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ar Barclay:

Every individual voter feels that he could

in the nation better than those appointed
#o do so by himself and thousands of others
Just like him. One voter would put the tariff

igher than it ever was before; the next
ould abolish it. But, whichever type of
hinker gets his candidates into pawer, there
fremain always In these United States mil-
tons of people who have to be poor, dirty
nd discontented.

From th evan a child would conclude
either that & vast majority of people are
doomed to unhappiness by the God who
made them, or that a vast majority of politi-
clans are incapable governors. As to the first
conclusion, we know nothing; but as to the
second, we are certain beyond peradventure.
With mighty few exceptions, those whom we
put over us to govern us are the most in-
competent lot of legislators and administra-
tors in history. For the most part they are
men vaguely trained to the law. They talk
better and oftener on a greater varlety of
topics than the average man who is making
or trying to make an honest living. They
make it their business to be consplcuous, in-
stead of the opposite, and so get themselves
elected. As a body of men they know prac
tically nothing about anything useful or im-
portant, and their small minds are so tangled
with the little law they know that they are
unable to see through the tangle into the
heart of law, which is justice. If lawyers
could be counted on to do right the pawn-
broker down the street and the shoemaker
round the corner would not have to be called
away from affairs, important to them, to sit
on juries and do justice.

But the thing goes deeper. What .in each

‘vmer'. judgment is the one chlef thing that
s wrong with these United States?. There
would be almost as many apswers as there
are voters. I've asked lots of men, and no
two agreed, but I liked one man's answer a
Jot. He sald: “The chief trouble with the
country is that its citizens have to pay taxes
when they ought to be receiving dividends.
And this,” he sald, “would be the case it
from the start we had been governed by our
best minds, instead of by our worst; if as a
nation we had been run from the beginning
the way Standard Oll, for instance, has been
run as a trust”

1 am not standing up for the rapaciousness
of trusts, only for their efficiency. As a na-
tion we have been more rapacious and dls-
honest than any trust that ever lived. This
being so, and a blot upon us that can never

be wiped out, a wrong of our own doing that,

can never be righted, it is ten thousand
pities that we haven't been efficient, too.

How many blillions of dollars was this
eountry worth, as 1and, coal, oll, forest, gold,
silver, iron, etc, etc.? Only astronomers
think in big enough figures to answer that.
Anyhow, as a nation we grabbed, stole and
cheated it all away from the people who
owned it. And then we began to play ducks
erd drakes with it. If from the start our
resources could have been handled by a
Rockefeller he—well he might be a thousand
times richer than he is, but we—we would
pone of us be poor. And our house would
be clean and efficient from garret to cellar,
and not gutted and creaky and full of ver-
min and half the ceilings down.

Think of a whole country run as & trust,
with employment at more than a fair return
for every able-bodied man, and fat dlvidends
for everybody in good years! In such a state
by force of public opinion even a Bryan might
be made useful. Even in Utopia there are
offices which have to be swept out.

1¢'there is salvation ahead of us, instead of
guin, something of this sort will have to be
worked out from wWhat is left to us of our
patural resources.

Falling this those of us who are rich
enough and contented enough as individuals
will be pulled down from our high places and
grampled by an unreasoning mob until there
§s no longer anything stable nor any one
eontented. The air of this great city which
we breathe is 10 per cent air and 90 per cent
gevolution. In other parts of the country the

The only man with sufficlent mind and
power to effect anything good is yourself.
But if you personally were to preach the
gospel of eficiency people would think you
were working, to put it bluntly, for your own
pocket. This gospel then ostensibly must not
come from you. It must not come from the
gich. From whom then? From the poor, you
answer. Bit alas, my friend, even the cham-
pions of the poor are open to suspicion.

This gospel then must come from where?

. Why, from heaven, of courss, whence all

good gbspels have come, or are usually be-

fleved to have come. nd, seeing that we

@re in America, where the women are given

the best of everything, our heaven-sent mes-
genger must be a woman.

1 see your gesture of horror. But she shall
pot be as you ses her. She shall be young
and beautiful and good and sincere. She
ghall not speak her 6wn thoughts, but ours.
The masses will believe in her. The classes
may, and if they don’t they will have sense
enough to pretend to. -

With you to help, I believe, upon my word
- @f honor, that I can make this thing happen.
Will you help? What do you think?

