
CR POULTRY
OFFERED BY 
HE LARGE CLUBS

h of Fair Will Be lm- 
nt Feature This 

Year.

[Wednesday’s Dally.) 
great features of the Fall 
|r will be the special prizes 
Bing given tor poultry by 
I the poultry associations In 
tales. Secretary Smart has 
l deal of Interest In this 
r show and has written to 
[all the associations In 
h the result that silver 
p and othék prizes, number- 
have beeixt offered already. 

Is not yet exhausted. This 
news to those who are In 
exhibiting In this depert- 

bon donated by one of the 
uhs in New York Is valued 
[a silver cup would be by 
nority.

to date Is as follows:
[l prizes to be donated by 
lonal Stock Food company 
ent classes.
eon, of Minneapolis,# will 
n and medal each for the 
male and female, and also 
colored male and female 

Lndottes.
lean Black Mlnoroa club, 
pns each for the best cock, 
l and pullet In Rose combed 
pa, and the same for single 
Minorca*.

[lean Rose Comb Brown 
lb will give a diploma, for 
libit in their favorite breed. 
Buff Plymouth Rock club, 

nd four special silk ribbons 
[ best surface colored male 

and for the best shaped 
•male.
[Buff Cochin club, four spec- 
tor best cock, hen, cockerel

Single Comb Brown Leg- 
silver cup and seven spec-

luslan club, special ribbon 
Blue Andalusian male and

Buff Leghorn club, special 
i for best cock, hen, eook-
et.

S AGAINST 
CHILD SWEATING

:’s Message to Con- 
Says Infant Labor 
ild Be Prohibited.

ton, D. C., March 25.—Presl- 
[velt to-day sent a special 
congress In which he calls 

o certain measures as to 
pinks there should be action 
is before' the close of the 
islon. After declaring that 
pr should be prohibited 
[ the nation, he renews his 
lation for the Immediate re- 

of an employers’ liability 
n to conform to the recent 
r the Supreme court, and 
[ action be taken along the 
[recommendations he has ai­
le concerning Injunctions In
ites.
with the other measures, in- 
it of the interstate commerce 
.ntl-trust, strikes, financial 

tariff revision and water- 
nlsslon, the president says

call attention to the urgent 
nending the Interstate eom- 
, and especially the anti- 
along the lines Indicated In 
pssage.”

INIQUE BANQUET

ore, One of First Party of 
ekers to Province, Enter- 
:ained Last Night.

rom Tuesday's Dally.) 
[versary of the locating of the 
[mines In British Columbia 
rated last evening by a ban­
al the residence of Mr. and
las Jones, 779 Market street. 
:et was given In honor of 
>re, whose 76th birthday was 
by this event. There were 

ildes Mr. Moore, the guest of 
g, and the only member of 
larty alive at the present 
ones, Miss Kathleen Jones, 
tones, Master Jones, Mr. and 
i, Miss Bessie Ryan,' Miss 
an, Miss Amy Ryan, Mrs. 
Ir. Campbell. Miss Lea and 
1rs. L. J. Cansusa.
1er was .splendidly arranged 
e good things *ovlded were 
r all. After th^.Alnner had 
iken of T. Jones,>be

and delivered a neat
master

lies, rose 
tuning the events connected 
ireer of the guest, Mri Moore, 
:ime he ran away from home 

and came to the Pacific 
he present time, 
ire, in rising to reply, like all 
ners, and In spite of his age. 
a neat little speech and de- 
lose present with remlnls- 
hls early experiences.

> speeches over, an adjoum- 
the parlor was made and 'a 
tramme of vocal and Instru- 
usic was given. EntertaJn- 
provided by Miss Ray Jones 
Oracle Ryan with selections 

while Miss Kathleenano,
ertained those present with 
ompanled on the piano by her

Uy dispersed at a late hour 
[ost enjoyable time. Mr. Moore 
[ proud of the honor accorded 
looks back with pride to the 

kad In laying the foundation 
Kw large mining enterprises ot

ice,
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either of Pauline or the old Dalmatian.
Many telerams were brought into the 

room as we ate, and one dispatch, 
which unmistakably came from the 
police. The latter appeared to trouble 
Mr. Cavanagh not a little, and he 
handed it over to the Chevalier with 
an observation I failed to catch. When 
they had both written something upon 
it, the Chevalier left us hurriedly, and 
Mr. Cavanagh lighted a cigar and went 
over to the window.

“How do you like Burges, Ingersoll?” 
“It depresses me, Mr. Cavanagh.” 
"Too many stories, or too many 

st hots?"
“Too much of yesterday, which is al­

ways depressing, however much we ad­
mire it. All the people who built those 
churches and painted those pictures 
are dead. I wonder what our generation 
will leave behind it?"

“Good canvases for those who come 
after to paint upon. Plenty of paper 
for a new generation of authors, and 
rot a little sawdust. Our merits are 
written upon gold—the English sove­
reign largely. I am glad you do not 
like Bruges: It depresses me also. Have 
you good eyes, by the way, Ingersoll? 
Could you see a cab down In the street 
there?” •

This seemed to me something of a 
sneer, but he did not mean It.

