
By James Barr.#UNDER THE SIGN OF GIMINI,
the hotel heaved and eubsldfH daughter, you know. I hare been a
her. feet; Cleopatra’s Needle, hitherto In the world, and I
so rigid, quivered on Its base. Cotor «"*>
vanished from lilac and l^u™U™'ulng , "And I, I don't think I am out of the 
river was a gray valley of ro e cra2je yet," oried Helen, digging at her 
t9ars- . eyes with her handkerchief. • The col-

Wlth a sudden start she fell ваго iapse of her nerves and the storm of 
from the window and for some min- weeplng left a feeling of great comfort 
utes walked aimlessly round and round witbln her, and the presence beside 
the room. Then she sat down on the ber 0f the matronly, kind-hearted Mrs. 
very edge of a sofa, clasped her hands soothed her to a numb happt-
together, and with eyes set In rigid ness

glared straight In front of , ,<Te be rare> you are not out of the 
her at nothing In the world. No tears CTa(jie yet| and my heart goes out to a 
came to relieve the strain. On a sud- gjrj wh0 can cry and laugh. There Is 
den she reached over to one side and gjmethlng Wanting In a girl that does 
gathered two Invisible hands from the no^ cyy.” 
air, folded them In her own and placed Helen Montgomery turned up a rue- 
them gently in her lap. Since the days ^ jjttje |йсЄ| the glances from her 
of tiny childhood she had reserted to eyeg sparj,itng against the tear-stained 
this solace when In distress, tor the lashea 
hands were those of her mother, gone : -Today I should like to cry myselt 
from earth these many days. For the аЦ away>„ Bhe №ia. 
first time, the Presence of her mother combination of face and words
beside her failed to comfort her.

cently Inquired Jean.
"No, I have seen only the one.”
A pause followed. Jean broke the 

silence.
“By the way, Courtenay, I received 

this billet doux a moment ago. As I 
know nothing of the matter, I apply 
to you, my dear big brother, to shed 
light upon it.”

From the envelope 
Courtenay Rapier drew forth a sum
mons commanding the presence of Jean 
Rapier at the court of Wellingborough, 
a town about a hundred miles from 

to the charge of

a h„twe»„ two great English speaking ! stretches, of wind blown seas and I stricken balloon. Still holding the han-

ss «“Лїга: h,2.a*лт“• ™
Bnd figure that only intimate friends as he b... friend of mine,” was 1 wrapped itself round the little white “Helen, I want you to write a letter,
can distinguish instantly between the acquaintance^ Two hand of the American a, a shell enve- ! “Yes, father."
two. The possibilities of many situa- all he said to Levesque, a a j а rl , In the Montgomery household the
tlons are multiplied when by like dis- strolled on. "Here you are In London,” he cried American “papa” had never managed
position each is ever on the alert to . man heartilv "and you have brought your to usurp the “father” of Peter Mont-

V ^7«rrrrw..-ub.n

ST “ “ m sr.-tfSbïï? SS£2£T ■Courtenay and Jean Rapier were shone on ^“ve yoTcome tol he trots across the Atlantic as part “Yes, father ”
*"xrun“:; »ho,dherhand ,п** c.1^, to

^•ssi.s^Æsrz I FHmEE",ir -srs ■ *.?: к а гяпг я sa -, аляяаеthehyoungere b°rotahèrfet™e hefestroenen<i I brought your daughter across the At- j Her face, aBd ^HeîeTlnstantly divined that the mat- Courtenay read the document through

