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“FOX IN THE MORNING.”

NI I T AT

. Coralio reclined, in the mid-day heat,
dlke some vacuous beauty lounging in
& guarded harem. The town lay at the
Bea’s edge on a strip of alluvial coast.
was set like a little pearl in an em-

d band. Behind it, and seeming
ost ‘to topple, imminent, above it,
the sea-following range of the
lleras. In front the sea Wwas

‘ read, a smiling jailer, but even more
dr corruptible than the frowning moun-
;h.lnl. The waves swished along the
L ooth beach; the parrots screamed in
e orange and ceiba-trees; the palms
‘waved thelr limber tronds foolishly like
g awkward chorus at the prima
nna's cue to enter.

; Suddenly the town was full of excite-
ment. A native boy dashed down &
h grown street, shrieking: ‘“Busca
Senor Goodwin. Ha venido un
o por ell”
word passed quickly.. Tele- '
do not often come to.anyone in
lio. The cry for Senor Goodwin
taken up by a dozen officious
‘woices. The main street running par-
‘allel to the beach became populated
with those who desired to expedite the
ljvery of the despatch. Knots of wo-
with complexions varying from
olive to deepest brown gathered
street corners and plaintively car-
led: “Un telegrafo por Senor Good-
1” The comandante, Don Senor el
‘Coronel Encarnacion Rios, who was,
‘;lbyﬁ to the Ins and suspected Good-
S,g:ln'l devotion to the Outs, hissed:
{*Ahal” and wrote in his secret memor=-
igndum book the accusive fact that
or Goodwin had on that moment-,
¢ - date received a telegram.
{ In the midst of the hullabaloo a man
istepped to the door of a small wooden
{puillding and looked out. Above the
oor was a sign that read “Kecgh and
‘Clancy”’—a nomenclature that seemed
‘mot to be indigenous to that tropical
®oil. The man in the door was Billy
Keogh, scout of fortune and progress
d ‘latter-day rover of the Spanish
Main, Tintypes and photographs were
the weapons with which Keogli and
Ciancy were at that time assailing the
helpless shores, Outside the shop were
two large frames filled with speci- '
of their art and skill|
" Kebgh leaned in the doorway, his
bold arnd humorous sountenance wear-
‘ing a look >f interest at the unusual in-"
flux of life and sound into the street.
%‘When the meaning of the disturbance
pecame clear to him he placed a hand

;E The

S‘fbesdde his mouth and shouted: “Hey!

- rpey

|

it

;Ecode that women liked Dick Henley.

" Frank!” in such a robustious voice that

. smoking with Willard Geddie, the con-

' @& riot in town on account of a telegram

_in the throes of a revolution.”

- ed in white linen, with buckskin zapa-

{ revolutionist and ‘“good people.”

! unconstrued, through the

the feeble clamor of. the natives was
drowned and silenced.

Fifty yards away, on the seaward
side of the street stood the abode of the
consul for the United States. Out
from the door of this building tumbled
Goodwin at the call. He had been

sul, on the back porch of the consulate,
which was conceded to be the coolest
spot in Coralio.

“Hurry up,” shouted Keogh, “There's

itkat’'s come for you. You want to be
careful about these things, my boy. It
won’t do to trifle with tke feelings of
the public this way. You'll be getting
a. pink mote some day with violet scent
on it; and then the country’ll be steeped

Goodwin had strolled up the street
and met the boy with the message.
The ox-eyed women gazed at him with
shy admiration, for his type drew them.
He was big, bionde, and jauntily dress-

tos. His manner was courtly, with a
sort of kindly truculence in it, tem-
pered by a merciful eye. ‘When the
telegram’ had been delivered, and the
bearer of it dismissed with' a gratuity,
the relieved populace returned to the
contiguities of shade from which curi-
oisty had drawn it—the women to theii
baking in the mud ovens under the
orange-trees, or to the interminablc
combing of their long, straight hair;
the men to their cigarettes and gossip
in the cantinas.

