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THE THOROUGHBRED

(Copyright, 1908, by the New York Her- | came behind the big curtain and the pros-
ald Co. All rights reserved). ’ Icenium arch. Jerry’s biggest treats were
His whole knowledge of life was that] to be allowed in front of these. They didn’t
of paint and tinsel, of flies and flats, of| know that the Tower of London grew so
mimic kings and tin clad warriors. H‘ISI quickly while the band was playing, be-
whole ambition was to be “a thorough-| cause Tim Murphy knew just how to make
bred,” because his father had taught him| the “hands” brace the flats in proper or-
that this was the greatest aim in life.|der; nor that when the setting sun looked
And for a long time—he was getting old, | eo beautiful at the back of Bosworth
being at the ripe age of seven—he had Camp it was because Jake Cohen was
tried with all his little might to reach al- handling the “‘short lines,” while the elec-
ways to that great etandard. trician creaked down the heavy “dimming
Things were often hard to understand; |levers,” and clicked up four of those fas-
it was so hard to draw the line sharply—| cinating little handles at the right hand
to believe that the ‘“heavy man,” who|top corner of the switchboard. And they
was eo kind, was really much worse than | didn’t even want to see or hear.about all
the electrician, who always scolded.| these wonderful things—the miracles of
Sometimes his faith in his own judgment dJerry’s daily life. In fact, these strangers
was ehaken, and standards were hard to|didn’t like the people—Jerry’s people, who
establish. He almost broke friendship|knew how to do these things. They only
with his father when the latter played | liked to sit in orchestra chairs and laugh
Iago and the wild audience hissed. Jerry|or cry or be angry, as the case might be,
was quite eure, too, that they were right|but not for the world would they be
in hissing. Again, for two days, he didn't friends with the people who had been mak-
%lk much when his father played Cassius.|ing them laugh, or cry, or be angry.
ut he always loved him as Romeo. It| Jerry’s blue eyes got bigger than ever
brought dreams to him. He wished that!as he made ‘these discoveries; but greater
'he had a mother who could be as tender| Wonders were to follow.
@8 this Juliet. It had seemed funny to! It seemed that Jerry had a mother; yes,
him, as the years had come along, that he |2 real living mother, and ten times sweeter
sshould be the only boy in the world—|and prettier and rearer than Jerry had
the big world of railway trains and hotels| eVer pictured her. But she belonged to
—who had no mother. Sometimes, out of | these people-who-don’t-like-the-stage. When
the dim subconsciousness of the year, aiShe had married father her mother and
came to Jerry and he remembered | father had been very, very angry. They

' @ mother, fair and sweet and winsome and | Wouldn’t speak to her or to father, and
tving even as Juliet. But the remem- She had been unhappy, and then father
brance was very dim, and when he spoke had had a bad season.

to his father about this dream he was| . J°TTY knew so well what that. meant.
eharply silenced. Jerry hadn’t much ex-| Lots of things made Yad seasons. Things
perience of sharp words, except from the | that happened in a place called “Wall
electrician, who scowled forbiddingly at|Street” made bad seasons sometimes; other
him and scolded him whenever he drew| tiMes there would have been big theatre

b : 5 t .| fires in the city, and people were afraid
.mear the switchboard; and since his fathsr 151 comle $o the chow. Then again, - there

bad told him that playing with the| ' )
svichbonn wae dangtots tod gty 322 2, Tthr et “genrfiinai
fodah i Tkt s In drsd v 215 e i B o
to believe that sharp words were intimate- “zi.:td;:lalsino‘z;l iilfk’ Sk that taede the
f]y connh:zte% with :"0’:13‘101“3' '1111).15 time| '8, father had had a bad season, and
erry be nf tlinean to do wrong; but per-’ this sweet, sad mother of his had been ill;
l'“:; 8 Iather i d'f eleamt of that drea.n_x-; he, Jerry, had been ill, too—it was when
mo 3 e, tg;” an t as badly about n] he had been quite a little boy, so that
”he erl?' d ]iun.lself.. And he knew that: was why his dream mother had been so
,When he wasen’t just in the mood he hﬂtEd; vague—and father had no money to pay
to think of the mother he hadn’t 80t, | for doctors or anything.
and would be as angry as his sunny little Then mother’s-people-who-didn’t-like-the-