“Possibly I could,” said I; “would it 
be a cab with wheels or without.”

"Oh, a real cab; the blinds are drawn 
down, and a red-headed man on the 
box. They call him Dave Mahoney, and 
he comes from Chicago, Ingersoll. Will 
you watch here this afternoon while 
I am out; and if you see our friend, 
will you send this note to the Gendar­
merie the very same moment? Ring 
that bell; they will understand; my 
servant will be ready."

I was greatly mystified, so much goes 
without saying; but I promised him 
to do exactly as he wished. He himself 
now made ready to go out; but before 
he went, he returned to the subject of 
the white gloves.

“The girl protested her innocence, I 
suppose,” he exclaimed, raising the 
subject without any preliminary obser­
vation whatever. Of course, I told him 
that she did not.

"She persists m her confession," I 
said, “but I have discovered the 
son for her persistence. She has a 
lover—one might have expected it, I 
am sure she is lying to shield him.’’

I saw that it had not occurred to him 
before, and for one instant he stood 
quite still debating It.

“No,” he said at length, "our evidence 
contradicts that. The men with her 
were two—Andrea, the old rascal 
In prison, and a Greek priest, by 
of Euclythenes. There would be no lover 
there."

“Evidently, sir.”
He stopped and looked at me In that 

queer way of his.
“Good God, Ingersoll, are you glad 

that she had no lover?"
"Yes, I am glad.”
"Then I must 'make you sorry— 

quickly. I finust not spare you, Inger­
soll."

“I hope you will not, Mr. Cavanagh. 
The truth, after all, Is what we want.”

“I agree with you—the truth. Tell 
that to the women who are mourning 
their children at Antwerp this day, and 
they Will say-nYes", the truth—and then 
Its consequences.”

It was a lesson to see the iron in his 
eyes when he uttered this. A man of 
determination beyond all words adam­
antine; I read-in his glance a righteous­
ness of purpose, and a steadfast 
lution which no argument in all the 
world might shake. He would 
with these people as a merciless judge, 
I said. Pity had no place in his gospel. 
He would destroy them root and 
branch, take up the glove In whatever 
city they choose to cast it, devote his 
life, his vast fortune, to this single aim 
—his vengeance and the peace of the 
world. Thus, his glance. But It turned 
from me, and he was my kindly patron 
when next he spoke.

“But we are forgetting the cab,” he 
said, with a laugh; it Is time for 
to go, Ingersoll. Here are the cigars; 
I won’t offer you the papers. Remem­
ber, to the Gendarmerie before you 
count ten—if the cab Is there.”

I premised him, and he went.' It would 
have been about two o’clock of

And across this, seemingly measureless . 
plain, we went at a very crawl, know­
ing that many lives depended upon 
our discretion (for that was clear to 
me), and waiting, as I Imagined, until 
night should befriend our movements 
and speed be no longer a danger.

In this latter surmise I was not mis­
taken. We rested nearly two hours 
that afternoon at a beerhouse some fif­
teen kilometres from Bruges. When 
the sun had set, and but a glimmer 
of twilight remained, we were on the 
road again, this time at the best speed 
of which our splendid car was cap­
able. For half an hour-we raced on 
towards Brussels; then stopped as 
suddenly, and, wheeling from the high­
way Into a spacious farmyard, we de­
scended. I perceived that the moment 
for action had come. This was the 
time, and this was the place.

“Leave your wraps, Ingersoll; we 
are going to walk.”

“Far, sir?” . .
"A mile or less. Take this; you may 

want It."
He passed a revolver to me, and I 

saw that every chamber was loaded. 
Hastily thrusting It into the side-pock­
et of my coat; I followed him through 
the deserted farmyard, and passing the 
house and the orchard behind it, the 
red signal light of the Brussels rail­
way came suddenly to my view; and I 
knew that our journey would take us, 
not upon the high road, but upon the 
glistening metals before me. So much 
he told me as he opened the orchard 
gate: but he could not conceal hla anx­
iety from me.

"We shall walk at the foot of the em­
bankment until I give you the word. 
Then do what you see me do. I trust 
you, Ingersoll.”

“I hope so, sir."
There was good grass at the foot of 

the "Smbankroent, and- we walked well. 
By here and there where canals crossed 
the waste, we were compelled to climb 
up to the track above and crawl, hand 
and foot, across the parapets. A goods 
train passed us rumbling on toward* 
Brussels, but neither driver nor fireman 
perceived us. When we made a halt at 
last, I was In the shadow of a signal- 
box, whose bright lights stood out In 
the darkness as the beacon of a harbor.
I observed that a little river or canal 
dipped under the rails Immediately be­
neath the signal-box, and was crossed 
by a plank bridge, the road leading to 
a farm-path beyond. But more I had 
not time to observe, for Mr. Cavanagh 
went suddenly upon his hands and 
knees, and I crawled up to the very 
signal-box.

“Stay here, Ingersoll; if a man ap­
pears on the line shoot him without 
challenge. You understand—he will be 
here to destroy the night express—shoot 
him whenever you see him."