мйгh" ^ : гц кгл :$££££- 1™ r.=5
dressed to the verge of dandlfication. ! the hospitality you could lavish upon down at forty, n. g'Qod Qne_ a і she knew that he would not dream of haps, you know you might be getting
His silk hat fairly flamed in the glow • him in Cleveland, is now ashamed to ^ . slender as an iris lithe 1 troubling her* with a business matter, something like this sooner or later. II
” Jn&on's mîd-day mid-May sun; his ! meet yOu In the sight of his friends? : westernsy^ph ̂ en^rasan Ws. lithe ^ ^ ^ „|n own up t0 being In fault in driving
gloves were emphatically new; his gold- j Peter Montgomery. If you dareputup , ™**™aotü&tk ha£. plUowed her from the commercial firmament. She rather fast-your^lly have no defence
headed stick his pointed patent-leather -, with this, I say you are made of base . fnrehead her cheeks told of the thought the cable had flashed across to that part of the charge, Jean, o Ag player grasps
Bhoes, his everything in the way of j wood whereas you always claimed to Atlantic’s bronzing breezes. She pois-- some dire tidings of her brother at was thin^tT^fve^ur name masterly though fractional turns of the ed by giving the girl a kiss,
clothes and accessories was perfect, : be hickory. By heavens there should Atlantic s bronzm ^ wren. home. not quite the thins to give Уоиг пате strains the strings to a proper “i am not going to let you fly swsj
and hie black mustache was curled def- j be a law passed prohibiting a wh te ed o . ^J convert to sun- ! Peter Montgomery began to dictate! to the police, ,3®rh„PrzA? rZdlv waa Playing pitch, so Helen Montgomery from me now that I have got you at
Inite as a geometrical spiral. In con-і girl frem marrying an Bng^lshman. you no”’ she asked ! “S!r;-you are to consider - our cense part:ot the charge,1 really_wa» ^ Qf ЬвгвеИ and begen j ^ „ don4 ^ attempt to cry your-
trast to this noble lord Jean Rapier : He ran agatost a policeman. Zugblngly „1 seem to remember that friendship - at a definite end, and - V3 ™* know and havlng Sven to string her nerves high for drastic | self away. When you leave this hou.t
walked in well-bred neglige. He wore ; “See here, officer, where can I find a aughlngly. wU>ied the sun t0 you will please understand - that you with me you know, and having give açtlon After the first turn cf the pegs you will leave it singing, my child
tweeds he carried his gloves in his left Cook’s tourist office? " W : are not to call here — otherwise----- the name of Jean I could not gho pM;SC(1 out ot the hotel and, step- what a beautiful girl you arel Now,
hand, his cane was hooked round his . The poUceman directed hlm to Lud- move on^ undiluted Amerl- Helen Montgomery suddenly се^еЛ OUt f0r Courtenay’ plng щю a hansom, orderd cabby to dear, tell ще all about IV
left forearm, and he talked, and talked і gate Circus, whither he whirled In a mu<_h ^ rtrong and frank to write. A few moments she gazed at now соШ 1.^ apologies." * drive to Princes Gate. As the hansom she brushed away the tear, from
to the Inarticulate, Immaculate creation hansom. ... for sieepv English eyes. How It smote her pen- then abruptly shtved her j , P d ц,а, lt m)ght be whirled along Piccadilly, dived down Helen’s cheeks,
hv his side It was when the two were "See here," he barked to a clerk. I forsloepy ring ^ у vours' chalr violently back from the table at , I wlU. I guessed that it mign e Knlghtsbrldget and skirted Hyde "is he so terribly wicked Г'

arH5S : Г*. Ї.Г SSÎTrÏÏf-'îS I ~K?"”.».- °1”k* 1'”*d *“6 ! w“k 25

^Кйкгляигїи-ї! er-A ss *20. SiiErHzi.- ~ “u - : ж -• - m* яд-ьд s. eI sman village: I to,d you when | an Englishman I want to go ^ j ^’"/ the 'wilderness of London, « and looked at her flxe31y ^Zbb', I fear. The police are devil- door of No. 27 to
you weçe in Cleveland." | ^е^вЬогее quick. I don’t care a con- asking Questions of savages somewhere ,,^h lns1at on answering one ques- Ish inconsiderate. But it is an interest- and backe^àother twist and boldly

Jean ШпГег сГ™ Tan abrupt ' tinem^wTeThe place is .0 that It is to that direction" she held out her и<т_ Tq whom doea the w арр1уГ ,ng drive down to Wellingborough. ^IngcaZTwaih she ,ay hold

^ T, well1 educated Américain і “—d 'by se™ ot ‘InoTry і Heating every point of the compass In j TTerV' ^^Гье better to do’ so, as the police ^TTfemiffineTg^Te ‘LT set