soul knew how to be, if something hap- stage had taken her awa i
i e 3 y and given her|
-pened to remind him of her. It waen't|, lovely time. Jerry didn’t kngow quite |

nice to think that he might have hurt his why they hadn't given his father a love-
iq.ther that way, and, after due considera- ly time, ytoo. Thegre were a lot of things
ition, Jerry decided that he had better' about the wind-up of the story that he
spologize. His father had told him that|didn’t understand. His father hurried up
8 .thoroughbred‘wu never afraid to apol-| the end of the tale, and all Jerry could
ogize when he was in the wrong. gather was that his mother was atill with
That father of. his was still looking| her people-who-didn’t-like-the-stage, and
very sad and stern, and Jerry clambered | had never come back. He wondered if
onto his knees wondering how he should | she was so very much afraid of the coming
proceed. There was no response of alof another bad season. Then another idea
.caress or cheery word, as was usual, and | ceme to him.
derry’s heart began to feel several sizes “Father,” he said a little pitifully, “I
«too big for his chest. suppose she doesn’t care at all to see me,
“I'm sorry I said anyfing about the|then?”
dream, father,” he said earnestly. “I Massingwell had tried so hard to tell
didn’t know you’d mind. Of course it|the tale so that Jerry should not blame

“isn’t your fault that we haven’t got a| his mother, but this was the one thing he

s0—I—I—plologize did not, could not, know how his wife’s
Massingwell his son, and told | Parents had bolstered up their original ar-
him it was “All right, little chap;” but | guments against stage folk with false but
his face grew no hgighter, and Jerry felt| Plausible tales of his own life until an
mieved. Sorost impassible barrier had been erected be-
Wasn’t it ﬁght._ﬁ;;y plology?” he in-| tWween the wife and the actor-husband.
‘ed anxiously. In "‘Jerry’s mind, a|Jerry’s hurt eyes cut him to the heart,
olology” was some nmgic charm that|but he replied resolutely: “You mustn’t
ought to make everything happy at once.|S8y that, old man. There are a lot of
Massingwell looked at his boy for quite | things you can’t understand; but—well, a
2 long time, and at last said that he would thotougl;’lbred never goes back on his
t2ll him a story. Jerry eettled himself | mother!”
Against that argument there was no
edly. His father’s stories were his great-|appeal, and Jerry was silent. But there
est tréats. : was fresh matter for his dreams nowa-
This story was a long ope, and Jerry | days. His dream mother had become a
didn’t understand it all.. What he did|reality, and Jerry was quite sure that
manage to understand vgﬁs something like | one day some one would persuade her
this: what a wonderful world there was be-
- There was a world; somewhere, that|hind the big curtains, to be seen at its
wasn’t like his world®where people paint- | best after Tim Murphy had called “Half
ed their faces every. night, and changed | an hour, please!” up and down the dingy
so wonderfully frem week to week, doing i corridors. There was some misunder-
first brave anduthen cruel things, until | standing, of course; every play had its
Jerry’s poor brain was tired out trying to |'misunderstanding, to be unravelled in the
make his idealR of things and people ﬁtllast act. And Jerry couldn’t conceive a

mother! I ﬁ%}dmve made you sorry; | had found it very hard to forgive. He
12

childish chatter was garnished with a
swear word or two, that didn’t seem very
bad when Jerry brought it out with the
utmost gravity, and because he had heard
it used by his friend in some similar cir-
cumstance. Generally, too, the expression
would be wrongly remembered.

Certainly Massingwell only shouted with
laughter when told by his son that
whether he, Jerry, spent his pocket money
on chewing gum or candy was none of his
father's damp business!

Jerry was seldom so aggressive; his na-
ture was as sunny as his smile, and that,
if Tim Murphy was to be believed, “wud
coax a Tammany boss ter bay honest, an’
make ivery angil in glorry glad they’ve
got etur-r-nity ter laff in!” /

The Thoroughbred’s life was simple
enough as a rule. Wonderful things didn’t
often happen, but then everything was
wonderful to him, and he never knew
what it meant to be bored. But oncé in a
while the ordinary run of things would be
broken by something vivid—perhaps tragic
—and such happenings made a great im-
pression on Jerry. They came in some

sort of problem shape to his mind. He
was one of the people who always “want-
ed to know.”