He gave me no time to reply, but 
went on immediately, crouching past 
the box, Into the shadows. And there 
was I alone, squatting upon the grass 
of the embankment, the night breeze 
singing In the wires above me; the 
lights flashing In the darkness, a pistol 
In my hand, a whirr of sounds In my 
astonished ears. For I believed, or 
thought to believe, that I could never 
do what he had asked me to do. To 
shoot a man down in cold blood, what- 

the circumstances, seemed to 
so dreadful a thing that my very 
fingers turned to Ice upon the pistol.

Upon the other side, came the 
thought, no less terrible, that the on­
coming express might be saved bÿ this 
supreme sacrifie of my principle. I 
could depict it as It would pass—a 
stream of lights through the darkness, 
a comet of the mists, thundering above 
me. Good God! to what madman’s trap 
or trick, to what Insanity of teaching 
or of creed. The suspense, above all, 
was horrible. I watched the line as 
though it would create figures for my 
undoing. Every shadow had (he shape 
of a man stooping to the rails. The 
wires above droned a constant warning.
I thought to hear step» about me, and 
at this my fingers closed upon the trig­
ger. Irony, in truth, If I must shoot In 
self-defence!

I had seen nothing more of Mr. Cav­
anagh during these long moments; nor 
did I see him again until the affair 
was over. As to that which actually 
happened, I must speak first of the 
appearance of three men In the field 
below, at the gate of the little bridge 
which crossed the canal or river. They 
loomed up suddenly, without any 
sound of footsteps, or a single Word 
spoken;. and I saw them stand alto­
gether at the bridge and consult ap­
parently In whispers. When they had 
come to a decision, one of them began 
to crawl up the bank (but-not upon 
my side ot the box), and having reach­
ed the top, he disappeared instantly 
from my view. And now It came to 
me that these three were Intent upon 
gaining command of the signals, and 
that it was for this very reason that 
Mr. Cavanagh had brought me to the 
place. I could well Imagine that If they 
planned a mischief to the express, they 
desired as much grace as might be to 
permit ot their escape; and when 1 
remembered that the man had gone In­
to the signal box, and that Mr, Cavan­
agh was certainly there before him, 
then, I say, every nerve In my body 
began to tingle, and my breath came 
and went as though I had run a race.

What had happened; what did the 
continuing silence mean? I heard no 
cry; I could see the signalman quietly 
working his Instruments. The express 
was already overdue, as the semaphore 
told me: the men by the bridge had not 
yet made an end of their close talk to­
gether; but, presently, one of them 
whistled softly and, being unanswered, 
whispered to his companion and de­
liberately took something from the in­
ner pocket of his coat.

With this, he set out to cross the 
bridge and, as it appeared, to gain the 
track some hundred yards or so from 
the place where I stood. What made 
him halt at the outset I do not know; 
but halt he did and rested while a man 
might have counted ten. And, while he 
halted, I heard for the first time that 
droning hum upon the metals which 
told of an approaching train, that 
weird, unmistakable message of the 
lines, which no ear, trained or untrain­
ed, can quite Ignore.

The express, I said, was approach­
ing; there stood the man with some­
thing which his hands concealed; he 
took a stride across the bridge, halted 
again, went oh once more, and then 
with a loud cry, the planks beneath 
snapping suddenly, he fell headlong In­
to the canal.

Now, as you will perceive, all this 
happened as In a lurid instant of time, 
too brief to permit of any clear im­
pressions, too terrible to be lightly re­

nte -,

flogged her father to death. Is It any 
wonder that I was at,the prison gate 
by 10 o’clock asking for the Count, 
and determined to see the prisoner 
again, and have another interview, let 
them say of me what they might?

To be brief, they said nothing what­
ever. The Count was again absent, 
and the laconic Captain Richard did 
such honors ot the Palais de Justice as 
were to be done. I could see the pris­
oner, he said, for fifteen minutes as 
before. “But, Mr. Ingersoll," he add­
ed, “they will be fifteen minutes and 
not thirty."

To seek argument with such a stiff- 
backed tool of authority would have 
been futile beyond all words. I bowed 
to him, and expressed laconic thanks 
to match his own.

"You know that they have decided to 
remove the prisoner on Sunday," he 
went on. “It is good. Let them go 
back to Russia, and blow each other 
up. We have no room for them In Bel­
gium."

“Is it quite certain, Captain, that this 
girl Is one of them?"

"She has never denied it. The- af­
fair at Antwerp owés something to her 
gang, to be sure ot it. They are every­
where, monsieur. If I had my say upon 
it I would shoot them down like rab­
bits, and leave the Judges to try them 
afterward:

"The innocent and the guilty, Cap­
tain Richard?" _

“The innocent and the guilty—as if 
there are Innocent among them! Let 
us think of honest men first; that is 
my opinion."

We were at the cell "Soot by this 
time, and I would carry the matter no 
further. I thought that he watched 
me a little curiously as I went in; but 
this perquisition did not distress me. 
Mademoiselle Pauline herself, already 
dressed, lay upon the mattress of the 
bed when I entered and for a mo­
ment I thought that she would be 
asleep. But this was not so, and she 
started up presently to show me a 
laughing face and heavy curls of thick 
brown hair about it.

“I am very surprised to see you," 
she said.