Goodwin sat on Xeogh's doorstep,
and read his telegram. It was from
Bob Englehart, an American, who
lived in San Mateo, the capital city of
Anchuria, eighty miles in the interior.
Englehart was a gold miner, an ardent
That
he was a man of resource and imagina-
tion was proven by the telegram he
had sent. It had been his task to send.
a confidential message to his friend in
Coralio. This could not have been ac-
complished in either Spanish or Eng-
lish, for the eye politic in Anchuria was
an active one. The Ins and the Outs
were perpetually on their guard. But
Englehart was a diplomatist. There
existed but one code upon which he
might make requisition with promise of
safety—the great potent code of Slang.
So, here is the message that slipped,
fingers of
curious officials, and came to the eye of

Goodwin:

“His Nibs skedaddled yesterday per |
jack-rabbit line with all the coin in the
kitty and the bundle of muslin he’s |
spoony about. The boodle is six figures |
short. Our crowd in good shape, but!
we need the spondulicks. You collar it. 1

e

The main guy and the dry goods are |
headed for the briny. You know what |
to do. BOB.” |

This screed, remarkable as.it was, |
had no mystery for Goodwin. He was |
the most successful of the small ad-i
vance-guard of speculative Americans |
that had invaded Anchuria, and he had
not reached that enviable pinnacle
without having well exercised the art
of foresight and deduction. He had |
taken up political intrigue as a matter |
of business. He was acute enough,to
wield a certain influence among the
leading schemers, and he was prosper-
ous enough to be able to purchase the
respect of the petty officeholders. There
was always a revolutionary party; and
to it he had always allied himself; for
the adherents of a new administration
received the rewards of their- labors.
There was now a Liberal party seeking
to overturn President Miraflores. If
the wheel successfuily revolved, Good-
win stood to win a concession to 30,000
manzanas of the finest coffee lands in
the interior. -Certain incidents in the
recent career of President Miraflores
had excited a shrewd suspicion in Good-
win’s mind that the government was
near a dissolution from another cause
than that of a revolution, and now
Englehart’s telegram had come as a
corroboration of his wisdom.

The telegram, which had remained
unintelligible to the Anchurian linguists
who had applied to it in vain their
knowledge of Spanish and elemental
Erglish, conveyed a stimulating piece
of news to Goodwin’s understanding.
It informed him that the president of
the republic had decamped from the
capital city with the contents of the
treasury. Furthermore, that he was
accompanied in his flight by that win-
ning adventuress Isabel -Guilbert, the
opera singer, whose troupe of perform-
ers had been entertained by the presi-
dent of San Mateo during the past
month on a scale less modest than that
with which royal visitors are often
content. The reference to the ‘jack-
rabbit line” could mean nothing else
than the mule-back system of trans-
port that prevailed between Carolio!
and the capital. The hint that the
“poodle” was ‘“six flgures short” made
the condition of the national treasury
lamentably clear. Also it was convinc-
irgly true that the ingoing party—its!'
way now made a pacific one—would
need the “spondulicks.” TUnless its
pledges should be fulfilled, and the
sroils held for the delectation of the

| victors, precarious indeed, would be the

position of the mew government.

Therefore it was exceeding necessary |
to “collar the majin guy,” and recapture !
the sinews of war and governmert: |

Goodwin handed the message to}
Keogh.- i

“Read that, Billy,” he adid. - "It's !
from Bob Englehart. Can you manasge |
the cipher?” i

Keogh sat in the other half of the
doorway, and carefully persued the!
telegram. i

«mjs not a cipher.” he said, finally. '
wmig what they call literature, and
that’s a system of language put in the
mouths of people that they've never
been introduced to by writers of imag-
ination. The magazin€s invented it, but
I never knew before that President
Norvin Green had stamped it with the
seal of his approval. 'Tis now no !
longer literature, but language. The
dictionaries tried, but they couldn’t |
make it go for anything but dialect.
Sure, now that the Western Union in-
dorses it, it won’t be long till a race
of people will spring up that speaks
|| s

“You're running too much to philol-
ogy, Billy.” said Goodwin. “Do you
make out the meaning of it?”

“Sure,” replied the philosopher of.
Fortune. “All languages come easy to
the man who must know ‘em, I've
éven failed to misunderstand an order
to evacuate in classical Chinese when:
it was backed up by the muzzle of a |
breech-loader. This little literary es-
say I hold in my hands means a game
of Fox-in-the-Morning. Ever play that,
Frank, when you was a kid?”

“I think so,” said Goodwin,
ing. “You join hands all
and—"

“You do not,” interrupted Keogh.
“You've got a fine sporting game
mixed up in your head with ‘All
Around the .Rosebush.’ The spirit of
‘Fox-in-the-Morning’ is opposed to the
holding of hands. I'll tell you how it’s
played. This president man and his
companion in play, they stand up over
in San Mateo, ready for the run, and
shout: ‘Fox-in-the-Morning!’ Me and
you, standing here, we say: ‘Goose and
the Gander!” They say: ‘How many
miles is it to London town? We say:
‘Only a few, if your legs are long
enough. How many comes out? They
say: ‘More than you’re able to catch.
And then the game commences.”