One night he was standing in the wings
during the third act of Richard III.
waiting for his father as the Duke of
Buckingham to make the citizens pro-
claim Richard king. It was one of the
parts that made Jerry feel bad, anyway;
but this night things were worse than
ever before.

The flourish of trumpets was still
sounding, though the Mayor and citizens
had trooped into the Crosby Palace cham-
ber, when Jerry heard a commotion above
him. There was a stifled scream and
something hurtling from the flies. What-
ever it was caught at the backing be-
hind the open fireplace, which stood up
like the cover of an open book, and not
being braced in position it came crash-
ing down on the ends of the fire logs.
And then, on top of the wreck, Jerry
saw a huddled form lie, misshapen and
still. It was Jake Cohen, the flyman,
who had often been warned of the dan-
ger of falling asleep in his perch up aloft—
and had done it once too often.

Jerry saw his father quite near the
fallen man. He could easily have stepped
into the huge fireplace and lifted Jake
from the wreckage. But he didn’t. Some
of the “citizens” bolted off through a
“wing” exit; there was a stir on the
stage, a flutter in the front of the house,
and Massingwell took his stand in front
of the fireplacé and began his scheming
harangue to the citizens.

Jerry couldn’t understand how he could
be so cruel. What did it matter if the
Duke of Gloucester got the crown; Jerry
wished he wouldn’t, and hated to have
his father help him. And now his father
went on talking and gave no help to a

man who needed it! The property man
and some others lifted Jake and carried
him into a dressing room, and the act
went smoothly on—endless, Jerry thought. '

There was something tight round the
back of Jerry’s head, and things swam
in front of him. It wasn’t only Jake’s
accident that was so heartbreaking, it was
his father, sneering and arguing on the
stage, that made things so bitter to his|
little heart.

At last the curtain rang’ down and Mas- '
singwell came off the stage. Jerry didn’t
speak to him. He wasn’t at all sure that
his father had acted like a thoroughbred.
It was a dreadful thing to’ think, and
Jerry was miserable. Then he heard the
stage manager come up to Massingwell.

“Bad job—poor Jake. How much did
they notice in front?”

“They heard the noise and saw the fire-|
place wrecked, of course—worst place for
a wreck for frightening an audience.
Three of those fool ‘supers’ bolted off
then, and I heard some one out front mut-
ter ‘Fire!’ ”

“Thank goodness you kept cool,” said
the stage manager. “You didn’t turn a
hair! It doesn’t take hardly a thing to
start a ‘panic, and they’re—the devil. Oh,
they say there is just a chance, a good
working chance, of Jake living.”

Jerry’s heart bounded. His father
hadn’t been cruel! He had done more by
his seeming indifference than he could

ave done any other way at all. Jake

‘as probably going to live, and Jerry’s
ather had prevented a panic! The Thor-
.ughbred knew all about panics. His
ather had always taught him what fire
.rills were for, and in every theatre they
-isited went through a little private drill
ior the boy, telling him that people were|
venerally killed because they lost their;‘
heads. And Jerry was to remember that

'than just “in four days.”) Then it had

' And Jerry was quite sure the whole after-

Ag{ory of {he

:

“JUMP, JERRY, JUMP!”
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for a few minutes; but he was as proud
of these appearances as if he had been
the star. In this new part Jerry’s wildest
hopes were realized. He had “lines to
say!” In the first act he said, “I shall
always, always love you, mother dearest,”
and in the fourth act he was to declare,
“Don’t be frightened, mother; I will take
care of you!”

He went about asking all the actors if
they thought he “read his lines” proper-
ly; and he took all the advice they show-
ered upon him about his expression and
the gestures he should use very gravely in-
deed. When he passed strange boys in the
street he pitied them, and wanted to tell
them that he was at last a real actor, like
his father. At least he hoped they would
be lucky enough to come and see him act.

The wonderful day came at last. To
Jerry that d4y had been—“in a fortnight.”
Presently—“in a weéek.” Later—‘“the day
after the day after the day after tomor-
row” (that sounded so much more real |

been “the day after tomorrow,” and fin- |

ally the great day really did arrive. |

Jerry was dressed and “made up” be-
fore Tim Murphy had called “Ha’f an
hourr, please!” Then it seemed an hour |
before the gruff Irish voice was heard de-

claring, “Quarrter uv an hourr, ple-ese!” |

noon must have elapsed before the wel- '
come call. “Overture an’ beginners, ple-e-
ese!” Jerry wasn't a “beginner,” but he
was down on the stage, peering out under.
the prompter’s arms when the curtain
went up, and he danced back and forth
to the door where he was to make his en- |
trance a dozen times before it was time
for his cue. Even that came at last, and
Jerry was led into the blaze of the foot-
lights, holding Miss Roby’s hand and was
petted and talked about until the moment
of his first great opportunity, when his
childish treble piped out bravely with its
“I shall always, always love you. mother |
dearest!”