і~;не:е:ечнн?в>еН" енезегіе вчеічее
of medium height and , ^ ^ am d that the first ly Infer that you were about to go out, -Courtenay Rapier?" ! ae’£' „ „ddre4sed r ord ьте!,„, broad and benign as an ocean at rest. Indeed, you will.

or perhaps, have Just come in? , -Courtenay Rapier. You will now I say, he addressed Lord Levesque, hysteria. Those -A father hears too much
“I did Intend to go for a walk," she flnish the letter." , "I in.L Seat round eyes in that great round only daughter Is concerned. A father’s

admitted. “I shall do nothing of the sort.” j Cecil with me. I want to introduce Qver tbat great round body. , love is apt to be a selfish thing, dear,
"How quickly the English spirit is The girl snatched up the sheet of you." . . . T„_ At th„ flrst -,„ht ot thls pompous, causing him to cling like a miser te

engendered! Before you are twenty- note paper and savagely crumpled it Am I not asked, inquired Jean At the 3 „!*?__ hllt1pr elri his daughter. He, too, often thinks of
hours in the island you feel betwePen her palms. Her eyes beat hack “Not this time Later on I hope to p apTîT^untarv -Oh'“ himseU all th. while believing he Is

to yoir feet and her tather’s angry glances. Rebellion, win for you all the privileges of a «Jacutotod an, ’‘“’®he pegs only thinking of his child. Fathers
walk. In your country, what is rPd rebellion. It had been long to j brother-in-law, whatever they may and ^™nch in order to stay the hear things; we mothers hear nothing
a pocket without a street car tick- comjng jn her life, but now that it did be. ... ,, f nprves occasioned but good ot our children, for our earset? But tel. me, was there any defi-; flame forth she rebelled with all her The two set out. Then Jean Went tervhie occasloned are t0 hear nothl'ng but good,
nite object in the proposed walk or ] might. Tearing the crumpled paper In- farther than a man lias any right to byT£h® g \ " - -,ve her And our ears are right.”

“ “11 “ ‘ "" ЧНЕЕ7""” 3, ~E“î
Peter Montgomery stood dumfound- Montgomery. Receiving a reply from . butler seem- і "No, child, no. To whom else could

ed. The fast that he could be rebelled that gentleman, Jean spoke: J TT^He conducted thJLlrlup you go? You have no mother. You
acalnst struck a feeling of great “Oh, by the way, Mr.* Montgomery, ed impressed. He conducted the gin up * * „helplessness into his heart, and his when I met you this morning I was a flight ot stairs and flung open the T you Te bTe Jhat lo J
first deflnite feeling was one of somewhat taken aback, seeing I was ^ ^”■»***. as the your father and Je ЬаГьеагТ

always richrinhlrif-epity. paLucutarTblemaL, уоГ kTvЛ may Empire and proportionately large, the itight have known

æjzxsz s; szzsx iras r„ -гях,airs.=; « ».
ЛЖ_Ї! 'ürerrx ;■« «5,«-g£,
^r„-SS$-w wh,‘ ”• h‘vc SiZSA’SS.'SSS да-,

••Very’ well, Helen. I will Just tell knowing our acquaintanceship- of ferment and trepidation -"your son and I have been together all
you that we leave Te the voiœ ot° Mr Rapler’sLace poor Helen’s nerve went the morning; we 'u-hed together-’’

Montgomery, ringing with Indignation, with a rip. Managing only to cry out. Of course_you did chhd. Cotut. У 
"Г1 'bring Lord Levesque round with "You know who I am, don't you?" she told me he Intended calling on you and

scurried across the floor and flung her- I thought you wou d lunch together I 
Jean heard the receiver slammed to self Into the gray-halred lady’s arms, wanted him to1 r ng У°ь tthnnee 

its rest at the Cecil. The sobs seemed to run along her sien- lunch, but he was selfish. It Is sth g
•'That should square the motor deal” der form from the tip of her toes to how your father hasiheaird J^ings

grinned Jean, ns he returned to Me the&crown of her head, l.ke the whip about^the aboLt as
comfortahlo chair. When he had of a taut rope. * . . . , ., «.#» r on"Child, child,” cried Mrs. Rapier, to be picked up in the sheets of Lon- 

her heart as profuse of sympathy as a don. I do not understand It at all. 
magnolia of blossoms, '•Child, child, "Nor I, admitted the girl.