“I catch the idea,” said Goodwin.
“It won’t do to let the fgoose and gan-
der slip through our fingers, Billy;
their feathers are too valuable. Our
crowd is prepared and able to step
into the shoes of the government at
once; but with the  treasury empty
we’d stay in power abhout as long as a
tenderfoot would stick on an untamed |
bronco. We must play the fox on every
foot of the coast to prevent their |
getting out of the country.”

|

laugh-
‘round,

| the brows
. plunged

| streams,
| through sunless forests teeming with

| Goodwin,

“By the mule-back schedule,” said
Keogh, ‘it’s five days down from San
Mateo. We've got plenty of time to
set aur outposts. There’s only three
places on the coast where they can
hope to sail from-—here and $olitas and
Alazan. They're the on
have to guard. It's as easy as a chess
problem—fox to .play, and mate in
three moves. Oh, gocsey, goosey, gan-
der, whither do you wander? By the
blessing of the literary telegraph the
boodle 6éf this benighted fatherland
shall be preserved to the honest polit-
ical party that is seeking to overthrow
n )

The situation had been justly out-

| lined by Keogh. The down trail from

the capital was at all times a w_ea.ry
road to travel. A jiggety-joggety jour-
ney it was; ice-cold and hot, wet and

' dry. The trail climbed appalling moun-

tains, wound like a rotten string about
of breathless precipices,
chilling snow-fed

through
like a snake

nd wriggled

menacing insect and animal life. After
descending to the foothills it turned to
a trident, the central prong ending at;
Alazan. Another branched off to Cor-
alio; the third penetrated to Solitas.
Between the sea and the foothills
stretched the five miles breadth of al-
luvial coast. Here was the flora of the
tropics in its rankest and most prodi-
gal growth. Spaces here and there had
been wrested from the jungle and
planted with bananas and cane and
orange groves. The rest was a riot of
wild vegetation, the home of mon-
keys, tapirs, jaguars, alligators and
prodigious reptiles and insects. Where
no road was cut a serpent could
scarcely make its way through the
tangle of vines and creepers. Across
the treacherous mangrove sSwamps few
things without wings could safely
pass. Therefore the fugitives could
hope to reach the coast only by one
of the routes named.

“Keep. the matter quiet,” advised
Goodwin. “We don’t want the Ins to
know that the president is in flight.
I suppose Bob’s information is some-
thing of a scoop in the capital as yet.

| Otherwise he would not have tried to
| make his message a confidential one;

and, besides, everybody would have
heard the news. I'm going around now
to see Dr. Zavalla. and start a man
up the trail to cut the telegraph wire.”

As Goodwin rose, Keogh threw his
hat upon the grass by the door and
expelled a tremendous sigh.

“What's the trouble, Biily?” asked
pausing. “That’'s the first
heard you sigh.”
last,” said Keogh. “With

time I ever
#9Tis the

ly points we'll

! but in some ways I feel my conscience !

that sorrowful puff of wind I resign
myself to a life of praiseworthy but
harassing honesty. What are tintypes,
if you please, to the opportunities of
the great and hilarious class of gan-
ders and geese? Not that I would be
a president, Frank—and
he’s got is too big for me to handle—

hurting me for addicting myself ' to

photographing a nation instead of run- |

ning away with it. Frank, did you
ever see the ‘bundle of muslin’ that
His Exeellency has wrapped up and
carried off?”

“Isabel Guilbert?”’ said@ Goodwin,
laughing. “No, I never did. From what
I've héard of her, though, .I imagine
that she wouldn’t stick at anything to
carry- her point. Don’t get romantic,
Billy.- Sometimes I begin to fear that
there’s Irish blood in your ancestry.”

“I mever saw her either,”” went on
Keogh; “but they say she’s got all the
tadies of mythology, sculpture,” and
fiction reduced to chromos. -They say
she can look at a man once, and hell
turn monkey and climb trees to ' pick
cocoanuts for her. Think of thatspres-
ident man with Lord knows how many
hundreds of thousands of - dollars. in
one hand, and this muslin siren in
the other, galloping down, hill on a
sympathetic mule amid sohgbirds and’
flowers! And here is Billy Keogh, be-

cause he, is. virtuous, condemned to the gjon of high descerit; and she’spatkled”

unprofitable swindle of glandering the
faces of missing links on tin for -an
honest living! 'Tis an injustice of na-
ture.”