The situation had been made for him |
and he got his applause—more, was made |
to take a curtain call, still holding Miss |
Roby’s hand, after which he was &0 |

arbestos curtain. Down it creaked to
within about two feet of the stage, and
stuck. Through the aperture a volume of
smoke poured out into the audience; and
then above the crackle of the flames and
the spurt of the emergency hose ‘sounded
the horrible swelling note of panic out in
front. The audience was rising en masse to |
fight its way to the exits!

The Thoroughbred was in his corner at
the extreme right of the ‘stage. His heart
was thumping so that he felt half suffo-
cated; but while every one rushed and
not a few screamed the little fellow re-
membered that he mustn’t be afraid and:
he mustn’t lose his head!

He heard orders shouted to the orches-
tra to go on playing; but below the gap
in the fire curtain he could see that the
musicians had already torsaken their |
places and were well out through the or-i
chestra exit. Thén his great idea camhe |
to him. What had his father told him|
about a fire and stopping a panic? Siug-_i
ing it was—yes, singing out in front ofi
the curtain. Perhaps it wasn’t danger-:
ous, since the band had been told to keepi
their places. But, anyway, a thorough-!

[

bred hadn’t got to think about danger.

Down on his hands and knees he got
and unobserved by the rushing people]
near him crawled under the fire curtain |
and out by the footlights. |

There, this tumult! Helpless womenl
being trampled beneath the feet of wild!
eved men. Children forgotten by the]
mothers that bore them. Girls scream-
ing and men fighting. A tumult of arms|
waving above the sea of white faceﬂ.]
There was no mercy. An old woman |
slipped backward across her seat, and;
immediately the mob surged over her,|
breaking her back and crushing her out
of all semblance of humanity. Every-
where the wicked yellow flames lapped
greedily onward. Where the ever thick-
ening smoke veiled the scene groans and
shrieks told of the tragedy that was being
enacted.

Jerry saw it all, and the horror of it
brought him stifly erect, his hands
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wiccked curtain burst ‘Massingwell, his|flowers. A great number of gold rosettes
forehead cut and bleeding, his eyes fran-|has also been discovered inscribed with
tic. It was but the work of a moment to |the names of both king and queen. They
snatch up Jerry and leap with him into|were probably [attached to a dress, since
the orchestra, where the poor mother was|a stud of gold with a hook has been
clambering over the musicians’ fallen|passed through( the centre of each. The
seats to reach the child. There was no|a pectoral, and)there is a large gold ring
time for any greeting. Only if they were|six plaques of gold which formed part of
very quick could they still escape througha pectoral, and tehre is a large gold ring
the orchestra exit, which might at any|with the vulture-goddess inlaid in pre-
moment be blocked by falling masonry. |cious stones and surmounted by the sym-
Already a wall of flame had licked out|bol of the sun-god, whick also has upon
with the draught from the wrecked fire |it the name of Seti, and must therefore
curtain and separated them from the fly-|have been the signet of that monarch.
ing populace. With Jerry on one arm|Another ring, which 48:an exquisite pro-
and his left hand gripping his wife Mas-|duct of art, consigts of 9gpen gold-work
singwell ducked into the smoky passage |forming the name and titles of Rameses
leading under the boxes on the right out |II. We must thus see’in it an heirloom
into the court. Gasping, they stumbled |of the “Pharaoh of the Oppression.”
forward through the darkness. Then| All the other ‘jewels belonged to Ta-us-
came an ominous crack in the wall show-|ert. Among thém are some hundreds of
ing a gleam of fire near them, and they |open-work balls and pendant poppy heads
were enveloped in stifling smoke, through [which were strung alternately on a serie
which they fought on blindly for their'of threads so as to form a pectoral, whicl i
lives. It was the last trial. The merci- as everything is of solid gold, must has e
ful daylight met their eyes then and the been of considerable weight. There are ac
cool, clean winter air came to greet them. |less than seven finger rings of various s zes
A few more steps and they were out in and all of gold. Thréé of them are set 1/ith
the court, where the engines were fighting scarabs containing the queen’s name; two
the fire. Water swished everywhere, hiss- of them consist of double rings supporting
ing furiously as it met the venomous the royal cartouches,whilé'ohe very beau-
flames. Scantily clad figures tried to tiful one is formed of four strands of gold
avoid the streams of water and huddled wire, the chaton consisting of an inlay of
desolately together, showing how suddan- eight precious stones. Along with the rings
ly the fire had surprised some in the dress- were several gold bracelets, two of such
ing rooms. small size that they must have been in-
Shouts and orders. echoed back and tended for the queen when a child; round
forth, but amid all this confusion the the edges of two others runs a line of min-
Thoroughbred presently came out of his ute bead work. Besides the queen’s own
faint to find the face of his dream mother earnings, four so-called “mummy earrings”
very. near him and to hear his father’s have been discovered; one of these is of
voice say huskily: |silver, and another, which is of gold, is in-
—*“and you won’t leave us again? Jerry laid with the cartouche of the queen.
and I want a mother. And I guess this Among other gold ornaments are sacred
son is worth having; he’s been a thor- eyes, small figures of Seti, Apis, and the
oughbred today, all right!” hippopotamus-goddess, flies, flowers, lions
And the papers next day seid so too. |and poppy-heads, which must once have
been attached to a chain, as well as two
c or three similar objects of silver. The
AN ANCIENT OUEEN,S -‘EWELS gold circlet of the queen’s crown, has
|aleo been discovered, and a unique object