Yours as ever,
MILES STILLITER.
o this letter Professor Stilliter received
ghe following answer by retirn messenger:
Dear Stilliter: Bt
1l help if you can answer
g St Koyt .
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She must belleve what she preaches. It she
is sincere, how can she tell people that she
comes from heaven? You say she must come
from heaven in order to believe. It is quite
a rigmarole. 1 know that you have been
thinking and experimenting for years toward
some such end as this. But I am a business
man, and I have to be shown.

Yours with sincere interest.

To this Professor Stilliter answered:
Dear Barclay:

She only has to belleve that she comes from
heaven. If she can be made to believe that,
are you satisfied?

That night the two men met by appoint-
ment. Outlining his plan, and occasionally
going into detail, Prefessor Stilliter talked
rapidly for almost two hours without stop-
ping, till the sweat stood on his brow and
his volce began to fail him. He finished with
these words: “And for a few of us, a8 a mere
side issue, there's billions in 1t

Gordon Barclay remained for a long time
in profound thought.

“There is, as you say,” he sald at last,
*billions in it. Yet if I was sure that we
could make it happen, really make every-
body contented and not poor. I'd be content
to give up everything L have already, and I
could die happy.”

“So would 1,” exclalmed Stilliter hurriedly.
«But I'd rather make the world happier and
myself with it. Wouldn't you?*

Barclay shook his heavy shoulders, lifted
his leonesque head and smiled.

“Of course,” he said, was dreaming. I
believe the thing can be done. And without
any sacrifice whatever, elther spiritual or
material.”

“It will take a long time.”

“T understand that. You have to teach her
almost from the beginning.*

I don't teach hér exaotly.
belleve.”

“Have you a child in view?"

i '?w that you're with me, I shall soon find

B.

I make Wer

on

“What are the chances against us?”’

Only these: That before we bring her te
earth to preach our gospel you are dead, or I
am, or the revolution has already come, and
born a different and better fruit for us all.”

Professor Miles Stilliter was never idle, ex-
cept when he was asleep. On a certain morn-
ing In the Spring of 1900 Professor Stilliter,
having mislaid his glasses, was unable to tell
what time, it was, though he held his watch
as near to his eye-ball as he could without
touching it. It was, however, his usual time
for beginning the day, for at that moment
his valet brought in the morning papers.
Professor Stilliter did not read the papers
word by word, but column by column. It
was astonishing to see so much intelligence
and energy and adroltness in a young man
who resembled nothing so much as a mon-
strous baby.

The following headline in the New York
American almost immediately caught his eye,
and put an end to any further search for
news:

“TRAGIC END OF A EUGENIC ROMANCE.”

“Brilllant John Amesbury, who
marricd one of America's greatest
beauties, killed by a trolley cal
Widow, prostrated by news, mot ex-
pected to recover.”

A cut of a beautiful young man and a
beautiful young woman lent to this unusual
item of news a tinge of real tragedy.

Professor Stilliter was out of bed in a
twinkling of an eye. He bathed and dressed
with miraculous speed. It made you think
a little of the way a fire engine horse is har-
nessed.

Swift as were all his motions, he dwelled
somewhat upan his breakfast. A close ob-
server might have noticed that he chewed
every mouthful exactly the same number of
times.

The late John Amesbury’s house was at
Scarsdale. On the morning in which this
narrative opens a number of village boys

were pulling off a dog fight in the quiet.

country road that bordered the narrow front
lawn. Tommy Barclay, aged twelve, hearing
this racket from afar and full of the tragedy
which had overtaken the kind and friendly
people in the big house, came up on a dead
run. His efforts to interfere with the sport
and to secure peace and quiet for the sick
woman in the house were not met with ap-
proval, and indeed for a moment it looked as
if the noise of the dog fight was going to be
swelled by the noise of a boy fight, a dozen
to one. Fortunately for Tommy, the door of
the house opened, and a trained nurse, with
a lonz face like a horse and a domineering
eye, came running down the front walk with
an expression so. ominous and formidable
that, without a word spoken, the dogs werse
dragged a part and the boys made off at high
speed. Something in Tommy’'s face attracted
the nurse’s attention. She was far kinder
than she looked.
“Do you want anything?" she said.-

“The papers gald,” sald Tommy, “that Mrs.
Amesbury wouldn't get well” He sald no
more, but hls whole attitude and expression
was a poignant question. The nurse 1aid her
hand suddenly on his brown head, patted
clumsilv, shook her own head just the verfest
trifle and hurried back to the house.

