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love to loathing? Was there noth
ing of God’s creation left pure? Un
consciously he had covered the thin 
sheet with his hand as if he would 
shield the girl’s name from the search
ing eyes of the Yogi. ,

steeling his heart he read, 
unconsciously into English.

It was brief,

— The Prussian Major’s
Helmet
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A Then, 
translating
It began “Mon cher.” 
compact—just information, diabolical 
information. The Anglaise would at
tack that night in full force, covered 
by a barrage from guns secretly 
brought up. It ended, “Save your prec
ious life, mon cher.”

As Trevelyan slumped back in his 
chair, vacant eyes staring back to that 
night in France, the Yogi said, Tf I 
have the Captain’s permission I will 
go.”

(Continued from page 26.)

skt was right In on spirit, and that most a sneer of unbelief in his voice;
Doyle does really chum with ghosts." “it is on my dresser.”

At dinner each chukker of the polo “If the Captain Sahib will look he 
Was dissected play by play. will find it has been stolen and is not

“You played like old times, Trev- there, 
elyan,” Harding said—then he stem- “Ahem-m-m !” the Colonel muttered, 
mered, hesitated, his mind had been on and, inwardly, “Damn interesting, 
the slltroinir of Trevelyan since their Le Mesuner touched Harding on the 
come back*to Brahmpore; he added shin with his toe and grinned delight- 
hastily “before we went overseas, I edly. Harding turned in his chair, and, 
moan: wo're just getting our sea- lowering his voice, said, “Cub!” 
legs back: Lancers turned into infan- Treveleyan pulled himself reluctant- 
try—damned if I didn’t catch myself ly out of his chair and passed through 
ripping a heel at the other leg when a purdahed door to his bedroom; re- 
we wlere doubling, thinking I was appearing, he said, “A goal to the 
spurring my mount.” Yogi; my timepiece has vanished—an

But Trevelyan’s face was the face of heirloom, too.” 
a man battling for ginger—trying to “He’ll get it back,” Le Mesurler 
lift himself out of apathy. chirruped; “pretend you’re hypnotised,

The fierce drive of the polo was Major Harding.” 
having its reaction; below par, at best, Hypoot|sm w ^t}

Colonel^Cunningham was glad that The Yogi took a tumbler from the 
lie had acquiesced in the junior’s table and placed it on the floor in a 
scheme of the Yogi when Trevelyan’s corner of the room. Prom his yellow 
chowkidar, coming to the door of the bag he took a curiously carved silver 
room, announced that a Holy One sent box, poured Into the glass a tiny 
bis sâlams, and begged audience of the mound of powder. He had discarded 
sahibs “If it is a lie. Huzoor," the his yellow robe and pushed above his 
chowkidar said, “that the Holy One elbows the sleeves of his coarse linen 
has been summoned, I will drive him jacket. From where they sat every- 
forth with denunciation, for against body could see that the glass was 
such a one my staff Is not to be used.” empty, save for the powder.

They ill chirked up, for, dinner over, The Yogi, standing back from the 
the servants gone, an oppressive drag- glass, the palms of his hands placed 
slness hovered over their spirits. together in the attitude of appeal, utas

Then the puddah of the doorway was droning an invocation: “Aum, aum,
•tvept to one side by a lean, dark- aum!” thp burden of his chant. A 
skinned arm, and a tall form clad in a bluish-grey capor spiraled upward from 
vellow robe, in one hand a staff from the glass, floated along the ceiling, and 
the top of which swung a yellow bag, hung against the walls, an obliterating 
Stepped into the light of the oil lamps, film of smoke.
intoning in a soft, cigar voice: “Aum Trevelyan caught in his nostrils an 
to the light of earth/ the divine light overpowering perfume that caused him 
tbat illumines our souls. Salaam, to fight against its narcotic power. He 
sahibs." had a desire to sleep, a conviction that

“By" gad !” Colonel Cunningham he was asleep, that it was all a dream, 
ejaculated, “the .Yogi is a gannyasi, The forms of his companions were 
the highest sect of these beggars; his nebulous, and the face of Yogi hovered 
regimentals show that. Odd; didn’t close like a disembodied thing, 
know they went In for this sort of He was roused by the tinkle of glass 
t]ling » In the far corner, followed by the

“That’s the man, sir," LeMesurier voice of Yogi, saying: “The sahib’s 
declared “and he’s top hole at it." watch that was stolen is In the glass.”

