
CANADIAN COURIER

thusiasrn of bis warai heart, throwing himself upon
his knees after the African fashion, seized his mas-
ter's hand and kissed it.

"Thanks, Jeeki," said Alan, "very kind of you,
I arn sure. But we haven't corne to that yet, though
no one knows what may happen later on. Now sit
upon that chair and take a littie whiskey-not too
much-for I arn going to ask your advice."

"Major," said Jeeki, "I obey," and seizing the
whiskey bottle in a casual manner, he poured out
haif a turnbler full, for Jeeki was fond of whiskey.
Indeed, before now this taste had brought him into
conflict with the local rnagistrate.

"Put back three parts of that," said Alan, and
Jeeki did so. "Now," he went on, "listen: this is the
case, Miss Barbara and I are-" and he hesitated.*<"Oh! I know; like me and Mrs. Jeeki once," said
Jeeki gulping down sorne of the whiskey. "Go on,
Major."

"Anid Sir Robert Aylward is-"
"Sanie thing, Major. Continue."
"And Mr. Haswell bas-"
"Those facts ail ascertained, Major," said Jeeki,

conternplating his glass with a mouruful eye. "Now
corne to point, Major."

"Weil, the point is, Jeeki, that I arn what you
called just now cashless, and therefore-"

"Therefore," interruptcd, Jeeki again, "stick fast
in honourable intention towards Miss Barbara owing
to obstinate opposition of Mr. Haswell, legal uncle
with control of property fornented by noble Sir
Robert, who desire sarne girl."

"Quite right, Jeeki; but if you would talk a little
less and let me talk a littie more, we rnight get on
better."

"I henceforth sulent, Major," and lifting bis
empty tumbler Jeeki looked through it as if it were
a telescope, a hint that Alan ignored.

"Jeeki, you infernal old fool, I want nioney."
"Yes, Major, I understand, Major. Forgive rne

for breakitig conspiracy of silence, but if £500 in
Savings Banik any use, very much at your service,
Major; also £20 more extracted last tiight from ter-
ror of wealthy Jew who fear fetish."

"Jeeki, you old donkey, I don't want your £5oo;
I want a great deal more, £5o,ooo or £500,000. Tell
me how to get it."

"City best place, Major. 'But you chuck city,
too mucb bonest mati, Preat mistake to be honest
in this terrestial sphere. Often notice that in West
Africa.",

"Perhaps, Jeeki, but I have done with the city.
As you would say, for me it is 'wipe out, finish.' "

"Yes, Major, too much pickpocket, toc, ruch dirt.
Bottom always drop out of bucket shop at last. I
understand, etid in police court and severe niagis-
trate, or perhaps even 'Gentlemen of jury,' eteetra."

"Weil, Jeeki, then wbat rernains? Now last
nigbt when you told us that arnazing yarn of yours,
you said something about a mountain full of gold,
and houses full of gold among yonr people. Jeeki,
do vou think-" and he paused, looking at him.

Jeeki rolled bis black eyes round the room and
ia fit of absent-mindedness belped hirnself to sorne

more whiskey.
"Do I think, Major, that this useless lucre could

be convert into coin of King'Edward? Not at al,
Major, by no one, Major, by no une whatsoever,
except possibly by Major Alan Vernon, D.S.O., and
by one Jeeki, Christian surnarne Smnith.".

(To bc continued.)

THE ETERNAL FEMININE
"ISUPPOSE," remarked Molly, pausîng in beroccupation of trirnming a bat with snippets

of ribbon- attached by pins, "as I arn deter-
mined to adopt literature as a career, 1

ought to study ail the-the big questions of the
day ?"

"Such as-~?"
"Oh! War, international alliances, Free reform

and Tariff-what-do-you-cai-it, State childreti, Poli-
tics, and ail that sort of tbing, you ktiow."

I suppressed every sign of a srnile. "A large
order," I rernarked.

Molly sighed. Then, looking wistfully up ait me,
she added, "But I suppose it really is necessary, isn't
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She affected modesty. "0f course, I don't pre-
tend to, know much as yet, not as mnch as a mati
naturally does; but 1 cati easily learn the rest."

"H'm. And bow do you propose to add to your
knowledge? Hansard? Blue Books ?"

She had neyer beard of eitber. "No, 1 shal Lyo
to the House and listen to the debatesý and quarrels
and things. . . . You shaîl take me."