The Excavations of Theodore M is a pair of silver gloves for the hands of
°|the mummy. Several carnelian amulets
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a thoroughbred doesn’t lose his head and | tumultuously excited that time went a lit. | clenching till his nails hurt his palms and
by keeping cool can often help others. tle faster until his next appearance | his little heart thumping away up in his

There was some talk that evening at| "y atage mother Lad been weepin'g and | throat. But—he hadn’t got to be afraid—
supper of Jake’s accident, of carelessness| . being bullied by the villain. Jerry | he hadn’t got to be—he hadn’t! Once he
behind the scenes in general, and from | ... just how the audience ought to feel | had been to a wonderful kindergarten.
that on to theatre fires. Massingwell had! when he appeared and blared his indigna- | He remembered that now because he had
been reading of a peculiarly deadly fire in| tjon ot the “heavy man.” He himself felt ' to sing, and they had sung at the kinder-

Dz.a,v‘ls at ‘I_‘hebes--His Find of have, moreover, been brought to light,

Kingly Relics and Their Signi- together with some exquisite little lotus.

ficance. flowers in blue fayence which fit into

| miniature vases of electron.

] o : At a little distance from .the tomb the
| ) ,(mee,s,sor Joyce, in the-London T'lmes..) excavators have laid bare the foundations

garten. One of his choicest bits came to| Mr. Theodore M. Davie’ excavations n!of some workmen’s huts, most of which

|

into . . . jlaces. In the other
world people vida't travel in railway trains
@ll the time, hurrying from one hotel to
another, where the rooms were always
dingy, and so very much alike—a brown
bed, a Morris chair that was either purple
or green, a rocking chair that wouldn’t
rock, and shutters that wouldn’t open if
they were shut, or wouldn’t shut if they
were open. In this queer other world
yeople had comfortable houses—the whole
of a house to themselves, not only a bed-
room and public restaurant. They trav-
eled only in summer time, when their
work was done. That seemed funny to
Jerry. His father traveled nearly always |
when he was working, and if he got a
holiday loved to stay quite still in some
quiet place. Decidedly this other world
was a topsy-turvey land—something like
Alice-in-Wonderland, perhaps, Jerry
“ought.
The funniest thing about these people he
hearing about was that though they
to come and see father and all the

act in the theatres, they never

JERRY SETTLED HIMELE
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world entirely divorced from dramatic

rulings. ‘

In the meantime, and pending his
mother’s return, the one really important
thing was to find out more and more of
hew a thoroughbred ought to act in all
sorts of different situations. He set about
his quest manfully. It became a joke in
the company, causing laughs that had a
catch behind them as often as not, for
every one loved the little fellow. And be-
cause of his quest they nicknamed him
the Thoroughbred!