The sensuous vapor had vanished, 
not drifted away through the doors 

. or windows, just was not, revealing 
, “Very likely,” the Colonel concurred; the Yogi almost at hifi elbow They 

“the sannyasis have gone deeper into cou]d see the thing of gold gleaming 
the mystery of mental abstraction than ye]]ow within the glass, and also they 
any of them. I always fancied, though, #jj knew that the Yogi has not been 
that they disdained tricks ; they rather near it> no chance for sieight-or-hand. 
pose as ascetics, chaps who starve the Colonel Cunningham blew a sigh of 
flesh and feed the spiritual. Might re]|ef_ an(j tbe Yogi, going to the corner 
be deuced interesting; not a half bad Btretched out his long, lean, bare àrm, 
idea, LeMesurier. . . . lifted the glass by a finger and thumb,

The youngster’s face glowed, and he and placed it on thc table in front of 
nodded at Harding. Trevelyan with a deep salaam.

A khitmatgar came into the room Thcre was no doubt about the In
end Trevelyan said: Tut a bottle on tense strain, the hushed expectancy 
the table, soda, and glasseb ice; and which the officers hung upon the
carry all the servants off to the cook- Swami,s cxhibit of mysticism, 
house. The chowkidar will call when LeMesuricr ]eaned his arm upon the
y°“’re ï’a,n , ,_i table, and holding his head in the cupThe Colonel looked quizzically into Qf Ms hand etared up lnto Harding’s 
Trevelyan s face. Why the precau- f w!tb an impudent leer, saying, 
tion. Then with a shrug he thought, r * .
“There’s a curious streak of morbid- „0h’> I>vJe seen Tabblte pulled out of ÏXenlT °
ness /XX X man; 8 8 k topper,” Harding growled. “If the br^n1^ sec0nd his companions sat
eupersensitive. . Yogi had presented u« with a watch , ifi d Then the colonel said, in aloTwO^ Sh^intVi?W,ervT.hn! ^oLThintinV” ” ^ ^ ^that ïr^j’Swami, salaa^
combat doubt by occult manifestation, Idd‘hvnnotl.m von And the Yogi, draping his Iran
by appeal to the mental habit of ,d2lf0Wth.t von reTv dM ~LT1 shoulder, in the yellow deals, answered, 
earth.” 7 T“‘7 ^ *“ * “I have the colonel sahib’s jawab (order

He drew from his yellow bag a But tbe co]one, 6ald across the table to go)." w'^^^purdSTh^
copy of the Bhagavad Ghita. saying: . .. «r,,. lih vnunmiter ’• backward, through the puruan,“*rein is rva>edthe=geof %»* ** hands to his forehead in a salaam of

t^eteLv^pŒ "“dnmvhc7ai^^r^Thhe%Ta°s? «g sprang 

themselves of earth taint by meditation closer the two wooden doors, and drop-
anil absorption In the spirit. Ana s.n fhnf ” ped the bar across them,
through that perhaps the gods have ‘ 1 „„ watch the -la„- The colonel had a hand on the cap-

We1 !” kH7rdlmr exclaimed for hypnotism is tommy rot. I was sit- chukker after your helmet was knocked 
“By.jove! Harding exclaimed, for ^ my gt fhe Ma my 0ff, and the devilish evening sun-slant-

mount, nettled by the people bustling ing rays, you know, got you; 1 was 
about coming and going, was devilish afraid.” V
restive ; if I’d been hypnotised the horse Harding had poured some brandy 
would have been, I take it.” into a glass, and touching Trevelyan

on the arm, said gently, “Take this, 
boy.”