“Cheer up,” said Goodwin. “You are
a pretty poor fox to be envying a gan-
der. Maybe the enchanting Guilbert
will take a fancy. to you apmd your tin-
types~ after we  impoverish’ her+royal
escort.”

‘““‘She could do . worse,”« reflected
Keogh; “but she won’t. 'Tis not a tin-
type gallery, but the gallery of the

gods that she’s fitted to adorn. She’s

a very wicked lady, and the presidept

: i %

man “is: in luck.

to do all the work.” And Keogh plung-
ed for the rear of the ‘“gallery,” whist-
ling gaily in a spontaneous way that
belied his recent sigh over the ques-
tionable good luck of the flying pres-
ident.

Goodwin turned from the main street

into a much narrower one that inter- ;

sected it’ at a right angle.
These side streets were covered by
growth - of thick, rank grass,

a
which

' was kept.to a navigable shortngss by

i walks,

the machetes of the police. Stone side-
little more than a ledge in
width, ran aleng the base of the mean

the boodle !

and monotonous abode houses. At the
outskirts of the village streets

these
=dwindled to nothing; and here

| set the palm-thatched huts of the
éCaribs and the poorver natives, and the
shabby cabins of negroes from Jamai-
ca and the West India islands. A fed
structures raised their heads above
i the red-tiled roofs of the one-story
| houses—the bell tower of the Calabs
the Hotel de los Estranjeros, the rcs
dence of the Vesuvius Fruit Compar
agent, the store and residence

Bernard Brannigan, a ruined cathedval
in which Columbus had once set foot,
| and, most imposing of all, the Casa
| Morena—the summer ‘“White House”
" of the President of Auchuria. On the
principal street running along the
beach-—the Broadway of Coralio—were
the larger stores, the government
| bodega and post-office, the cuartel,
! the rum-shops and the market place.

1-.On. his way Goodwin passed the

|
!house of Bernard Brannigan. It was

were

i

of

a modern wooden buildihg, two stories -

{in height. The /gpound floor .awas occus
pied by ‘Brannigan’'s.stere, .the -upper
. one contained the living apartments: A
i-wide, cool poreh ran around, the h 2
;‘half way up itsfoutéer walls. A hord-
! some, vivacious girl neatly dressed in
‘ lowing white leaned .oyer the railing
and smiled dowfl upon (¥oouauin. =no
was no darker than many ap Andalu-

1and glowed like a tropical moon!
| "Good evening, Miss Paula,” saic
{ Goodwin, taking off his hat, with his
% ready smile. There was little difference
:i his manner whether he addressed
‘women or men., Evérrtedy in Cdraiio
liked to receive the ““itation of the
| blg _American.
| ‘“Ysthere any n
; Please don’t say no. Isn’t it warm? I
feel just like Matiana .in her moated
grahige—or was it 4 range?—it’s hot
engugh.”

“No, there’s no news
{Heve,*'said. Goodwin,

to tell, I be-
Jrith, a

3 LR 8
éws, Mr.” Goodwin?

p mis= 3
But Ij hepr< Clade. fehiew8us. look. 1 his eyvll, “effiec ¢
- ] L 1 A D8 W Mus 1 his ey ‘‘efept thatl

swearing in the back room'for hayMis fg1q Geddle is getting ‘grudidier and ¥

crosser every day. If something doesn’t’

happen to relfeve his mind I'll have to
‘quit’ smoking on his back porch—and
there’s no other place available, that 'is
cool enough.”

! “He isn’t grumny."’sn“i(‘l PﬂuLﬁ Brans 7

nigan, impulsively, ‘“when he—""
But she ceased suddeply, and dgew,

‘back with a deepenifig ‘color; for her’ -

mother had been a mestizo lady, and
the Spanish blood had  brought to
Paula a certain shyness that was an
adornmment to the:other half of her
.demonstrative nature,

e eTe——

THE PERHDY OF JANE,

BY

dith J. Hulbert.

Even the envious were forced to con-

" It- had been reluctantly but persist-

ifred Harte,
Swith Henley. It was whispered and not.
{denied, that Virginia De

%trom Louisville who had made such 2
{hit with the hunting set, had declined

gﬁﬂniey’s drag,

{tune, it took only six figures to esti-

s
g
£ Townsend very early one mornipg af-
§ter a prolonged discussion in Hardy's
§ rooms following a particularly
fphant coup of Henley's at quite the

C'smartest of the Easter cotillons,

b

¥

&

& solingly;

. As a
Felass.