"Delighted," 1 niurrnnred.
Molly tbrew the completed millinery on one side.
"We'll go to-nigbt," she announced, and she

looked quite deligbted at the novelty of' the prospect.
I suggested difficulties in the way of obtaining a
seat in the ladies' gallery at sncb short notice; but
Molly does not acknowledge defeat in anytbitig on
wbicb she bas set ber beart.

"Nonsense," she said. "Tbere's always some-
body wbo bas returned a seat at the last moment.
Go and find ont. And corne back bere for me at
seven and we'll dine soffiewbere-Prnce's, I tbink,
before we go. in."

It was evident tbat nîy young cousin regarded
ber proposed expedition as she would bave done a
visit to the theatre or to any other place of amuse-
mient.

I departed to do--or endeavour to do-ber
bidding.

As luck would bave it, I ran np against old Sir
Christopher Bladen. To hinm I., explained my
cousin's wishes, and asked if he could belp nme,.

He sbook bis head at first, for the ballotting forseats bad been keen ail the Session, and to-nigbt's
debate promised to give rise to exciting develop-
mnents.

Incidentally I mentionied that my cousin was a
very pretty girl, flot yet in the twenties. (I have
known Sir Christopher for mnany years, and arn well
acquaînted with his little human weakness.)

He brightened perceptibly. "Weil, F'il tell yonwhat," be said at length. "Bring the lady down~ihnt ri,. '~.14. , 44, ~ ~ - _

for hearing that nigbt, and Molly appeared to be
greatly interested.

gir Christopher was in no burry to Pa rt with hisnew companion; and sought for every pretext by
means of which be could keep ber a little longer byhis side. He pointed put the peep-hole, and, of
course, she rnust softly tip-toe to it.

Bored rnernbers, leaning back listlessly in their
benches,' and eager for sorne droning speech to beover, were delighted to discover ber fresb radiant
young face beaming irnpartially on them throuzh
the rnurky dinginess of the dividing window.

Sornehody came np to Sir Christopher. A ladyhad just left the Cage, and there was now roorn
for the would-be political student. We escorted rnycousin np in the, lift, and left her in charge of an
attendant at the door of her gaol.

I arn afraid it was nearly two hours later when,after an exciting night which rnnst forever remain
famous in the history of our tirnes, I, gniltily fearinzan indignant reception at the hands of my tem-porarily forgotten cousin, presented myself with SirChristopher once more at the door of the Ladies'
Gallery.

Most of the ladies were leaving. I caugbt
enthnsiastic murmurs from some as tbey passed me."A really briliant evening! What magnificent
oratory !" "An nnqualified success -'s speech onthe - !" and the like. After aIl, then, women did
sornetirnes understand these things.

I lookecl upon miy cousin, picturing with pleased
delight an înteresting conversation with ber on the
snbject of the night's debate. She was gazing wist-fülly irnrediately in front of ber. Then she turned
and saw me.

In the lift going down she barely spoke. We< said
good-bye to Sir Christopher, and she thanked hîmvery prettily, saying witb great fervour that shebad enjoyed bier evening immensely.

"Andl now," 1 said, wben at length we were alonein the carniage and bowling homewards, "now, rnylittie cousin, tell me ail about it."
'"I wouldni't have niissed this evening for any-thing," she affirmed, and there, was a note of realentbusiasm in ber voice. "You see, next montb theSpringletts are giving their rnoonligbt fete, and Imost particularly wanted to choose a dlress for theoccasion which would be becoming, poetical andexpressively uncommon; and tbougb 1 have rackedrny brains nigiit and day, I couldn't think of any-thing which would be suitable. And there, to-night,was a womnan in the loveliest sliade of mauve veiledin palest eau-de..ni chiffon, powdered wîtb Empire

roses and-"
I do nlot remiember the rest of the description,

neither did 1 understand the femninine jargon inwhicb it was couched, but 1Ilistened to ber as patient-
ly as I could until she had finished, before 1 asked.using ber generic terni for she subject:

"And Politics, what of tbemn ?1"
"Politics! Oh Politics, 1 think they are simplychildish[ she replied, as the carrnage stopped and

I prepared to help ber down the step. "Life is sofull of really big tbings, things that matter,' that 1can't understand grown men getting excited oversilly littie trifles sucb as we heard to-night....
Good-bye-come round to-morrow, and l'il showy'ou the preliniinary sketch fo qiny new gown."

I have sonietiwes, since, wondered if there wasiore wisdom in niy cousln's verdict than she wot of.