. . „ T Ayr !.. With a shudder Trevelyan drained
inclined to a nebulous belief in mys- voluntraredThu^HardTng murmured: theh^a"b[irasai^'brokml'y™*’^^ 
tic power, and there was something of “Damn rotten logic! the old boy is a ™ ,hi*.cha r„_>> * *
earnestness emanating from the sannv- believer in ghosts.” Colonel, l m—i m
asl that hushed them all. And his Trevelyan was fingering idly the “I *?°,W’ ^thkdevilish
words, couched in the purest Asal Hln- chain of the watch that dav on the terrupted, don t mind; this devilish 
dustani, spoke of the highest caste, of tabu his thoughts but half on the climate will crack a man when hé least 
superior mental attainment. legerdemain or whatever it was, when expects It.
Trevelyan and said: “The Captain bif eyes, with habitual recurrence, “I can’t sleep, Trevelyan pleaded

They were startled when the Yogi wandered to the helmet on the mantel- “At night my cot is a grid. The sun 
fixed his large, luminous eyes on His shoulders twitched, and he smoth- that is accounted an enemy Is my 
Sahib’s watch has been stolen.” ered an exclamation, for the nauseous Mend; when it steals away I hear the

“Hardly, Yogi,” Trevelyan said, al- vapor he had fancied cleared from the jungle wake, the trees stretch out their

y ¥///V/
still enshrouded the Prussianroom

headpiece in a lialf-obscuring cloud. A 
glint of reasoning suggested that it 
had caught In the Inverted bowl, and 
was slowly seeping out.

He heard the colonel ask: “Swamt, Is 
it within your power to give us what I 
might call a higher demonstration, 
something like a message from the be
yond?”

Explanatorily he added for the 
others: “You know that is what our 
psychists at home — Stead, Lodge, 
Doyle—claim as not only‘possible but 
actual.”

The Swami was questioning the 
colonel’s face with an Intensive gaze. 
“Huzoor. Colonel Sahib, it is in your 
mind by the beyond not some mental 
atom in the wheel of everlasting 
life, which is wrongly called death, 
but affinity with some mind at a dis
tance.”

“By Jove!" Colonel Cunningham ex
claimed, “the Swami is at least a mind 

I was thinking of sdmeone 
happily yet on earth. This was sug
gested by — well, by something — I 

something that has occurred 
amongst ourselves tonight.”

“Oh, my aunt!” LeMesurier chirped 
gleefully. “I hope it isn’t a reproof 
from my pater.”

“I am but an Instrument In the 
hands of the gods, Colonel Sahib,” the 
Yogi replied; “but the force of concen
trated thought from all present taking 
possession of your servant may bring 
through space the one that is desired."

As if the little vapor cloud hanging 
over the helmet had caught his atten
tion the. Swami passed across the room, 
and in the dead silence Trevelyan, 
keyed up to an excruciating Intensity, 
was aware that no sound came from 
the movement of the Swami, he might 
be floating on air, for thère was not 
the faintest whisper from a fottfall.

Stretching a lean arm upward, the 
Swami waved a hand back and forth, 
repeating in his deep, sweet, solemn 
voice: “Aum to Brahm! aum to the 
god of life! aum to Shiva! We invoke 
the gift of communion with the desired 

if It be for peace and restfulness 
of spirit. Aum to Brahm !”

And as the voice of the Swami 
echoed through the silent room, from 
the helmet the vapor poured until 
again Trevelyan felt its smother. And 
again the colonel coughed asthmatic
ally, nervously. . . .

All eyes were fixed upon the head- 
piece, that grew dimmer and dimmer 
from the filmy cloud.

I
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mi 7/ Trevelyan nodded apathetically, and 
pointed to the rupees on the table. 
Theresa Rehabilitated.

The Swami shook his head, saying, 
“I am but an instrument in transmit
ting to the Captain Sahib the message 
the gods have sent him. It is well.” 
Then e slipped noiselessly from the 
room.