% Jack Leonard, or Townsend, or half a
fid@ezen others of his set in the matter
‘ot looks. He didn’t know enough about
#pelo *~ explain to an admiring bevy of

&
i

£
B
£
£

¢ ostentatiously held his coat for him.

‘ently noted by many eyes that Wini-
the -acknowledged beauty
the season, never split her dances

ane, the sgirl

“the box seat on Hardy's coach in the

‘Spring parade in order to go on

and that, too, when she
ew that he must give the place of
or to the Countess di Lezza, who

was visiting his mother.

whip Henley wasn't in Hardy’s

He wasn't in the running with

fair spectators just where he would
have done differently had he been in
‘the match. And as for the Henley for-

" mate it.

i “The fellow’s clever,” announced

trium-

“You are right,” said Hardy, with an

air of gloomy finality. “So clever that
no one suspects it, but what can we
do about it?”
. “Why give him away without seem-
4ng to do it,” chimed in Watkins, who
craved a reputation for diplomacy.
“Start a report that he’'s writing a
book or a play or something of that
sort.” ;

Leonard regarded him pityingly and

|
|
i
i
i

“Come on. Watty,” he murmured con- |
“1'1l help you home. T've!
_noticed all evening you haven’'t been |
{wery fit. I haven’t heard that Henley’s |
‘jooking for a press agent, but if I
“should I'll give you a letter to him.”
Watkin’s only reply was a look of

" withering scorn, but Townsend came to

. his rescue, |

“Oh, come now, Len,” he protested, !

*Watty’s not so far off, after all You |
£ remember how the literary pose queer-
" ed Atkinson? Why he isn’t asked to 2

thing but the big crushes lately, and

{ the girls scribble any old initials in
© the empty spaces on their dance cards

TR

ARG

AN

when they see him coming.”

“There are persons who can’t read al
gignboard wh~on there’s an arc light
over it,” retorted Leonard, becoming
excited. “Atkinson was ali right until
he went around presenting every one

. he could buttonhole with the lavendar

and gilt book of verse he bribed the
publishers to put their fmprint on.
Henley can’t do that, and you know
there isn't one girl in a million who
doesn’t absolutely adore an author, so

- {ong as she doesn’t have to read what

TIRETEI

fe’s written. No, there's only one way
to drag Henley off his perch.”

“wWhat’s that?’ inquired a jeering
chorus,

girl to turn him down-—some star, you
know, and the rest will follow fast
enough. They're nothing but a flock of
sheep anyway.”

“Great idea,” said Watkins with ex-
aggerated enthusiasm. “Suppose you
ask Frankie Morrison to do it. She’s
one of his most devoted satellites, and
the change would be conspicuous. Of
course, she'll do anything for you.”

Leonard flushed angrily, but before he
could speak, a diversion came in the
shape of a mild war-whoop from
Hardy, followed by a prolonged fit of
apparently uncontrollable laughter.

“You feliows go home and go to bed,”
he chuckled, finally. “I'll fix Henley.”

“Second the motion,” said Watkins,
rising and dragging Townsend toward
the door. Leonard followed, chanting
as he went: “Behold the idol already
tottering on his pedestal!”

Hardy, left alone, chuckled again.
Then lounging over to his .desk, he
wrote rapidly for fully twenty min-
utes.

Some weeks later, as he sprawled con-
tentedly in a hammock swung between
two gigantic elms a comfortable dis-
tance back of the Morrison’s tennis
court, Townsend and Leonard came to
him with wrath in their eyes.

“Is this your work, Hardy?” inquired
the latter, waiving the ceremony of any
form of salutation,

Hardy grinned.

“Work!” he murmured ecstatically,
“I haven’t so much as chased a tennis
ball since I landed here a week ago.”

“This is no time for chaff,” said
Townsend in a tone that boded ill for
trifing. “We want an explanation
right here and now.”

“Explanation?”’ repeated Hardy, ris-

! ing to a sitting posture, and regarding

them with a look of utter bewilderment,
“My dear fellow, the heat has affected
your brain.”

“At any rate, it hasn’t affected my
heart, or my sense of decency,” re-

{ torted Townsend hotly.

Hardy simply stared.

“Oh, well, if you want it put into
words,” said Leonard, ‘“‘we mean this
affair of Miss Lawrence and Henley.”