“But I told you that I would come.”

little if you will."
She stood before me, panting with 

excitement, her eyes wide open, her 
thick lips parted, her short blue skirt 
caught up to show her brown stock­
ings and the bright buckles upon her 
worn shoes. Her raised left arm was 
bare to the elbow; she nursed my 
chocolates to her breast with her right 
hand; her face was flushed and angry; 
the pretty hair all tumbled about her 
shoulders. Such a picture in a prison 
cell, a man will never see again. It 
needed all my resolution not to catch 
her In my arms, and tell her that I 
loved her,

"It Is all true," I said at last. 
“Please like me a little because of it."

She took a step across the floor, and 
looked Into the very depths of my eyes.

“You came here because you wished 
to love me?"

“I don’t know. I thought you were 
the prettiest girl I had ever seen, and 
I didn’t believe that you had done what 
they said. So I came, because I want­
ed to save you."

"For whom, Mr. Ingersoll?”
"I did not know then; I know now. 

For myself, Pauline.”
“And why, Mr. Ingersoll?”
“Because you have taught me to 

love you.”
She sood quite still. Then, leaning 

back against the wall behind her, she 
hid her face with her hands and burst 
into passionate weeping.

“You cannot save me,” she cried.
"Will is better than cannot, any day."
“For my lover In Baku----- ”
“Time will prove. I am going to save 

you. Good-bye, little Pauline. If they 
send you to Russia, I will follow af­
ter. Good-byg.”

She stood an Instant quite Irresolute. 
I could hear the laconic Captain at the 
door, and, caring nothing for what he 
might say or might leave unsaid, I 
took her in my arms and kissed her.

hundredth time. I looked down Into the 
street and perceived the cab for which 
I had been waiting.

CHAPTER XVII
The Red-Haired Man.

It was there, sure enough, and very 
different from the cab my imagination 
had been expecting all the afternoon. 
For, firstly, It was a cab with natural 
wood wheels and quite a showy horse 
hi Its shafts. And then the blinds 
were not drawn for the simple reason 
that the shutters were down, while the 
red-haired man had but a few scat­
tered tufts of hair, and these were as 
grey as they were sandy. Not going 
at a gallop, as I had expected (fool­
ishly, it would appear), the fellow drove 
the horse at an ambling trot towards 
the Central Station; and although his 
face would have convicted him in any 
court, he seemed no more concerned 
than an Irishman driving a pig to a 
fair. This I noticed as the carriage 
went by; but it had not gone a dozen 
yards before my hand was upon the 
bell; nor thirty when a servant ans­
wered my ring.

“For me, sir?"
“You will take that to the Gen­

darmerie immediately. Mr. Cavanagh 
left Instructions?”

“Yes, sir; I understand."
The man wore the hotel uniform, but 

I do not remember that I had seen him 
before. When he was gone, some half 
an hour passed and found me still 
watching at the window. That Mr. 
Cavanagh himself would soon return 
to the hotel I had no doubt; and half 
an hour later he appeared, dressed ap­
parently for motoring, and insistent 
upon my accompanying him. When I 
told him of the letter, hp dismissed the 
subject as one already dealt with, and 
of no further concern to him.

“I am here in answer to it, Ingersoll. 
Take your travelling coat and a scarf. 
We are going out, and we may be 
late.”

“Then we go In the car?"

CHAPTER XIV (Continued).
“I must hear it first and then, per­

haps, I will answer It."
“What is the name of the man who 

killed my friend’s father at Baku?"
She looked me straight In the face 

again, and without a blush, whatever, 
she quietly and simply said:

“I killed him, sir?"
“You; what had he done to you?”
“He was the friend of the General 

who had my father flogged to death."
"And you shot him In revenge . . . 

just . because he was the friend."
"Saying which, you expect me to be­

lieve your story?”
"Why should you pot believe it, sir?” 

she asked sharply.
"Because, mademoiselle .... I do

not." <
She laughed at the words, but In­

stantly .checked herself.
"What reason have I for telling you 

an untruth?"
"You wish me to repeat It to Mr. 

Cavanagh ?’.’ "
"You f re clever ... shall I not know 

your naine?”
"My name Is Bruce Ingersoll,”
"Bruce . Bruce ... I like that,

sir. I will remember the name of
Bruce Ingersoll when I go back to 
Russia.? -

"Count Marcelli told me so yester- 
dey."

“To be tried for this crime there?”
“To die there, sir, as my father and 

my mother died.”
"My poor child, I, bad forgotten that 

—and they did not tell me that your 
father was dead.”

"Why should you remember it, Mr. 
Ingersoll.?’’ ,

"Because it. Is Impossible that I 
should forget you, Mademoiselle Paul­
ine.” ...

come from the police, Mademoiselle 
Pauline?"

She laughed In my face.
“You would have brought me choc­

olates if you had been a policeman,” 
she said; "they used to bring me many, 
but I have had none now for nearly a 
week,”

“All eaten, mademoiselle?"
"Every one of them, Mr. Ingersoll.”
“I’ll bring you some to-morrow when 

I come, If you will begin by being 
sorry for your opinion of me."