A shadow fell upon Tommy, and he found
himself looking into the immen thick-
rimmed glasses of Professor Stilliter. Intul-
tively the boy and.the man disliked each
other.. Professor Stilliter would rather have
asked almost any. other small boy if that was
the Amesbury houss. Tommy would have
preferred to téll almost any other man that

question an-

t was. essor Btilliter, his
-

~
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“Gentlemen,” hu'ialdr “fifteen years from to-day she will bring
thethe world to her feet—and to ours.”

swered, moved energetically upon the house,
and from the maid who answered the bell
inquired for the latest bulletin of Mrs. Ames-
bury. He stepped forward as if to enter the
house, and the servant made the least show
in the world of shutting the door in his face.
Professor Stilliter turned reluctantly saway
and heard the closing of the door.

At that moment a bDUggY driven furiously
stopped at the front gate, and, thanks to his
glasses, which gave his helpless eyes an a
most hawk-like vision, Professor Stilliter
recognized Dr. Wainwright, an old acquaint-
ance, if not a friend.

‘Glad to see you,” sald Professor Stilliter.
'Are you In charge here?*

“Ye sald Dr. Wainwright.

«“Then you can help me, as nobody else
can. I never knew Amesbury. I don't know
his wife, but as a eugenist I was immensely
interested in their marriage, and I have a
deep aclentific interest in seeing the daugh-
ter. Now at such a time as this I eould not
very well jrce myself upon the household,
bat if you eould slip me in with you as &
consulting physiclan I will be immensely
obliged to you, and there will be no talk
of splitting fees.

Dr. Wainwright smiled and nodded.

The object of Professor Stilliter's interest
was not hard to find. She was seated, for-
lorn and disconsolate, upon the bottom step
of the front stair. Dr. Wainwright picked
her up in his arms and kissed her. He made
her shake hands with Professor Stilliter. He
told her that Professor Stilliter was very
fond of little girls, and wouldn't she do her
best to entertain him, while he himself was
with her mother upstairs?

Professor Stilliter could not ecomceal the
fact that the child’s appearance delighted
him, and that his appearance did not furnish
her with the same delight affected him no
more than a duck’s back is affected by water.
She had been too well brought up, and car-
ried her three or four years with too much
dignity to run from him and hide, as her in-
stincts prompted her. She did not resist when
he lifted her from the floor, asked her age
and said, “My, how heavy she Wwa She
winced a little and flinched a little when he
prodded her arms and chest and felt with
evident admiration the firm and chubby
calves of lLer legs, and when he made her
open her mouth and looked in and murmured,
“Colossal.” But when he asked wouldn't
she show him the pretty house in which she

- fved, she did so gladly, for it seemed to put

an end to being handled.

For his immediate purpose Professor stillf-
ter did not need to penetrate beyond the
cheerful living room, for here his eyes at
once singled out from many three photo-
graphs, in which justice had pretty nearly
been done, not only to his small companion,
but to her famous father and her mother.

“What is that funny thing on the plano?”’
asked Professor Stilliter. The little sirl
looked In the direction indicated, and told
him that it was a Chinese “ephelent.”

During the moment in which he had suc-
ceeded in diverting her attention the young
man had slipped the three photographs In
their folded leather frame into onme of his
capacious pockets. His mission in the house
finished, he asked her if she would give him
a kiss. This was a thing which, it seemed
to her, she could neither accord nor refuse.
She simply burst into tea The Professor
shrugged his great shoulders, grunted like a
pig and abruptly took his departure.

8till weeping, the little girl found her way
to a plaza that opened off the llving rogm-
Here she seated herself of a very small cHair
that was her very own'and kept on crying
until she had almost forgotten what she was
crying about. 5

Tommy Barclay, still lingering about the
premises, traced the infantile walls to their
sources. The sight of his sympathetic face
above the veranda ling, across which he
had thrown one leg,‘Btarted tears again, for
he was her best friend in the world, and she
wished to tell him all about the wicked man
with the black-rimmed spectacl Tommy
took her on his knees and listened and gave
comfort. Presently he took from his pocket
a little rag doll, and very shyly, for now that
he looked at it agalin, it seemed a poor gift,
he offered it to her.

There was silence in the room, at once 80
rich and repressed in its moldings and fur-
nishings, where Gordon Barclay received and
gave orders to such of his fellow-millionaires
as were in his confidence.

Semmes and Sturtevant, of all mep, deepest
in his confidence, were strangely ved. The
great man for once had not beén dealing with
facts, but with' fancies. Very quietly and
sarnestly he had beén painting for them that
terrific future to6 which, a8 he saw it, the res
lesa foroces of the world were driving.