When the door closed behind her whatever is the matter?" She pressed "D°®8 your fathcr know yeu are 
father Helen Montgomery faced the her to her bosom. “Do not carry on so. here.
window and loked out on the gardens There, there, there," and the tears be- The girl shook her head 
and river. Double dismay had hold gan to trickle down her old cheeks. The Well, here you stay my cMld un 1
upon her; dismay at her flrst rebel- old lady held the young girl In her all is ma<le amoo,b ^‘whTmatter
lion against the will of her father, arms for she realised that the cry muet wbfr» 1 te\l you that the whole matter 
dlsmav at some unknown defeat In her out. After a pause she quietly led is some silly mistake. Courtenay ts
lover. Each in Itself was enough to Helen to a sofa and sat down by her m%
seemed to teL-L'n'twato the"firmament ” “We wUl sit here together and Fou, (Continued ou Page Seven.),

handed to him,

features

ege

was too much for the Englishwoman, 
his violin and by She burst Into a hearty laugh and end

ed.
"He? Who child? If he 1» a man of 

a horse the chances are that he Is ter
ribly wicked. Whom do you mean, 
child?"

"I mean youi^-your son Courtenay."
“Courtenay?"
“Father says he has heard terrible 

things, and—and forbids me to have 
anything to do with him, and—and— 
and—oh! I wish we had never led 
Cleveland—"

Another storm of distress and disap
pointment swept over the soul of th«

the cab 
length she

"You will make me break down, too.
Don’t child, don’t.”

when Ms
1ed, a man

Lord Levesque, dressed to the 
tude of Euclid’s rules. Ills beard was money I spend in England is laid out 
parted definitely In the centre, and to get me out of Englan.h Good day. 
brushed almost aggressively to either When he reached the Hotel Cecil he 
side and his eye was frank and fear- found that both his daughter and the 
less’ Up to the mention of “Cleve- , maid were out. In impatience and Irri- 
land.” Jean napler had not the faint- tatlon he awaited his daughters re- 

to the Identity of the t turn.

four
bound to take

est notion as
American, but now truth flashed upon
him, sudden and illuminating as a cal- ; ....................... ,
ctum light. Since his return from a Mr. Montgomery addressed Mr. Jean 

isit to: America six months ago, Cour- , Rapier in the Strand, a card was hand- 
ray Rapier had not ceased to praise, ed to Lucy the maid, who in turn ^ ^ walWng. of the walk." 

e ski tes a certain Miss Montgomery) handed It to her mistress, Helen Mont- ; ,<Jugt a walk.. she admitted.
-. aland. Ohio. Jean knew that bis , gomery. Engraved upon the card was „Good, May I come? j am sure you

her expected this young lady and the name “Mr. Courtenay Rapier,'this ^ ^ gQ cruel ^ to refuse me
ittitr to visit London soon. Here,* followed by, the letters, M. R. S- M-. this, my first request."

(■mil! be no doubt, stood Mr. which letters, be lt known, stand for They strolled down to the Embank-
,-omary, the father of the girl, j "Member of the Royal Society of Musi- ment Gardens where he pointed out to
a Ireaven.-sent chance to dig a pit- | clans of Great Britain." bef the newly-erected monument to Sir

for his brother, Jean could not be Helen Montgomery framed the card Arthur suinvan;
pected to miss. between her second, finger and her gfc James> Park skirted the front of
lean allowed his face to relax into no thumb, and holding lt at arm’s length , 3Uckjngham Palace, cut through

smile of welcome. He looked the Am- on a level with her face, gazed at it ; Qreen Park and entering Piccadilly
ericun squarely in the eyes and said long and silently. She thought it the j came to the Princess restaurant In