"I’ll try," she said—Just as a child 
might have said it—a laugh upon her 
lips, the light of childhood In her 
eyes. The moment would Rave been 
one of signal advantage could I have 
profited by it, but such was not to be. 
The laconic Captain appeared In the 
cell while we were laughing together, 
and informed me that my time was

\

up.
“Good-bye, mademoiselle, until to­

morrow."
“It will be never," she said . . . and 

so I left her.

CHAPTER XV.
The Second Interview.

I had not breakfasted when I went to 
the PalaiS de Justice; but my first 
visit upon leaving it was to the tele­
graph office that I might send a cable 
to Mr. , Cavanagh. His private code— 
an exceedingly Ingenious one, by the 
way—It had been my business to learn 
at the offices of Bertrand & Co., and I z#'That is Just why I am surprised, 
now employed it to tell him both- oL Did you brlng me my chocolates?" 
my visit and of my strange encounter 
with the old man who had traveled 
from Dover with me; A staunch sense 
of duty impelled me to keep nothing 
from one whose willing servant I had 
become; a belief, no less profound in 
the justice of the case recorded my 
positive conviction that Pauline Mam* 
avieff was innocent of the crime with 
which they charged her. The rest I 
left to him, and going to a cafe for 
my breakfast, I tried to tell myself 
that nothing remained but that Orien­
tal ejaculation “Kismet/' which is so 
often our welcome substitute for un­
pleasant obligation.'

CHAPTER XVI.
Root and Branch

I knew directly I stepped out into the 
passage that he had seen me, and his 
first words confirmed a gloomy assump­
tion.

“At any rate,” he said, “the lady is 
a Frenchwoman.”

“Then you discriminate, Captain?”
“>îot so in such a case. The question 

should follow dissatisfaction. It is for 
you to complain of -her, Mr. ingersoll. 
Since you do not?”

“I believe her to be absolutely inno­
cent, Captain. You must have imagined 
that I did.”

“Most people would at auch a mo­
ment. There Is another of the gang 
here!”

“Another!”
“I will show him toNyou. Not a very 

savoury specimen. I do ...not think he 
will receive many chocolates. This way, 
Mr. Ingersoll!”

“It is at the door waiting for us.”
I would put no further questions, 

and we went out immediately. A big 
Renault, one of the 20-30's then just on 
the market, stood purring at the steps 
of the hotel. I noticed, much to my 
amazement, that it was driven by the 
same man who had taken me from 
London to Waterbeach. Why 
going, or whither, Mjr. Cavanagh did 
not think fit to tell me. Not less an­
xious than he had been at lunch, he 
drew the hood of his long coat well over 
his head, and put on 
entering the car; 
handed me a pair that I might imitate 
him.

rea-

“They are here; enough to make you 
ill for a week.”

“It is very nice to be ill for a week 
if you know that you will get better 
afterwards. Why did you come back,

[ Mr. Ingersoll?”
I “To ask you some questions.”
I “Why question a woman who never 
tells the truth?”

“You are not a woman; you are, or 
should be, a schoolgirl.”

She became serious at this, àhd look­
ed at me very earnestly.

“Have I not suffered enough to be a 
woman?”

we were

goggles before 
while the drivernow

name“Me; oh,-, no, no, no. Don’t say that.
You come from the police. You ape to 
go back-to them and to say, ‘She told 
me this and that, and here are the 
rames of her friends for Mr. Cav­
anagh- to remember/ So many have 
come to m.e as you have come. The 
law asks so many questions, Mr. In-
gersoll, and heacs so many untruths. It eeemea so easy ... and yet how 
I-have told them none, and they do difficult it came to be. Out there in 
not know what to make of me. In tbe sunshine, the influence of a med- 
Russia we (log people until they tell iaeval somnolence all about me, great 
as many lies as we wish to hear, and grotesques ot churches and of build- 
all that has got to be because of the ings, sombre Flemings in rojind black 
Jaw, without which the world would hats. Rubens, women In bulk and sa- 
tome to an end Oh, let me tell you .botBl Bruges of the bridges and the 
Jhat h do not think so, that your slaw 
p? man is hateful Jo the law of God; 
t|hat 111 the days to come there win 
be no law but that of the human soul 
looking upward to the light. Yes. yes, 
that Is faith. Looking upward to the 
light. I do not fear death, Mr. Inger­
soll, I fear to live,"

Without another word spoken, 
we began our Journey, making, as far 
as I could Judge, Jor the Ostend gate 
and the sea. And In ten minutes the 
town of Bruges lay behind us, and 
with a sudden right about we began 
to skirt it to the northward, as though 
we would drive to Brussels and not 
toward Ostend at all.

He turned abruptly from the corridor, 
and led down a narrow tortuous stair­
case to a deep circular cell in the lower 
of two basements. A tremendous door, 
ribbed and barred with iron, spoke 
of ancient centuries and modern de­
generation.

"This was the 'dripping cell’ when 
Alvâ came to the Netherlands," he 
said quietly; “they tied -their man In a 
chair, and let the water fall drip by 
drip upon his forehead. For an hour 
he laughed; the next he raved; the third 
he was In agony; and the day after 
foudn him a shrieking maniac. A little 
of that sort of thing would be a good 
antidote to the Terror. I-will show you 
one of its apostles."