“Miss Lawrence and Henley? What's
the matter with that? Doesn’t the
game work-fast enough for you? You
leave that to Jane; she’ll play it to a
grand stand finish all right. Isn’t she
a ripper though?”

“Ripper!” '

Townsend could contain himself no
longer.

“I never thought you were a cad,
Hardy,” he burst forth, “but this looks
mighty like it—setting a fellow like
Henley, who has passed through a'
dozen flirtations without a scar, to
work his wiles on a fresh, sweet, inno- |
cent girl, who, of course, takes every;
word he says for Gospel truth. Any one
can see that he's completely fascinated_;
her, and vou know as well as I do that |
he couldn’t afford to marry her even
if he -had sense enough to appreciate
her.”

“Of course,” supplemented Leonard,

. ised, Jane.”

“The bunch have fought a little shy
of Henley since he converted himself
into Miss Lawrence’s shadow, and
Frankie Morrison has actually snub-
bed- him, but when he calls a-halt, as
he surely will before long, what will
become of the girl? She’ll go back to
that little town in Massachusetts and
cry her eyes out. She’s your cousin,
Hardy, and you had her asked here,
ard steered Henley up against her the
night she arrived. It doesn’t seem
quite within the code, you know, to
break her heart, just for the sake of
taking the limelights off him for a
little while.”

Comprehension dawned slowly in
Hardy’s eyes and with it came a quiz-
zical expression that added to Town-
send’s disgust.

“It comes to just this,” he said
shortly. “The thing stops today. Will
you do it, or shall I ?”

Hardy yawned.

“I won’t ask you to apologize,” he
responded somewhat irrelevantly, “‘un-
til just before dinner. Come to the Ii-!
brary at half after six sharp and the
pie will be ready for you.”

“Pla 2"

“Yes, humble pie.”

Then he dropped back into the ham-
mock and closed his eyes. !

Leonard linked his arm in Town-
send’s.

“Hardy generally makes good,” he
said. ‘“We‘d better do as he says. It'll
be time enough then to bring him to
terms if we’'re not satisfied.”

“All right,” assented Townsend half
reluctantly. “Let’s go and see if the
girls are ready for those mixed
doubles. And they sauntered down the
hill in the direction of the boathouse.

It wanted five minutes of the half |
hour named by Hardy when they en-|
tered the library dressed for dinner,
but they were not the first upon the
scene,

Hardy was comfortably ensconsed in
an armchair, and opposite him, with
her back to the door, sat a dark-haired,
fairy-like creature, who was at that
moment elevating her snowy shoulders
in a “Frenchy” shrug that formed an
amusing contrast to their childish out- |
line. I

Hardy was speaking. His eyes had
lost their bored expression and the
customary drawl was absent from his !
voice.

“It's so long since I have had even'!
ten minutes with you, and you prom- !

Again the dimpled shoulders detached |
themselves sli~htly from their back-i
ground of rose colored tulle and a:
sweet pathetic voleea murmured, “But '

, you told me to play the game, Bertie.” !

“Hang the game!” said Hardy, tak- |
ing her hand. “I want to talk about:

Leonard coughed.

Hardy looked up quickly and then
arose, pulling cut his watch. {

“You fellows are just on time,” he
said, reassuming the bored expression
and the drawlk '

" win my bet and your duty is done.

(thoroughbred all right.

|

The girl turned and smiled confiding-
ly at the newcomers, who looked a
little puzzled. i

“Don’t stand,” continued Hardy,
striving to speak with his usual non-
chalance. '“Jane, I promised to let
these two in on the little joke we've
put up on Henley. They knew long
ago that there was to be one and they |
think I haven’t been playing quite,
fair.”

Jane arched her eyebrows
ingly

“I don’t quite understand,”
slowly.

“Why, you see” began Hardy,
“they’ve got the idea in their heads
that—" :

“This is too much!” broke in Town-
send; But Hardy went on impeturably.

“That Henley is a confirmed woman-
hater—that he couldn’t make a pretty
speech if he tried, and that he never
was known to try. I told them that I
had a little cousin who could get senti-

inquir-

she said

ment out of.a block of wood. That
was why I asked you to draw him out.”

Townsend gave gasp of relief.
Leonard twirled his moustache ner-,
vously and Jane frowned.

“Now, Jane,” finished Hardy per-
suasively, “if you’ll just repeat one of
his milder tributes to your charms I

We can call the whole thing off.”

Jane smiled enigmatically and walk-
ed slowly toward the door.