V coldly. "Mr. Montgomery, .1 believe?" most glorious sight she had seen since | p!easlng tlme for lunch. This finished,
\ The American’s brow dropped. | leaving Cleveland a month since. Only j Courtenay Rapier in a hansom whirled

“That is still my name," he said, a a few moments ago she had put on , the deiigbted and delightful girl back 
harsh ring In his voice. her hat to stroll into the Embankment | to her hotel and_ promising to call lat-

“Awfully glad to meet you,” said gardens of which she caught luscious , er |n the afternoon to meet her father,
Jean glancing with apparent tear over glimpses from the hotel windows. Sun- betook himself to hla club, 
his shoulder to where, a dozen paces shine, soft and rich, fell uoon the deep 
away stood Lord Levesque, patiently | green sward; laburnum trees stood! 
waiting the end of the interview, “and draped in dripping gold, chestnuts held 
awfully sorry I cannot stop to have a aloft their myriad candles to the sun, 
few minutes’ chat with you, 'pon my j and wafting hither and yon, like souls 
word I am, hut, fact is I’m with my ] of little children, butterflies flew their 
friend laird Levesque, and of course : uncharted flight. Everywhere was 

keep his lordship waltng. Where green and gold and sunshine, and over
I’ll all a tranquil quiet and rest. Helen 

Montgomery wished to wander among

III.
At the same moment precisely that

deep sorrow 
arethey crossed into

son

the girl blushed.

morning and you are
go.”

"Yes, fathcr, I will go, but the let
ter will not go."

Peter Montgomery strode out of the
IV.

When Helen Montgomery entered the
her

room.
private sitting-room she found 
father pacing the floor In keen Impat
ience. At a glance the daughter recog
nized that something serious was afoot. 
She understood her father’s moods; his 
face was as print to her. Here new 
she read on the parchment pages of his 
cheek anger, resentment, indignation, 
determination.

when fits of anger or distraction were 
upon him, Helen feared her father. She 
had tripped in from her walk and 
luncheon, her heart light as a lark’s, 
the joy of the morning on the tip of her 
tongue, but at the sight of her father's 
face the enthusiasm collapsed like a

V.
Jean Rapier and Ms friend Lord 

Levesque were already comfortably 
seated in the club, half way through 
their after-lunch 
through their coffee, when Courtenay 
burst in upon them. The new comer 

enthusiasm in epitome and soon

grown older he admitted that he had 
exceeded gentlemanly bounds.

VI.
eanno
are you. putting up—the Cecil?
hop’e to find time to drop In and see you
soon You'll now excuse me, I’m sure, the gardens the better to realize that 
This Is London, you know, not Cleve- і at length she walked In London. Too 
-and ,. j late! The card was In her hand. She

■ Po it would seem," said Mr. Peter j hurried Into the sitting room of. the 
Montgomery, turning sharply on his 1 suite her fathcr had engaged and gave 

making off, scarcely able to I word that the caller was to be shown 
were so rigid with in.

cigar and quite

was
told all his Joys. Jean, for once fore- 

hls accustomed semi-insolent 
listened sympathetically.

going 
sarcasm,

"How many are across?" ha asked. 
"The daughter and father. The rest 

of the family, the son, has not cross
heel and 
walk, his muscles
rase- He entered with a stride and he 

"Courtenay la likely soon to become j brought with him an atmosphere of the
International complication great outdoors, of golf links and river

ed.
"Have you seen the father?" lnno-

pi-------at an

I
-

4

the ships In the river. There was a lit
tle steamer moored right opposite me 
that seemed about ready to sail. The 
funnels of lt were throwin’ out smoke, 
and a gang of 
carryln’ aboard a pile of boxes that 
was stacked up on the wharf. The 
boxes were about two feet square, and 
somethin’ like four feet long, and they 
seemed to be pretty heavy.