And Trevelyan’s mind became 
strangely revitlfied; clarity of thought 

to him now that his mind was 
riveted upon a concrete thing, the note. 
And, battling with the why, he came 
to a solution, an absolute solution— 
there could be no other. Therese bc- 

rehabilitated in honor, in truth,
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in fidelity, in love. She had sent this 
note, taking the chance of being shot 
as a spÿ, not to save the Prussian’s 
life, but to save his. If she knew any
thing she would know there was to be 
no assault in force, she would know, 
perhaps, from his thoughtless, too-fond 
goodbye, that he expected to be killed.
She had reasoned with a startling in
tensity of thought that the Major, 
warned of a crushing assault, would 
draw his men back from the indefen
sible weak front lines, the “feeler 
trenches,” to the main force in the rear, 
that held an almost impregnable posi
tion, to save his men. It was often 
done. And perhaps she had sent the 
note too late so that there would be 
no time to bring up reinforcements, re- 
inftircements that would only have 
crumpled up in the open ditch under 
the barrage. . , ,

Why the Major had remained alone 
was of no importance, just a nagging 
touch of misery. Perhaps, with mili
tary bravado, he had stayed to acquire 
authentic information of the assault, „ 

toward the doors, and the Swami, feeling that he could slip away when 
gently closing them, dropped the bar the barrage started 
into place. Then crossing the room till Then came another thought, 
he stood beside the mantel he said:
“There was a message for the Captain 
Sahib last night, hut the spirit that 

war vanished

reader.

mean 1/

“My God I stop this tom foolery,” said Trevelyan. I

i As Colonel Cunningham stepped 
down from the high dogcart he turned 
to say, “Perhaps I could induce Tre
velyan to ask for fürlough—it’s deuced 
ticklish though—he’s supersensitive

— well, good-night, Harding;

drawn notes of bedtime command twice 
repeated.. tl was but an excuse for de
parture, for of course the officers were 
not subject to this routine. The 
colonel added: “If our host will bestow 
the benediction of a doch-an-doris—” 

This touch of hospitality obligation 
brought Trevelyan to earth. Rising he 
opened the door and called “Koi hai.” 
There was the patter of hurrying bare 
feet, and a khitmatgar, slipping into 
the room, was ordered to serve the 
sahibs.

Out beyond the verandah as the offi- 
waited for their syces to light the

lean ghostly arms and take up their 
march, closing in on Brahmpore; hy
enas and wolves steal along in the 
shadows of thc trees, and their noisome 
stench is in my nostrils. Brahmpore is 
rolled up like a rug and dipped into 
hell ! I waken from this terrible thing 
smothering, broken.”

The officers sat too horrified to speak.
was the babble of a

Per
haps the note had been the cause of 
his death; the helmet he had put it 
in was a parada helpiet, a lofty, 
showy thing, with its two black eagles 
guarding the Prussian coat-of-arms. He 
would be wearing a steel trench helmet 
in that front line and perhaps in the 
bustle of evacuation he had forgotten 
the other, and realizing what discovery 
of the spy note would mean for Ther
ese, had come back for it, came back 
to be trapped to his death. Nemesis.

Next day Trevelyan visited his col
onel, saying, “I’m peckish, sir, fed up 
on the jungle, I fancy; as an office/ 
I’m rotten. I was thinking of fur
lough----- ”

Colonel Cunningham’s face lighted 
up, and lie exclaimed: ‘Topping! 
Three months in Bilatti will buck you 
up.”

“First, sir, will you answer one qu--. 
tion, because----- ”

“Ask it, Trevelyan.”
“Was—was Therese shot as a spy?”
“I should say not ! 

she be?” the colonel answered em
phatically. “There was nothing against 
her—absolutely nothing; there 
nothing against anybody, it was just 
Headquarters playing with red tape. 
The girl is jolly well alive and in 
France now, breaking hearts, I sup
pose.”

“I can have furlough, think you, 
sir?”

“I’ll recommend it; you’ll get it; you 
need it, and you deserve it, Captain 
Trevelyan.”

one
A Mysterious Demonstration.

over
thanks for the lift.”

The next evening Trevelyan, making 
his excuses to the mess officer on duty, 
dined alone at home. The events of 
the previous night had deepened his 
habitual depression. He had seen the 
face of Therese, the eyes had held a 
sad, pleading loving look, and the lips 
parted, were trying to convey 
age—he was sure of it. If he could 
come by something that would still 
forever the doubt of her truth that 
thrust its ugly 
his mind at times.

He turned "his head listlessly as the 
chowkidar called softly from beyond 
the purdah : “Salaam, Captain Sahib, 
it is Dandhu Singh.”