_-it-mey heve been kbat the presence of

Professor Stilliter in
the room had a kind
of hypnotic effect
upon the two men. He
stood In shadow
against the wainscot-
ing, and his eyes
never left the back
of their heads.

At first Barclay
showed them some of
the achievements of
capital—steamers too
great to be tossed by
the waves, intermin-
able freight trains
creeping over high

trestles, square miles of corrugated iron roofs,

the chimneys belching black smoke; streets as
bright as midnight as at noon, and as
crowded; buildings so tall that they stag-
gered belief and swayed in the wind; hos-
pitals, hotels, banks, libraries, cathedrals,
&rept acreages of rock and gravel turned into
green umbrageous playgrounds for a free
people. He showed them department stores
téeming with life, vast terminal stations, tun-
nels passing under broad rivers, great 1n-
braries, free to rich and poor allke. The
waters of whole counties coaxed by one mir-
acle after another into one city to keep its
millions healthy and clean. And they stood
with him upon the bridge of a warship and
passed from the world's second ocean to its
first, through the incredible diteh, which
capital was to bulld, and which men already
called the Panama Canal.

And then he showed them some of the falt-
ures of capital—men and women starving in
hundreds, rotting of diseases or perishing of
sheer disappointment and despair. Bread-
1ines, soup kitchens he showed them; roof-
less men dylng of exposure. And then in
swift dashes he showed them, standing upon
a soap box at the corner of a slum, a man in
tattered rags, with the forehead of the first
Napoleon and the lion-roar voice of Mira-
beau—a man who spoke to the wretched and
the unfortunate, and the idle and the mis-
chievous, and filled their hearts with fire and
passion and hate.

He showed those same men, armed with
guns, with poles, with hatchets, with ham-
mers, stopping a limousine on Fifth Avenue,
dragging out an old man in a fur-lined coat,
and hanging him, more dead than allve, to
the nearest lamp post. He showed them that
same crowd, ever growing in numbers and
anger, tearing a policeman to pleces; he
showed them banks and other strongholds
of capital that rose suddenly heavenward in
puffs of sordid-smelling gray & ke, and
were—not. He showed them short sleges, in
which for a while, rifles flashed from the win-
dows of Fifth avenue palaces. He showed
them these same palaces a few minutes later,
turned inside out, half in ruins, the defenders
mangled upon the sidewalks. And, ever
growing In power and leadership, he kept
showing them the man with the head of Na-
poleor? and the lion-roar volce of Mirabeau.

He showed them a city of pedestrians, &
city through which neither carriages nor au-
tomobiles could move, so great was the ruin
in lits streets, abpve which crawled no ele-
vated trains, beneath which no subways ran,
a city in which no statues or things of beauty
remained whole, a city given over at night
to darkness, to druukenness, to murder and
rapine.

And he showed them themselves fleeing by
night, in disguise, a price upon them, dead or
alive; and he showed them the Napoleon-
Mirabeau bringing order out of chaos, and
preparing to hold what he had taken, now
begging. now commanding, now wheedling,
now killing, and then he showed them battles
and leaping cannon—and at last a white flag
raised over a fortre and themselves person-
ally all three, in the unifornf of generals, lead
forth blind folded and bound and stood with
their backs agalnst a whitewashed wall.

Finally Sturtevant looked his friend and
master in the face and sald: “Wei, what's
the answer

“I think,” said Barclay, “that I have de-
vised a remedy which shall serve us all. Mr,
Stilliter.”

As Professor Stilliter advanced, Mr. Bar-
clay sald to the others: The world’s greatest
peychologist.”

“You do not have to tell us that,” sald
Semmes, and they bowed to the Profess

“Well,’ said Barclay, have a look at
her.”

Professor Stilliter drew from his pocket a
folded picture frame of red leather. When
the gentleman had examined the photographs,
with an evidence of pleasure not to be mi
taken, for the good looks of the Amesburys
and thelr daughter were as certain and sud-
den in their effect upon the eye as is the
beauty of the Yosemite Val

“But,” sald Styrtevant,
remedy

For snawer Barclay slmply touched the

Y.
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photograph of the little Amesbury girl with
the tip of his finger.

“She- is the answer,
way, Stilliter,
mother."”

Profesgor Stilliter shrugged his shoulders
very slightly.

“Dead

‘“Dying.”