“I walked over, careless, to the stack 
of boxes. I saw one of them had been 
broke* In handlin’. ’Twas curiosity 
made me pull up the loose top and look 
Inside. The box was packed full ot 
Winchester rifles. ‘80, so,’ says I to 
myselt; ’somebody’s gettin’ a twist on 
the neutrality laws. Somebody’s aidin’ 
with munitions of war. I wonder 
where the popguns are goto'?*

“I heard somebody cough, and I 
turned around. There stood a little, 
round, fat man with a brown faoe and 
white clothes, a first-class-looking little 
man, with a four-karat diamond on 
his finger and his eye full of Interro
gations and respects. I judged he was 
a kind ot foreigner—may be from Rus
sia or Japan or the archipelagoes.

“ 'Hist!* says the round man, full of 
concealments and confidences. 'WUl the 
senor respect the dlscoveryments he 
has made, that the mans on the ship 
shall not tie acquaint? The senor will 
be a gentleman that shall not expose 

thing that by accident occur.’
“ 'Monseer,’ say* I—for I Judged him 

to be a kind of. ÎYenchman—'receive 
my mpet èxasperated assurances that 

secret Is safe with James Clancy.

blood was In his veins. The voice of the 
tintype was but one of the many call
ings that had wooed him upon so many 
roads. Sometimes he could be per
suaded to oral construction of his voy
ages into the informal and egregious. 
Tonight there were symptoms of dl- 
vulgement in him.

"’Tls elegant weather for filibuster
in’," he volunteered. "It reminds me 
of the time I struggled to liberate a 
nation from the poisonous breath of 
a tyrant’s clutch. 'Twas hard work. 
'Tls strainin’ to the back and makes 
corns on the hands."

"I didn’t know you had ever lent 
your sword to an oppressed peopldT* 
murmured Atwood, from the grass.

"I did,’’ said Clancy; “and they turn
ed lt Into a ploughshare.”

"What country was so fortunate as 
aid?” airily Inquired

The Shamrock 
and the Palm.

been a gatherer of curios. My collec- the Salvador grappled and held her 
tlon of battle flags of the world’s na- there.
vies was the most complete In exist- Captain McLeod leaned over the side, 
ence until last year. Then Herr Grun- “Well, senor, the jig is up, I’m told-
itz secured two, O! such rare sped- ’The jig is up?” Don Sabas locked
mens. One of a Barbary state, and one perplexed for a moment. "That revol- 
of the Makarooroos, a tribe on the utlon—ah, yes!” With a shrug of his 
west coast of Africa, I have, not those, shoulders he dismissed the matter, 
but they can be procured. But this The captain learned of the escape 
flag, senor-^do you know what it is? and the imprisoned crew.
Name of God! do you know? Bee that “Caribb?” he said; “and harm In 
red cross upon the blue and white them.” He slipped down into the sloop 
ground! You never saw it before? and kicked loose the hasp of the hatch. 
Seguramente no. It la the naval flag of The black fellows came tumbling up, 
your country. Mire! This rotten tub sweating but grinning, 
we stand upon Is its navy—that dead “Hey! black boys!” said the captain, 
cockatoo lying there was lt command- in a dialect of his own; you sabe, 
er—that stroke of cutlass and single catchy boat and «vamos back same 
pistol shot a sea battle. All a piece of place quick.”
absurd foolery, I grant you—but au- They saw him point to ^themselves, 
thentic. There has never been another the sloop and Coralio. “Yas, Уаз- 
flag like this, and there never will be they cried, with broader grins and 
another. No. It is unique In the whole many nods.
world. Yes. Think of what that means The four-Don Sabas, the two 
to a collector of flags! Do you know, and the captain—moved to quit tne 
Coronel mio, hoy many golden crowns sloop. Don Sabas lagged a little be- 
Herr Grunltz would give for this flag? і hind, looking at the still form of tne 
Ten thousand, likely. Well, a hundred late admiral, sprawled in his paltry 
thousand would not buy it. Beautiful trappings.
flag! Only flag! Little devil of a most “Pobrecito loco,” he said softly, 
heaven-born flag! O-he! old grumbler He was a brilliant cosmopolite and 
beyond the ocean. Walt till Don Sabas a cognoscente of high rank; but, after 
comes again to the Konigin Straese. He all, he was of the same race and blood 
will let you kneel and touch the folds and instinct as this people. Even as 
of it with one finger. O-hel old spec- the simple palsanos of Coralio had 
tacled ransacker of the world!” said it, so said Don Sabas. Wlthou