“Aoû (come),” the captain com
manded and the chowkidar entering 
said: “The Holy One, the sannyasi, is 
without, and sends salaams to the Cap
tain Sahib seeking audience.”

A frown gathered on Trevelyan’s 
face, then, coming by a thought, he 
said, “Ah, chowkidar, I fancy the beg
gar wasn’t paid for last night ; here, 
give him this,” dropping five rupees 
into the palm of the chowkidar.

But presently Dandhu Singh re
turned, and placing the silver on thc 
table said: “The Holy One seeks not 
pice; he is not a fakir, Sahib, but a 
Holy One. It is an audience he dc-

“Well, Dandhu, if a Hindu will re
fuse money he’s surely worthy of 
speech—send him in.” »

When the Swami had entered and 
salaamed, Trevelyan asked, “What do 
you want. Yogi?”

The sannyasi swept a hand toward 
the wooden doors.

“By gad III don’t know about that,” 
Trevelyan declared, some thought that 
perhaps a fanatic’s knife might be hid
den beneath the yellow cloak, flitting 
through his mind.

“In India, Sahib, every tree has ears 
to listen, every purdah has two sides to 
it, and servants think that knowledge 
gained without payment is something 
to desire. It is a message of peace for 
the spirit of the sahib alone that I 
Swami Vishta would convey.”

Trevelyan, almost rebelliously nodded

had come to the topee or 
when the Sahib cried out in pain, and 
the others lived again in the flesh of 
earth.”
The Helmet’s Secret.

“Possibly, altogether likely,” Trevel
yan agreed in a tired voice. “But what 
is it you wish now?”

“To seek the return of the one who 
would speak with the Sahib, and ease 
the pain that envelopes his heart.”

“Accha, (all right) Swami,” and in
wardly he thought perhaps—perhaps 
—he had no faith, just, perhaps, a 
straw.. Now steeled to expect it, the 
face of Therese would not cause him 
to cry out..

The Swami, retaining this time his 
yellow robe and his staff, let his 
luminous eyes rest upon the eyes of 
Trevelyan, mumuring in a low voice 
that was strangely like the rippling 
tones of running water, his onvoca- 
tion to Aum to the gods! 
seemed to burn into Trevelyan’s be
ing, he seemed to slip, slip into sooth
ing slumber, his nerves that now 
werd always vibrant rested in delicious 
lethargy.

When the Swami spoke he knew it 
fancy, he hadn’t slept, the hours 

had been fancy, for the

They knew; it 
broken man, the babble that was a re
lief, horrible as it might be.

Major Harding, floundering for 
thing to break the spell said, “That 
deuced Yogi did hypnotise us. I see it 
all. He knew that helmet was a war 
toy from France, that we had been 
there and would have memories, and 
that by concentrating our minds on the 
helmet, we would mentally picture the 
face we thought we saw. I was think
ing of the dead Prussian, and, by gad ! 
for a minute I would have sworn that 
his face scowled at me”

“That’s what I saw,” Cox corrobo
rated, “the Prussian—ugly face It was 
too; hate in the eyes, a supercilious 
sneer on the lips.”

“I saw a face,” Le Mesurier declared, 
“but I know deuced well it was the 
pater’s, paternally expressing reproof.”

“Stop This Deviltry!"
some-

Trevelyn, eyes protruding, with a 
hand on the table had pushed himself 
upward from his chair, and stood 
trembling, his head -thrust forward as 
if fascinated. Suddenly with an ar
ticulated, “My God!” he stretched an 
arm forward, crying, “Stop! stop! stop 
this fiendish deviltry!” Then he col
lapsed In his chair, buried his face in 

the table, and moaned

a mess-cers
dogcart lamps, Cox said: “Sir, it was 
hypnotism, we each saw reflected in 
that bally smoke screen his mental 
image. I saw Sergeant Murphy’s face, 
shattered almost beyond recognition, 
just as I saw him when he was 
brought in. I knew if I told this it 
would agonize Trevelyan, for he’s got 
a morbid remorse that he was respon
sible for the Sergeant’s death, so I 
chipped in that I, also had seen the 
German. I have an idea that it was 
Murphy Trevelyan saw.”