They were a mixed crowd, Americans
from many States, Paul Malherbe, the one
Frenchman, Britishers and Irish, taken,
too, from many stratas of society. But
each was careful to show whatever he
had in him of good to Jerry. The stage
hands, as rough a lot as could well be
found, would have been as loath as Mas-
singwell himself to let the boy’s question-
ing eyes see anything that might cloud
their innocent happiness. He heard rough
language at times, and sometimes his

a theatre out West and was deploring the
loss of life.

“It was so darned unnecessary,” he|
said. “They got jammed in the exits and |
trampled in the panic. Those that stopped |
in their places got out easily afterward.”

“Could—d’you fink if there had been a
real furrobred there he could have done
anything at all?’ asked Jerry’s small
voice eagerly.

“Shouldn’t wonder, old man. Why,
some fellow might have gone down to the
footlights and cracked some silly wheeze
about it’s being all right so long as he
was there. Fellow I knew once did that.
Or he could ha’ sung—anything would
have helped.”

Jerry put this away in the corner of his
mind where he kept all the rest of his
knowledge about the great subject. And
he didn’t forget.

Jake Cohen got slowly better. Not bet-
ter so that he could go back to work—
they didn’t think he would ever do that—
but so much better that he was soon to
leave the hospital and go to the home that
his wife had come all the way from Buf-
falo to prepare for him, since the doctors
said he must not think of traveling for a
long while yet.

The company—“my company,” Jerry
called it nroudly—was making a three
months’ stay in a big city, and thus Jerry
had been able to go to see Jake in the
hospital from time to time and tell him
the news. One day Jerry’s news con-

cerned Jake. 0
“We’re goin’ to act a benefit,” Jerry
announced. ‘“It's a society that looks af-
ter sick.people, an’ we’ve told them all|
about you, an’ they’re goin’ to put aa-'ide‘
a lot of money for you an’ Mrs- Cohen. |
An’ the best fing is that we're goin’ to
act a new play, an’ I've got a part!”?"
Once or twice before he had taken some
small part in the proceedings of the plays,
generally being led on by the leading
woman’s hand and wept or laughed over

a man and a hero as he put his arms
around his “mother’s” neck and declaimed
his great second speech:——“Don’t be |
frightened, mother; I will take care of |
you!”

Out in front—of course Jerry didn’t |
know this—sat a woman whose heart
throbbed at each movement of the little |
fellow in white sailor clothes. His mother |
was sitting there—the real mother of his |
dreams—and the programme that had told |
her that both her husband and her son|
were in the cast had left her sitting with |
hungry eyes, and pale, anxious face, until |
one of the dear ones—secretly so dear in |
spite of all she had been told—came be-
fore her, taking their parts in the drama.
But Jerry’s two short appearances meant
more to her than all the rest.

It was over for Jerry again very quickly,
but he felt happily certain that the play
couldn’t have gone on without him. He
stood in the wings watching the end of |
the act, in which his father would shortly |
join. Massingwell was upstairs, changing '
his clothes, but he had promised to look !
out from the dressing room gallery and !
watch Jerry on the stage, and now the!
little fellow wanted to hear whether lxis}‘
father would say that he had done well. |

All at once the dreaded, pungent smell |
of smoke came strongly to- his nostrils;g
and as he noticed it, he noticed, too, that |
the stage manager and scene shifters were |
rushing and scurrying over on the left of
the stage,where was the trap door through |
which big pieces of furniture were hoisted |
from the property room below. Smoke |
was belching up from the trap; and then—
it all happened so dreadfully quick—a thin
tongue of flame licked up through the
smoke, was caught in a draught and ate |
hungrily into the thin wood and canvas of |

|a flat. And at that moment a terror |

stricken voice in the audience shnutedl‘
“Fire!”