“I'm afraid I can’'t think of any-
thing distinctly personal,” she said
thoughtfully, “but I remember a very
nice general remark he made once.
Would that do ?”’

“I'm sure it would,” said Leonard.

“Well, then,” proceeded Jane. with '
the air of a child reciting for visitors,
“he said that no man was worthy of
a good woman, Now, may I go?’ And
without waiting for a 1eply she gath-
ered up her pink flounces and disap-
peared.

“That remark is one of the last symp-
toms of the disease,” said Hardy.
“The end is at hand.”

Leonard shut the door.

“Jove!” he ejaculated. “She's a
I never saw a
situation with more

girl manage a
tact.”

“Tact!” sneered Townsend. “She’s
simply a sweet unsophisticated little
thing, who’s being batted about like a
shuttlecock between a couple of brutes. |

{ You haven’t squared yourself with me,

Hardy, by a long shot. You're in
deeper than I thought.. I supposed you
merely attracted Henley’'s attention to
her. But if you’'ve made her believe
that he doesn’t care for women she’
has , of course, attached more import-
ance than she would otherwise to all
the tommyrot that he gets off to every
girl he meets. Think’s she’s reached |
hitherto unsounded depths in his '
nature, no doubt, poor child.”

“Don’t be an idiot!” snapped Hardy.
“Any one with an ounce of brains could

whole thing that she doesn’t care a
picayune for him. However, if you're
not equipped to that extent I'll inform
you for your peace of mind that Jane,
far from being the shy field-violet that
figures in your poetical imagination,

“Forgive me, old chap,” he said.
has just come back from Rome, where
she was quite the sensation of the sea-
son. Item—she was presented at the
Quirinal by the American Ambassador.
Item—she has a million in her own right
and will have more when her father
dies. Item—she has turned down two
Italian princes, a French duc, an Eng-
lish earl and an assortment of German
barons.”

Leonard laughed and held out his
hand.

“Forgive me, old chap,” he said.
“Obviously Miss Lawrence is quite cap-
able of taking care of herself, but you
must admit that her ingenue pose
would deceive a much more acute per-
ception than mine. Henley believes
in it, doesn’t he?”

“Henley? Why, Henley thinks she’s
just out of school and so poverty-
stricken that a berth as nursery gov-
erness looks good to her. Poor Hen-
ley! his face when he finds out the
truth will be something to dream of in
years to come. We mustn’t any of
us miss it.”

“I for one shall make a pretty strong
effort to be in evidence,” said Leonard,
“if you don’t put it off too long.
Aren’t things about ready now for the
coup?” "

“I should say very nearly,” replied
Hardy. But Townsend shook his head
dubiously.

“No doubt this is all very clever,” he
said, “but there is.one phase of the
subject that doesn’t seem to have oc-
curred to either of you.”

“What’s that?” asked Leonard.

“Why, the fact that Miss Lawrence
doesn’t see through Henley any more
than he sees through her—probably
thinks he never looked at a girl until
she came along. Suppose‘he suddenly
decides he’s gone far enough and drops

| her before your ‘coup’ comes off, the

joke will be quite as much on her as
on him. It will show her .that he's
simply been amusing himself. On the
other hand, if you spring your ‘coup’

{ while he’s still doing the devoted, he

can keep right on, and get the credit
from the whole bunch of being on
when they weren't.”

“Most ingeniously thought out,” said
Hardy. ‘“You make Machiavelli appear
like a child. But there’s one thing
you have overlooked.”

“What's that?”

“Jane. You don’t know her, you
quite so well as I do. Now let’s
journ. I hear the crowd making for
the . dining-room.” And he left the
room closely followed by the others.

Jane was enveloped during dinner in
a sweet and silent melancholy, which
the liveliest sallies seemed unable to
penetrate, and she carvefully avoided
the eyes of the three men who had

see,
ad-

see that from the way she treats theibeen in the library. Neither did she

vouchsafe so much as a glance to Hen-
ley, who stared at her from the other
end of the table with a persistency
that caused 'Hardy to wink surrepti-
tiously at Townsend.

At the conclusion - of the meal. she
slipped away, and could not be found
when tables were being made up
for the inevitable bridge.

Twenty minutes later, however, when
the moon was just peeping above the
horizon, Hardy, who was enjoying a
soiltary cigar in the corner of the
piazza farthest from the drawing-
room, saw a slim figure in white walk
briskly across the lawn. Vaulting light-
ly over the low railing, he started in
pursuit.