Harding was giving the colonel a 
lift to his bungalow, and as they 
tooled along he said: “It would be a 
Christian act, sir, to retire Captain 
Trevelyan. If the service doesn’t do 
it death will; he can’t stand this sort 
of thing.”

“And Trevelyan wouldn’t live three 
months if he were retired; he’d eat his 
heart out thinking he had been dis
honored, that it was a verdict.”

“But you don’t believe, sir—”
“I, don’t believe anything that re

flects on Trevelyan’s honor; he’s the 
cleanest man that ever drifted into the 
army. And on his pension he coiildn’t 
have the solace of what he’s doing—he 
has no private means.”

“I don’t quite understand what—” 
“I’ll tell you, Harding.

venomous thought into

Wily should

The eyes was

Seeing Faces.

Colonel Cunningham had sat silent, 
the troubled look in his eyes deepening 
as the others spoke.

“Did you see anything, sir?” Harding 
asked.

“I saw—” the colonel held his cheroot 
up in his fingers and examined its ash 
meditatively; “I saw something—some
thing practicaly indefinite. The vapor 
had assumed a fantastic shape which, 
if I had a vivid imagination—which 1 
have not, thank God!—I would have 
acclaimed a face. Perhaps even it was 
the Prussian’s.”

Colonel Cunningham knew that Trev
elyan had seen, for he had seen it too, 
the sweet face of a girl—Therese. It 
had been hypnotism, for he had been 
thinking of the girl, and that letter 
that might still be in the helmet. And 
Trevelyan’s horror, remorse, the cry of 
unutterable pain, had sprung from his 
belief that she had been shot because 
of him.

“Gentlemen,” Colonel Cunningham 
said presently, “there goes ‘lights out’” 
—they could hear the bugle’s two long-

Ito the doorway.
was
of peace
Swami had but interrupted his ritual 
to say, “There is a message in the 
topee of war for the Sahib from one 
whom he sorrows for as dead, but 
Uves.”

The Swami lifted the helmet from 
the mantel, and placing it before 
Trevelyan, added, “If the Sahib will 
search within he will find the 
sage that last night the lips 
face he saw were repeating.”

Doubtingly Trevelyan peered into 
the helmet. “There is nothing here, 
Yogi,” he declared angrily. - 
‘ “It is there, Sahib; the gods tell 
not lies.” .

Exasperated, feeling that the \ ogi 
tricked him, Trevelyan pulled an
grily at the band-lace, and there lay 
the letter, the ftital note that the 
Colonel had encased in its leather

THE END

A witty ' individual one Christmas 
morning wagered that he would ^is.r 
fifty different persons thc same ques
tion and receive the same answer from 
each. The wit went to one and to 
another until he had spoken to the 
whole 50. And this is how he won the 
bet. He whispered half audibly to 
each: “Say have you heard that Smith 
has failed?”

“What Smith!” queried the whole 
fifty one after another: and it.was de
cided that the bet had been fairly won.

that was the very thing in his mind.
“But they will see, will be what? 

they will see, for I cannot lift them 
ilnto the realm wherein I know that 
I am but an instrument, an atom in 
the vast whole that is Brahm, that is jn Ghosts,
the ever and ever life.”

The Colonel was Impressed ; he was

mes- 
of theHe sends

every month a slice of his pay—it’s 
small enough, God knows—to Ser
geant Murphy’s widow and children. 
Of course lie didn’t tell me.”

“He wouldn’t.”
The Spirt Message.

“No; a halfcaste clerk in the post- 
office told my orderly.”

“If Trevelyan would take furlough, 
even,” Harding suggested.

“I wish he would ask for it; one 
even can’t suggest it to a man in that 
mental state of disturbance.”

An instrument that makes an en
largement of finger-print marks Is being 
used by the police department of Parts, 
Franca.

coffin.
The hand Trevelyan knew it— 

Therese ! Without reading he closed
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dealer alike may appreciate the fact, by actual experience, that money can buy nothing quite as good 
as the lines of the

CANADIAN NASHUA PAPER CO. LTD., PETERBORO, ONT. #Who do the Converting of This Grade in Their St. John Works.
Stocked ind Recommended by the SCHOFIELD PAPER COMPANY, LIMITED, Sales Agents.
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