Barclay was net unmoved. “She thinks,”
he said, “that she is only dying in grief. As
a matter of fact, she is taking a great place
in the march of events.

What are the child’s habita?”

‘She has a nap,” sald Professor Stilliter,
“from 10 to 10:30 and from 3 to 3:30. At other
times she is mostly out of doors with her
nurse. There is a wood back of the house,
in which she has a playhouse, a see-saw, etc.
If you wished to see her it would be a simple
matter, but I am ready to stake my reputa-
on her. She is absolutely cut to our plan.”

“Which,” sald Semmes, “is so far a com-
plete mystery to Sturtevant and myself.”

In spite of Professor Stilliter's guarantee,
the triumvirate, as they were both popularly
and unpopularly called, determined to have
a look at the little Amesbury girl for them-
selves. In a car driven so swiftly that the
traffic cops had to look the other way so as
not to get dust in their eyes, it did not tgke
them long to reach the Amesbury house.
They did not. however, draw up before the
house itself, but in the wood back of it. Here
togged out in Indian dress so that she re-
sembled the ornamental side of a cent, they
found the object of thelr search. It was no
difficult task for three such men to lull any
suspicion that the child’s nurse may have had.
They complimented her upon the health and
good manners of her little charge, inquired
after her mistress and learned with every
semblance of regret that the latter was sink-
ing hourly. They joked Professor Stilliter a
1ittle on the fear with which he seemed to in-
spire the child. But to Stilliter, looking far
ahead, perhaps this aversion seemed a serl-
ous thing.

“Well,” he sald brusquely, “am I right? Is
she the finest child you ever saw, or isn't
she? Just see the breadth of her skull above
the ear

He would have touched her, but she shrank
from him. When Barclay, however, spoke to
her she showed neither fear nor aversion,
only a pleasant shyness.

=] have never seen you before,” he sald,
“but I am very fond of little girls, and since
I have none of my own I do not propose to
1ose sight of you in a hurry.”

Leaving the others, he took the child and
the nurse for a little drive in the car, and
when they had come back he slipped some-
thing that jingled into the nurse’s hand, so
that the flighty woman felt prepared to go
through fire with him.

The little Amesbury girl was of an age
when most impressions do not long survive.
She would neithér remember her father nor
her mother nor her nurse, nor her Indlan
dress, nor the playhouse, nor the see-saw in
the woods; but always she had a vague rec-
ollection of three great and important per-
sonages, who treated her as if she were more
important than they were, and who on part-
ing from her bowed over her chubby, dim-
pled hand and kissed it for all the world as
if she had been a princess. It wasn’t exactly
a recollection elther, for she did not remem-
ber thefr faces nor how they came into her
life, nor how they departed. It was more like
a dream, only fragments of which here and
there survive in the waker's mind. It wasn't
altogether a pleasant dream. Thers mingled
with it a certain something of the essence
of a nightmare. Whether it was another man
in the backeround or some monstrous beast
with extraordinarily large, black-rimmed
eyes she did not know.

It is curious that she should remember a
little of all this and nothing of that message
which eame presently from the house—a
message. brought by one servant to another
and crudely blurted forth in the hearing of a
child. .

“Come quick, Mary, and bring the baby;
the missus is dead.” She does mot remember
running to the house beéetween two women,
dregged by the band- and if sbe did it to

he said, “but, by the
what do you hear of the
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most likely that she should remember enly
the novelty of the swift locomotion, and not
the reason that called for it.

The little Ameshury girl continued to live
on in her father's house. The law sald she
might until things were ptraightened out.
There were no relatives to interfere.

But it was a strange life. There was no
longer any discipline fn the hou even the
trained nurse with a face like a horse had to
g0. The servants began to negelct their work
and to amuse themselves. There were always
«gentlemen friends” in the kitchen. Often
the lights did not go out till very late at
night. And there were always great goings
on and laughter at jokes that could not have
been half as funny as the laugnter was loud.
Nurse began to neglect her charge. She
would tell her not to go off the plassza till she
came back, while she herself scuttled oft to
the big kitchen to take part in the convers:
tions and the fiirtations and the continual
round of good things to eat and drink.

The littel Amesbury girl was not § philos-
opher. Had she been. she must have noticed
with some cynicism that when laboring peo-
ple get & little liberty and power they do not
necessarily make the best use of them, but
try at any price to have a good time, just the
way rich people do.