Forgotten was the impotent révolu- smile, he looked, and said, lne poo 
tlon, the danger, the loss, the gall of little crazed one!”
defeat. Possessed solely by the lnor- j Stooping he raised the limp shou - 
dinate and unparalleled passion of the ers, drew the priceless and lndupllcanie 
collector, he strode up and down the 1 flag under them and over the Breast, 
little deck, clasping to his breast with pinning It there with the diamond sta 
one hand the paragon of a flag. He of the Order ot San Carlos that he took 
snapped his fingers triumphantly to- : from the collar of his own coat, 
ward the east. He shouted the paean ' He followed after the others, an
to his prize in trumpet tones, as 1 stood with them upon the deck of the
though he would make old Grunltz Salvador. The sailors tha£ st®a°!™,B* 
hear in his musty den beyond the sea. Nacional shoved her off. The jabbering 

They were waiting, on the Salvador, Caribs hauled away at the rigging, 
to welcome them. The sloop came close the sloop headed for the shore.

And Herr Grunitz’s collection of na- 
still the finest In the

fastened the hatch and stood, smiling.
"No rifles, If you please, dear admir

al," he said. "It was a whlmsey of 
mine once to compile a dictionary of 

So, I understood 
order. Perhaps now you will—’’

THE FLAG 
PARAMOUNT roustabouts were

the Carib lengua.
your

He cut short his words, for he heard 
the dull "swish” ot iron scraping 
along tin. The admiral had drawn the 
cutlass of Pedro Lafitte, and was dart
ing upon him. The blade descended, 
and it was only by a display of sur
prising agility that the large man es
caped, with only a bruised shoulder, 
the glancing weapon. He was drawing 
his pistol as he sprang, and the next 
Instant he shot the admiral down.

Don Sabas stooped over him, and 
rose again.

"In the heart,” he said briefly. “Sen- 
ores, the navy is abolished."

Colonel Rafael sprang to the helm, 
and the other officer hastened to loose 

Don 1 the mainsail sheets. The boom swung 
round; El National veered and began 
to tack Industriously for the Salvador. 

"Strike that flag, senor," called Col- 
"Our friends on the

; One night when there was no breeze, 
ànd Coralio seemed closer than ever(Continued.?

Again he addressed the extravagant to the gratings of Avernus, five men 
grouped about the door of the 

photograph establishment of Keogh 
and Clancy. Thus, In all the scorched 
and exotic places of the earth, Cau
casians meet when the day’s work Is 
done to preseive the fulness of their 

by the aspersion of alien

bgure at the helm.
“It is true,” he said, “that I am flee

ing the ' country. But, receive the as
surance that I care very little for that. 
[Courts and camps everywhere are open 
|o Sabap Placido. Vàya! what is this 
piolehilliof-a republic—this pig’s head 
(of a coiintry—to a man like ine? I am 
|l paisano of everywhere. jn Rome, in 
London,: in Paris, in Vienna, you will 
Lear them say.; .‘Welcome back, 
Babas.’ Come!—tonto—baboon of a boy 
•-admiral, Whatever you call yourself, 
Burn your boat. Put us on board the 
(Salvador, and here is your pay—five 
bundled pesos in money of the Estadoa 
lUnldos-rmore than your lying govem- 
Bner.t will pay you in twenty years.’’

Don Sabas pressed a plump purse 
kgainstCthe youth’s hand. The admiral 

to the words or the 
Braced against the helm.

were

heritage
things.

Johnny Atwood lay stretched upon 
the grass In the undress uniform of » 
Carib, and prated feebly of cool water 
to be had In the cucumber-wood pumps 
of Dalesburg. Dr. Gregg, through the 
prestige of his whiskers and as a bribe 
against the relation ot his imminent 
professional tales, was conceded the 
hammock that was swung between the 
door Jamb and a calabash-tree. Keogh 
had moved out upon the grass a little 
table that held the instrument for bur
nishing completed photographs. He 
was the only busy one of the group. 
Industriously from between the СУІМ" 

of the burnisher rolled the finished 
citizens.

to secure your 
Blanchard.

askedKamchatka 7”"Where’s 
Clancy, with seeming Irrelevance.