The fire was in the scenery itself, mak-
ing it impossible to go on playing, and the |
shrill whistle gave the order to lower the |

the Valley of the Tombs of the Kings of
Thebes have again been rewarded by the
discovery of royal treasure. In a chamber

His childish treble, penetrating and fut e the: Doe = e Bhiton ‘a
sweet, rang across the scene of panic and-*havft‘ some thirty feet deep he and his
shrilled out above the tumult.. Men |assistant, Mr. Ayrton, have discovered
stopped and women gasped. They could |the jewelry of Queen Ta-usert, the grand-

his mind now:

Up in the sky where the little birds fly,
Up where they fly, so high—so-0 high!

not fight like demons while that cour'jdaughter of Rameses IL. and the last sov- |

ageous little figure shamed them with the

simple heroism of that song, so grotesque-""eig" of the nineteenth Egyptian dynas-

ly inappropriate but all the more appea]—lty. The chamber was filled with clay |

ing for that reason. Men ceased to he|yashed into it before the entrance to the

brute beasts. The madness of panic died .0 had been closed. and couenl by
away and respect for human life again | '

resumed its sway. Toward the exits they .the fallen debris of the cliff above, and
still ‘hurried, but in orderly press. The|in the course of centuries the clay had be-
Thoroughbred had stopped that first dead-|come almost as hard as stone, The work

ly rush. of -extricating the jewels that were im-

_\had a pot let into the floor, for the safe-
]keeping, it may be, of the money of the
iday. Rubbish pits in the neighborhood
tof the huts have yielded a number of in-
Iteresting relics, including a bouquet of pa-
{ pyrus blossoms stitched in order to keep
|the petals in place, and a clay seal at-
tached to a red string, which it is difficult
'to believe was niot made yesterday. Many
inscribed pieces of limestone have also
been found on which the overseers of the
workmen kept their accounts. They are
|likely to give us an insight into an under-
i taker’s wages in the age of the Exodus
‘as well as into the prices of the materials
| he used and the food that he ate,

|

Adirondack Winter.

In the centre aisle there was a tem-|bedded in it has consequently been long | Alone, the pine tres sighs and swings

porary block. A woman was fighting her!and arduous, more especially as they were]

way back toward the stage. Many voices strewn in different directions. The tomb
abused her as a madwoman, but per- it )voul(i seem, was originally that of some
haps one or two made way for her, for|private individual, and the jewels must
there was a whole heart's agony in her|have been removed from the queen’s own
cry, “It’s my boy—my little, little son!” tomb and thrown into it for some un-
Jerry couldn’t sing any more. Gusts of ' known reason. Probably they were at
smoke were sweeping by-him. The flames|the time in a wooden box, which has now
had taken hold on the left hand boxes.|perished.
Everything crackled and scorched. The| The inscriptions on some of the jewelry
curtain behind him was hot; behind that make it clear that Ta-usert was married
again there seemed to be a raging fur- to Seti II., the grandson of Rameses II.;
nace. There was nothing in the world but|some of the objects, in fact, belonged to
fire, and at last he was terribly afraid. |that Pharaoh.  Two large golden epau-
Then he saw the woman burst from lets, for example, hear the king’s name.
the flying audience toward him. “Jump, and are formed of poppy-heads hanging
Jerry! Jump to mother, Jerry boy!” ft!from.a plate which itself hangs from a
was Jerry's dream mother—he knew tht golden bar, or rather screw. At the two
he remembered her,yet he could not obey. ends of this latter are a rosette and a
The fear he had fought down for so long blossom of globular shape, which are
now conquered him wholly, paralyzing screwed on to the bar.: Then again, there
him. The hot curtain surged ncarer him is a pair of silver bracelets on which is
in a gust of flame. The Thoroughbred|a represeritation of Seti on his throne
shrank from it, and then his o\'(—:rta,xed}\\'ifh a fly-whisk in his hand, while the
strength gave way and he crumpled up| queen stands in front of him. They ap-
helplessly on the floor. |pear to be pledging one another in wine-
Through the flame and smoke of theicups, and behind each is a bouquet of

Aside from winds in wintry revels;

[ A ghost among gray ghastly things,

The loon spreads forth her wintry wings
To leave the ice for open levels.

Bare are the boughs on mountain side,
The dead leaves drift below the
breeches;
Across the fens the snow sprites ride;
And head to stream the brook trout hide
In dark brown pools and icy reaches.

In northern glens and drifts lie deep,
Beneath the bank-full river races:
The woodman toils from steep to steep

His meagre winter crop to reap
In mist among the leafless spaces.

And capped with snow and gray with
years
The mountain stands, a solemn warder,
A sleeping guard that never hears
Where, backed with one and thirty spears,
Grim winter rides in wild disorder.
—George R. Preston, Jr.
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