He raised a flap In the door, and in­
vited me to look In. I had hajf-expect- 
eÉ to see what I saw, but the fact 
startled me none the less. For there, 
crouching upon a bench In a corner of 
the cell sat my old friend of the steam­
er and the market-place; the. nameless, 
bearded importunlst.who had asked’ 
me for God’s sake to help Little Pauline.

“When did they arrest him?" Tasked 
The answer was, "Last night.’’

“But we have been looking for him 
since our friends were blown up at 
Antwerp. There are three more of his 
kind still at large between this city 
and Brussels. When we have them 
also under lock and key, we shall be 
able to sleep in our beds without 
dreaming."

Do you know the name of the man ?”
“No name—that Is to say, a name 

which means nothing to us. He calls 
himself Andrea, of Sebeelco, 
upon the Balmatian Coast; God knows 
where he does come from. They say In 
Paris that he Is an Italian Jew. Bar­
celona would like to lay hands upon 
him; Geneva has something to say to 
him.”

“And what are you going to do with 
him?”

“To ask hjm to work for the rest of 
tid when he doesn't do It, to

“Perhaps. I am here to save you 
from suffering. We have fifteen min­
utes, you and I. to tell each other many 
things. I shall lose none of them."

“Very well; then, I will not open my 
chocolates. One plight tell the truth 
with one’s mouth full.”

I drew a chair near to the bed, and 
watched^her_a moment before. 1.began 
to question her. A lace chemise showed 
me how raptdily her heart was beat­
ing. I had known her already to be a 
splendid little actress; but that which 
acting cost her, both In resolution and 
mental suffering, this moment flrst re­
vealed to me.

“We are going to talk about Baku," I 
began. —1

“Yes," she said.
“And the late Jehan Cavanagh. Did 

you know him personally?"
"I never saw him but once In my life. 

It was the night I killed him.”
“The night upon which he died. Why 

did he go to Baku at all?"
“He owned the petroleum mines; 

many of them. That is why he went 
to Baku.’

“And your father was In his 
ploy."

"Oh, not at all. My father was secre­
tary to the Black Sea Transport Com­
pany. He knew all the Englishmen 
who came there. That Is why I speak 
English.”

"How, then, and why did your father 
become a politician?"

"When General Setoff came to 
house hi

"Came for what?”
“To see my mother."
"I understand; your father had a 

wrong to avenge?"
“He never avenged It. My friends will 

do that.”
"And the sum of all your charges 

against old Mr. Cavanagh was that he 
was General Seroff’s friend.”

"He protected that General from my 
people. He saved his life. That Is why 
I shot him.”

“In the French cafe at Baku?"
“In the French cafe at Baku."
“Who was with you at the timer’
“An old Dalmatian servant of my 

father."
"No one else?”
She flushed crimson.
“I will tell you,” she said; "there was 

another.”
“A friend? a relative?"
"A friend?”
“Shall I say that he was your lover?"
"Yes,” she answered in a low voice; 

"my lover."
“Were you going to marry this man?”
She laughed, a little hardly, I 

thought.
"No one thinks much of marriage In 

Baku.”
"Yes; but you had thought of It."
"I shall not tell you; you have no 

right to question me, Mr. Ingersoll. 
Why do you trouble nie like this?”

“The desire to set you free; to save 
you from going back to Russia."

"But I wish to go back to Russia."
"To meet this man?"
"You are jealous of him, already, 

Mr. Ingersoll. Of course I am going 
back because I wish to meet him.’’

“Then there is nothing more that I 
can say to you?"

“Yes," she said, leaping to her f>et 
with all the Impetuous agility of a 
child; “there is something still to be 
said, Mr. Ingersoll. Why did you come 
here? I will tell you. Because my 
pretty face attracted you. If I had been 
an old and ugly women, would you 
have come then? Oh, don’t say so, for 
I would not believe you if you did. You 
came because you thought I would like 
you if you came. Now you know that 
I love someone else, you are sorry fop 
your interest in me. That is why I 
shall not call you a friend, Mr. Inger­
soll. You help me because I am Pau­
line, not because of truth or justice, or 
anything else at all. Be honest and say 
so* Mr. Ingersoll. I shall like you a

"You find the Belgian pave detesta­
ble Ingersoll?"

“Detestable, that isn’t quite the 
word.”

"But In our case secure. Did tile 
innocent lady in the prison tell you 
how uncomfortable and dangerous it 
would be to travel over this road with 
explosives in the carriage?"

“I don’t remember that we dis­
cussed abstract questions.”

"She found you highly volatile, no 
You must write an article on 

‘Women in the Social Revolution’ when 
you get back. Show how easily they 
become the friends and the slavish ad­
vocates of the worst ruffians in Eu­
rope. Say that their natural qualities 
of truth and fidelity are debauched by 
this sham sentiment of freedom until 
they become the greatest liars and the 
most reckless criminals the world has 
ever known. I wouldn’t spare them.
They are more difficult than the men; 
and God knows the men are difficult 
enough."

"I will write the 'article. You quite 
convinced me this morning, Mr. Cav­
anagh.’’