"Why, off Siberia somewhere in the 
Arctic regions," somebody answered, 
doubtfully. M

”1 thought that was the cold one,’ 
with a satisfied nod.

onel Rafael, 
steamer will wonder why we are sail
ing under It.”

"Well said," cried Don Sabas. Advan
cing to the mast he lowerd the flag 
to the deck, where lay Its too loyal 
supporter. Thus ended the Minister of 

after-dinner

said Clancy,
"I’m always gettin’ the two names 
mixed. 'Twas Guatemala, then—the hot 
one—I’ve been filibusterin’ with. Ye’ll 
find that country on the map. ’Tls In 
the district known as the tropics. By 
the foresight of Providence, it Ues on 
the coast so the geography man could 
run the names of the towns off Into 
the water. They're an’ Inch long, small 
type, composed of Spanish dialects, 
and, ’tls my opinion, of the same sys
tem of syntax that blew up the Maine. 
Yes, ’twas that country I sailed 
against. Single-handed, and endeavored 
to liberate lt from a tyrannical gov
ernment with a single-barreled pick
axe, unloaded at that. Ye don't under
stand, ot course. ’Tie a statement de
mandin’ elucidation and apologies.

“’Twflte in New Orleans one morning 
about the first of June; I was standln' 

the wharf, lookin’ about at

War’s little piece of 
drollery, and by the same hand that 
began it.

Suddenly Don Sabas gave a great 
cry of Joy, and ran down the slanting 
deck to the side of Colonel Rafael. 
Across his arm he carried the flag of 
the extinguished navy.

“Mire! mire! senor. 
ready can I hear that great bear of an 
Oestreicher shout, 'Du hast mein herz 
gebrochen ! ’ Mire! Of my friend, Herr 
Grunltz, of Vienna, you have heard me 
relate. That man has travelled to Cey
lon for an orchid—to Patagonia for a 
headdress—to Benares for a slipper— 
to Mozambique for a spearhead to add 
to his famous collections. Thou know- 
est, also, amigo Rafael, that I have

onegave no heed 
Inovement.
Ье was‘holding the sloop dead on her 
phorewaird course. His" dull face was 
lit almost to Intelligence by some in- 
IWard conceit-that seemed to afford him 
goy, and found utterance in another 
g>arrot-like cackle.

“That is why they do it," he said— 
•’so that you WlU. not see the guns. 
(They fire—boom!—and you fall dead. 
(With your face to the wall. Yes."

The admiral called a sudden order to 
tils crew. The lithe, silent Caribs made 
fast the sheets they, held, and slipped 
flown the hatchway Into the hold of 
the sloop. When the last one had dis
appeared, Don Sabas, like a big, brown 
leopard, leaped forward, closed and

ders
dcplctments of 
Blanchard 
gineer, 
smoke

Coralio’s
the French mining en- 

ln his cool linen viewed the 
of his cigarette through his 

calm glasses, impervious to the heat 
Clancy sat on the steps, smoking nla 
short pipe. His mood was the gossip's; 
the others were reduced, by the humla- 

to the state of disability desirable

your
Furthermore, I will go so far as te re
mark,' Veev la Liberty—veer lt good 
and strong. Whenever you hear of a 
Clancy obstructin’ the abolishment of 
existin' governments you may notify 
me by return mall.’

" ‘The senor is good,’ says the dark, 
, smilin’ under hie black mue- 

tache. 'Wish you to come aboard my 
ship and drink of wine a glass.’

Ah, Dios! Al-

ity,
In an audience.

Clancy was an 
Irish diathesis and cosmopolitan Pr°* 
clivities. Many businesses had claimed, 
him, but not for long. The roadster’e

fat man,

American with an

(To be continued,)alongside the steamer where her sides j 
were sliced almost to the lower deck val flags was 
for the loading ot fruit. The salions of , world.

down on
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