But being neglected by nurse had its ad-
vantages, for Tommy Barclay cama every day
to play with her, and often many times in
one day. He was a much better nurse than
nurse was. He knew more games and
stories; he wasn't always “sharp set” for a
cup of tea: he wasn't always breaking up a
game right in the middle te talk to 8 mounted
policeman. Sometimes the policeman dis-
mounted and sat with nurse on a fallen tree.
Often she got giggling so that he had to put
his arm around her to keep her from falling
oft. Sometimes he would pretend that she
was his little “paby” (that is what he callea
her) and makes her sit on his lap, and then he
would hug her and kiss her, she laughing
and screaming and pretending te fight him.

But Tommy Barclay wasn't such a fool. He
took good care of her all the time, and she
loved him with all her heart.

That night about 12 o'clock, nurse's bed in
the little Amesbury girl's room was empty.
The house was in darkness, except for the
kitchen. From this came sounds of revelry
and of a Victor talkink machine. The little
Amesbury girl dreamed that & man with im-
mense, black-rimmed eyes was bending over
her and she walked with a scream.

For once in her life she had dreamed true,
for Professor Stilliter was bending over ner,
and the fingers of his left hand were clasped
almost chokingly about her baby throat. In
his right hand he held before her eyes a lump
of rock crystal the size and shape of a hen’s
egg. The crystal appeared to exercise an
instant fascination upon her. She forgot that
she was afraid and that she wanted to scream
for help. She even forgot the presence of
Professor Stilliter. She thought indeed that
she was all alone and that somebody had
opened a door through which she was at lib-
erty to look into falryland.

Very far away she heard a volce that sald
very quietly, ‘Now you can't scream.”

Of course, she tried to, and found that she
couldn’t.

And now,” sald the volce, “you can't do
anything unless I tell you to. Get up.” She
slipped obediently out of bed.

“Dress yourself,” sald the volce.

For the first time in her baby life the little
Amesbury girl dressed herself. She even tied
her own halr ribbon in a presentable bow-
knot and buttoned her own tiny boots.

Professor Stilliter had long since slipped
the crystal back into Its leather case and
into his pocket. The spell of hypnotism
which he had cast over her by its means
;ould last as long as he chose.

Show me,” he sald, “where nurse keeps
your coats and hats He selected a hat for
her and her warmest coat.

* he said, “and
don't make any nols led her do™n-
stairs and out into the night

She never afterward recalled anything of
the journey to the north woods which she
made with Profesgor Stilliter. The long au-
tomobile ride, the Montreal express held up
between stations, the long drive into the
woods, and after that, when they had come
to the end of the road, the long tellsome up
and down hill tramp, through which she rode
first on the shoulders of one man and then
on the shoulders of another. until the party
came to a wild spot at the foot of the cliff
Here in the warm Spring synshine on ledges
of rock a number of drowsy rattlesnakes
were colled in a horrid mass. She does not
remember that here, ag if waiting for her,
were three men who wore black masks over
thelr faces.

When the men who had brought her to the
foot of the cliff had gone, with the exception
of Professor Stilliter, the three masked men
removed their masks. So that when Profes-
sor Stilliter, withdrawn a little so that she o
should not see him first of all and be fright-
ened, told her to wake up, she looked into
the friendly faces of Barclay, Semmes and
Sturtevant.

Barcaly advanced with great ceremony,
dropped on one knee before her and kissed
her hand for all the world as 1f she had been
a princess. Then Sturtevant came forward
and did llkewise, and then Semmes.

Although Professor Stilliter had told her to
wake up, the spell of the crystal was still
upon her like drowsiness after sleep. To re-
duce her once more to a complete state of
bypnosis it was only necessary for him to
say quietly, “Go to sleep again.”

What looked like a portion of solid clift
rose suddenly, without any sound, and dis-
closed a black passage that appeared to lead
to the bowels of the earth. In the mouth of
this passageway stood a handsome woman,
a little under middle age. There was a dia-
mond star in her dark hair, and she wore a
white warment that fell from her shoglders
in statelv folds like those of a Roman toga.
She came forward, caught the little Ames-
bury girl up lovingly in her arms, turned
and, without a word, walked back into the
passageway and disappeared. For a long
time the sound of her sandled feet upon the
rocky floor courd be heard. Then the mov-
ing portion of the cHff slid slowly and noise-
lessly back into place, and the feur men who
remained without turned somewhat slowly to
each other.

Barclay was the first to break the silence.
“Gentlemen,” he said, “fifteen years from to-
day she will leave that cavern and bring the
world to her fest—and to ours.”

(To be Continued)