“I am glad of It. What we are now 
going to see will help you In another 
way—If we are quite In time, Ingersoll;
If nothing stands between us and many 
lives that are well worth saving—as 
life commonly Is, by the way."

He had my interest In his net, and 
he knew it. I could see him looking 
at me with half closed eyes as he was 
wont to look when much excited by 
that which he said.

"Then the Anterp horror Is going to 
be repeated, Mr. Cavanagh?"

"I think not, If we are In time. Pray 
to God that we are In time, Ingersoll.
Imagine that your own flesh and blood 
are. well, say In the afternoon express 
from Brussels. Tell yourself that three 
or four human devils are lurking some­
where upon the line to prevent the 
train reaching Its destination. I’ll just 
put it to you that the woman you 
love may be arriving to-night and you 
are thinking of all her home-coming 
means to you. She does not come.
There are telegrams at the station, 
whispers, going to and fro of officials.
The truth leaks out. Europe has been 
impressed again. A lesson has been 
taught to kings and rulers. How?
Through you—by something that 
brought to your home, something that 
will never move or speak again. You 
are a lover, and Europe Is nothing 
to you. I’ll put it no plainer. Would 
you thank a man who hunted the ruf­
fians down would you cry ‘Assassin’ 
it he showed you their dead bodies 
and not the others? There’s some­
thing for a paper, by-and-by—when I 
am dead perhaps—who knows? But 
yours is the pen. I knew it when I 
had read a hundred lines of your work 
lr. the Quarterly. Yours is the pen, 
and you will be my advocate. Good 
God, how the car crawls. But It’s my 
fault; we mustn’t go faster. We are 
before our time as It Is.”

The inconsequent change of subject, 
a:- you will perceive, betrayed a man 
face to face with many conflicting 
emotions. I felt no call at the moment 
to respond to his Indirect appeal-; and 
it was very evident that he expected 
no response. We were now upon a 
great flat marshland, stretching away 
unbroken to an horlz&n ot fleecy cloud.
Bruges lay upon our right hand, Its 
monstrous church spires dwindling as 
we left them still further behind us.
So far as I observed it all, the color 
tone of this monotonous picture was 
just that diminishing green which 
Claude has so finely In his landscapes.
Vastness the scene conveyed, and upon 
vastness an Impression of spotless 
white farm-houses and stunted pol­
lards by the wateselde and countless
mills; a fertile land snatched from the called. That which astonishes 
sea, but still paying tribute through* chiefly is the vividness with which cer- 
Its many canals and sluggish rivers, tain details are still be be rememberee-

ever me
dark canals; and Jt.at,my.ease amld.lt 

What perversity forbade - me to 
take my leisure contentedly, to for­
get why and whence, to be other than 
a lazy tourist thankful for the sun­
shine of that summer’s day? A story 
old as Eve perchance. The eternal 
story of the heart rebellious, of the 
man who turns his back upon the sun 
because another wills that he shall not 
see It For so had my little Pauline 
commanded me. I said that I must 
forget her, and, saying It, I perceived 
her Image upon every glass that Ima­
gination turned to me; heard but the 
music of her voice whenever - voices 
echoed about me; dwelt In my thoughts 
but upon her brave confession and the 
unspeakable misfortunes that might at­
tend It. It may be that I loved her 
already; I cannot tell you truly. The 
desire to believe that she was noth­
ing to me, to forget her words, to 
mock her faith—these were enemies of 
the truth as an observer might have 

And they were my own 
enemies also, binding mfe when I had 
need of my eyes as never before in all 
my life. )

Indifference, I say, t£nd from that 
restlessness and again impatience that 
was almost a fever. Why did not Mr. 
Cavanagh reply at once to my tele­
gram? I had told him as plainly as I 
could that in my opinion the prisoner 
at the Palais de Justice was Innocent 
of the crime with which they charged 
her. Why did he not come over that 
I might fully explain my reasons for 
this belief? Not for a moment would 
I hold him guilty of a wish to 
demn one who was little older than a 
schoolgirl just because the police of 
Baku held *er to be guilty. But he 
answered me nothing; there was nj 
cable that day; none next morning 
when I called at the postofflee almost 
before the porters had swept it out. 
And, remember, that if I would save 
Pauline the hours were precious. Count 

wonderful Marcelli himself had hinted that she 
new was to leave Bruges before the week 

had run. Let that befall,-and no hu­
man power could save her from the 
devils of the Black sea who had put 
perpetual shame upon her mother and

all.

doubt.
reso-

I listened with ears which tingled as 
sh« spoke. Here, in an instant -was 
thé little schoolgirl transformed . ., 
a <?hlld_.no longer, but a woman con­
fessing her whole soul as in. a rhap­
sody, unafraid and undaunted, know­
ing nothing of right or wrong, of guilt 
or of Innocence; but this supreme con­
solation of her faith.

“Mademoiselle," 8>yd I very quietly,. 
"If thsre were no law, Pauline Mam- 
avfeff would not suffer for another 
man’s crime."

deal

em-•‘Shajl I never convince you, Mr. 
IngersollT’-

“You will never convince me, made­
moiselle."

"Why is it that you doubt me?"
“The truth written in your eyes; the 

sure knowledge that you are all kind­
ness and gentleness and love?"