“Jane,” he said, sternly, as he reach-
ed her side, “what does this mean? I
supposed you were in your room with
a headache, and here I find you start-
ing off alone, apparently attired for
sailing.”

“What a discerning eye you have,
Bertie,” murmured Jane admiringly;
“that’s just what I am attired for.”

“But you certainly aren’t going—"

“Alone? Do you imagine I'd waste
this frock on the moon?”’. There was
a note of indignation in Jane's childish
voice. “Mr. Henley has to go away
tomorrow morning, and he asked me if
I wouldn’t go for just a couple of tacks
in the Swallow. We won't be gome but
half an hour.”

and I think I'll say ‘good-night.””

Henley held the screen c¢oor open for
her, and after she had gone stood with
his back against. it and beamed
benevolently upon the assemblage.

“I shall have to leave very early -in
the morning,” he said with & peculiar
ring in his voice, ‘“and I don’t feel that
I can wait for the congratulations of
any one of you until 1 see you in iowi,
s0 T ded Tlse e td et
me tell you tonight that she has hons
orédnte by to become my
wife.” .

in the little buzz of exclamations
and laughter that followed
nouncement no one hut Townsend and
Leonard noticed: that ilardy ‘was
deathly pale, and that his hands were
tichtly clenched. They exchanged
glances and Leonard put his hand on
Hardy's shoulder.

“Come along, old fellow.”
pered, ‘the joke is on us:
must go up and say something
just the same.”

«here is,” said Henley, as he
ed Hardy's hand, ‘“only one rift
lute.”

“And what is that?”
al voices.

«phe fear that I may bhe called a for-
tune hunter.”

“One could scarcely accuse you of
that’—Hardy spoke a little more slow-
1y than usual—‘we are so accustomed
! to seeing the fickle dame in full chase
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“See here, Jane, this thing is goingl after you that it would be difficult to

too far.”

“Too far?” said Jane. “I'm doing
just what you asked me to. You said
you wanted me to try to make him
sentimental, and this frock, in com-
bination with the moonlight, is my
dernier cesort. Celeste caid it was the
prettiest yachting costume she ever
made. Don’t you like it?”

“Very pretty,” said Hardy, fixing his
eyes gloomily on the boat house. ‘“Here
comes Henley. so I'll be off. I won't
spoil your sport this time; but mind
vou, if yvou don’t show up in half an
hour I'll come out after you in the
launch.”

It was quite an hour later when Jane
again crossed the lawn, and everybody
was on the piazza. Henley was hold-
ing her arms in a close clasp, and
bending over her in a manner that
waived the possibility of spectators.
Hardy, who had been fidgeting for some
time, sprang forward to rheet them as
they came slowly up the steps. Trankle
Morrison and Winifred Marte became
conspicuously absorbed in their con-
versation with Leonard and Townsend,
and the others stared curiously.

“I trust you had a pleasant sail, Miss
Lawrence,” said Mrs. Morrison, icily.

Jane, whose cheeks were a. little
pinker than usual, went straight to her
hostess with a little gliding motion that
was the envy of every woman present.

“Delightful,” she said, ‘“until the
wind died down. We were becalmed
for a perfect age, and didn’t
when we should be able to get back;
but a baby breeze obligingly started up
a few minutes ago. I am a little tired,
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know |

conceive you in the role of pursuer.”
The girls clapped softly, and Henley
laughed protestingly.
Townsend drew Leonard aside.
“Hardy's immense,” he cighed. “Did
you notice there wasn’t even the flick-
er of an eyelash? But Janc— s He
paused eloquently.
“Jane,” said Leonard solemnly, 4
! dangerous woman.”
| “Townsend nodded mournfully  in
i sent,

|
|

A3

| st any rate,” he added more cheer-
«Hardy has done what- he pro- .

| fully,
mised to.
running.”

«He's put Henley out of the
el

(Copyright, 1906, by Ruby Douglas.)
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KING SISOWATH MAKES
A HIT i CAMBODIA

PARIS, Sept. 15.—King Sisowath and
Lis suite, dressed In the resplendent
uniforms made for them in France,
have safely landed at Poompenh, the
capital of Cambodia.

Their uniforms excited as much en-
thusiasm and astonishmefit in Pnom-
venh as their sampots = and jewelled
“howlers’” did in Marseilles.

The King made a long speech to his
subjocts, in which he told them that
the most wonderful of -the he
had experjcneed in his tr vels Ore
the lift at the Kiifel Tow and cham-
pagne. His majesty has taken 100 doz-
en bottles of the wine home with him.
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