving behind no trace be
yond a memory so short that It had
become a recollection almost unbelley-
able to the few that had heard it.

By REV. HOWARD W,

Moody Bible Instituts,
Chicago ”
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TEXT.—And ye shall be witnesses unto

me.—Acts 1:5

Witnessing for Christ 1s a Chris
tlan's princlpal business in lfe. He
. - may und doubt-
less will have
some occupation
Iin whiech he
spends much of
his tilme and
wherehy he earns
his livellhood, but
his main business
I8 to witness for
Jesus Christ. This
was the Master's
last command to
his disciples and
the most impors
tunt one. He gave
them specific di-
rectlons where to
begin and how to
expand thelr work until they had
reached the wuitermost parts of tha
earth, This command has never been
revoked and In principle It applies to
us a8 directly as It applled to the
apostles who heard the command
from the Master's lips.

Witnesslng does not mean that we
are to stop every person we meet and
begin to talk religion to him, Such
n course would probably be unwise
and In a short time bring us Into such
disrepute that the value of our testls
mony would be seriously Impaired,
In order to wliness effectively one
ought to observe certain rules,

1. Chooso an opportune time and
place. It I8 not wise to stop one who
Is running for & traln to Inquire about
his soul ; nelther Is it the highest wise
dom to give a hungry man a tract
Far better glve hlm a ecup of coffee,
Then, while he ls sipping the coffee,
you can give him the gospel,

It is a good plan to lay people nn-
der some slight obligation, If your
nelghbor in the car has no paper, buy
one, and after glancing at It, pass It
to him, After he has rend It the most
patural thing Is to open conversation
gbout the news of the day, and from
thls you can pass to more Ilmportant
toples.

Remember that persons are often
more ready to talk about rellgion with
strangers than with those whom they
know, Remember thmt the Holy Spirit
is all the while convieting people of
sin, the providence of God ls contln-
unlly softening hearts and preparing
the way for some one to drop in the
good seed of the gospel

2 Watch for souls as those that
must glve account. When an Insur-
ance agent 1s introduced to o man, his
first thought s, “How old Is that man,
and how much lfe Insurance does he
enrry? and he lsn’t long in finding
out, elther.

So should It be our business, when
we meet a man, to think of his soul
and the possible ways of helping him.

Do not always walk home from
church the same way and with the
game person, Joln some one who le
not a Christlan and give your testl.
mony s you walk along.

8. Obey cvery prompting of the
Holy Spirit. It required some grace
tfor Phillp to leave n great revival af
Samaria and journey down the desert
road to Gaza on on unknown errand.
If he had been llke some Christians,
he would have argued with the Lord
about the matter until he had missed
his opportunity; but, as It was, “he
arose and went,” without one word of
remonstrance. He nrrived at the
crossroads just In time to Intercept
the treasurer of the great Ethloplan
emplre, aund he had the joy of lead-
fng him to Christ. Had he arrived
five minutes later, his jJourney would
have been In valn.

One of the secrets of success In
Christlan work 18 to obey the Splrit
promptly. Dr. A. C. Dixon was hue
rylng to church one night when he
gaw three young men tulking by the
wayside. Just as he passel he felt
led to speak to them. He went back,

firmnative.
church.

The one that was not a Christlan
gald, “We hoven't time to go, a8 we
are cramming for examinations.™

Doctor Dixon simply replied, “Are
you rendy for the great éxamination,
my friend? and passed on.

That night the young man that said
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