"No one has ever spoken to me like 
this before."

‘ “I shall hope so to speak many 
times In the days to come."

“You? but you will never see me 
again. I am to go to Russia in a few 
days now. Count Marcelli told me so 
this morning. Why are you so 
tain that you will see me again?"

"Because ! tm. determined to do so; 
and when a man is determined under 
such circumstances as these, he gen­
erally gets his own way,” 
i “No"—and this she said very firm­
ly—"determination will not help you, 
[Mr. Ingersoll. Besides I wish to go.”

"Knowing what they will do with 
you there?”

"I saw my father flogged.”

me

written It.

a very
sunny day, and the street below was 
busy ennogh to make my task no un­
pleasant one. Cabs passed incessantly 
upon their way to the Central Station; 
but not a cab shuttered and driven by 
a red-headed man. Of this I did not 
complain. The cigars were excellent; 
the people In the street, quaint Flem­
ings, boisterous Frenchmen, Americans 
going at a gallop, showed me many a 
pretty comedy. There were honeymoon­
ing couples from “across yonder," and 
these I liked best of all. “She" had lost 
her bashfulness by this time. “He,” ab­
ject slave at her heels, did the blushing 
for the pair; while she bargained with 
the cabman, or announced to all the 
world her poor opinion of Bruges and 
its people. And this was the end of the 
love-dream, the awakening to cold 
reality frozen upon the window-panes 
ot Imagination; the beginning of the 
long road Whose sign-posts are monot­
ony, Whose goal Is grandfatherdom.

Oh, I thought about It all, be sure, 
upon that long afternoon—thought of 
the guilty woman in the prison; of the 
old man who had followed her across 
Europe to protect her; of the lies she 
had told me, and the brazen demeanor 
with which she met my accusation. Of 
her guilt there could now be no doubt 
whatever. I had been a child to sup­
pose that the shot which had killed 
Jehan. Cavanagh’s father had been 
fired either by the old man Andrea, 
or the Greek priest who stood by her 
side in the cafe. Had it been so, she 
would at least have protested her in­
nocence to me. I had passed my word 
to treat her confession as a sacred 
thing, to protect her from Its conse­
quences: and If need be, never to re­
veal the name of her guilty confed­
erates. What forbade her then to be 
frank with me if not her guilt—the 
plain truth as she stated It so de­
fiantly, and with such amazing cour­
age?

She was guilty; there could not be a 
doubt of it. That little schoolgirl with 
the big, staring eyes, and the tongue 
which babbled of chocolate and the 
red lips ripe for kisses; she was a 
criminal deserving of any fate that 
might overtake her. Whatever fortune 
awaited her In Russia, It could be of 
no concern to me. I had .but to for­
get that I had ever seen "her, to ob­
literate her memory from my mind; 
perhaps to suffer some shame that I 
had ever listened to her at all. This 
J. said with conviction and with mean­
ing—and saying it, it jnay be for the

our

a town

cer-

con-
his life; a 
flog him tintil he does. I thought you 
would be interested to hear the news; 
and, Mr. "Ingersoll, while yoù are in 
Bruges, be a little careful. We cannot 
follow you everywhere, remember." .

I thanked him for the hint and re­
turned immediately to the hotel, won­
dering all the way what T should do 
If Mr. Cavanagh did not answer me at 
all. Happily, there was no need to push 
this speculation very far, for he was 
the first person I met upon going up to 
my room, and with him there sat the 
little brown Chevalier as talkative, as 
optimistic, and as self-reliant as ever. 
This, however, did not altogether de­
ceive me. I perceived that both the men 
were anxious and not a. little glad to 
see me back.

"My dear Ingersoll, so the jury could 
but agree?"

“Absolutely agreed," I replied dog­
matically.

“Then you come to me with white 
gloves upon your hands.”

“I am sure of it, Mr. Cavanagh—with 
white gloves upon my hands.”

The Chevalier laughed, a little coarse­
ly, I thought.

“It is the powder from her pretty 
face," he said, and offered me a ciga­
rette.

"You have yet to tell us what you 
think of old, Andrea, the Dalmatian?" 
exclaimed Mr. Cavanagh,

Of course, I was astonished.
“Then you know that he Is arrested?’’
“My dear boy, I asked them to arrest 

him last night, and you cannot suppose 
that they would be such fools as to 
disobey me. But we are fasting. Let 
us take off the white gloves and go 
and eat—In my room below. Strange, 
Ingersoll, that I should come to rooms 
In a hotel. Well, you see what old age 
Is doing with me. Beware.of it! Don’t 
grow old upon my account. It is the 
unpardonable sin."

I told him that I would be careful in 
the matter, and we went down to 
breakfast, but Old not speak further

she
said; and at that her face lost all its 
color in an Instant, and left but the 
black rings about her 
eyes. Upon my side I had nothing 
to urge u{fbn her; I neither knew how 
to persuade or to coerce her; but I 
still had a question to put,

“You do not really believe tliat I
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Wheels of Anarchy
The Story of an Assassin ; as Recited 
from the Papers and Personal Narrative 
of his Secretary, Mr. Bruce Ingersoll
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