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with a cold chisel, to the length of a car­
bine. The muzzle being bent out of shape 
and twisted, naturally threw the ' first 
charge back into the face of the Moor 
who fired it.

There are in Morocco many Winchester 
and other modern rifles aside from .those 
■with which the Sultan’s army is equip, 
ped. Gun running has long been a profit­
able occupation among unscrupulous Euro­
peans of the coast towns, the very peo­
ple for whose protection the French in­
vasion is mspfred A fellow countryman 
told me that for years he got for Win­
chesters that cost him $15 as much as $30 
and $40. The authorities suspecting him 
on one occasion engaged a trader to as­
certain how he got the rifles in. Sus-, 
pecting the trader, the American inform­
ed him confidentially, “as a friend,” that 
he brought in the guns in barrels of- oil 
and sixteen boxes of provisions arrived at
---------- in one steamer. The American
went down to the custom house, grinned 
graciously and asked for hie oil, which the 
Moors proceeded to examine.

“No, no!” said the American.
The Moors insisted.
The American asked them to wait till 

the afternoon, which they consented to 
do; and after a superficial examination 
of one of the provision boxes a load of 
forty rifles, the butts and barrels in sepa­
rate boxes covered with cans of sardines, 
tea, sugar, etc., went up to the stores of 
the American.

-------  ■ • f 4
I am of the opinion that the French 

army under General d’Amade, now 
bering 13,000 men, could penetrate to any 

of Morôcco with the utmosti fac' 
ity, maintaining at the same time unavail­
able communication with their base. 
With 69,000 men the French can occupy* 
hold and effectively police—as policing

SHOOTE DOWN PRISONERS IN
THE WHO WITH MOROCCO

the paper into the handkerchief and re- "Hello! Cogitating a poem, Grundel- 
turned it, with a bow, to Normia. hof? ’ was the reply. ” . _ _

As I stood up, I met Stephanie’s eyes. "No. Something more practical. Been 
Normia was very confused, and obvi- curing a man of madness—Gerard Bro- 

ouely much afraid of them both. She : vest. Teaching him how to get back that 
changed color, bowed to me, and with a memory of his.
murmured Thank you, monsieur,” went! "Oh! that sort of madness! laughed 
off on the prince's arm, just as Von ( Baumstein. "Suppose because the dragon- 
Epetein came up to Stephanie, much to ess has taken him up he thinks he can

do as likes, eh?”
“I’ve told him that if he doesn’t re­

member where that money is and bring
_ __ it to us tomorrow night, there’ll be

CHAPTER IX. trouble.”
... The Drees of the Cud of Degradation. “ Ithink we can find a way betweenStephanie was receiving until there was ^ Dregs ot the uup oi i^egrao ^ tQ lead him back into the paths of

a comparative lull in the hubbub, when I As Prince Lepova led Normia away on 6anj^y and virtue,” sneered the other, 
made the man bawl out my name at the his arm. I glanced after him with a very | “Depends on the value he puts on his
top of his lung power. unamiable frown. So far ae she was con- skin/- fiald Grundelhof, as they moved

Many heads were turned in my direc- cemed, Guy Pershore might in reality away together chuckling, leaving me with 
tion as I went up to Stephanie. have been as dead as common report i the knowledge that they regarded me as

Baron Von Epstein-a redheaded fiery stated. both a liar and a thief. If I attended
little person, with bold, insolent eyes— She could never be anything to me, the meeting I should probably be killed;

in close attendance upon her, and as nor I to her I knew that. I had care- while i{ i stayed away the probability
I bent over her hand, which I held a fully schooled myself to accept that as a became a virtual certainty,
good deal longer than etiquette required, hard, unalterable fact. A comfortable outlook. It was a good
I murmured two or three phrases to the But love is love, and hot blood hot thing that I had made up my mind to 
accompaniment of ardent looks, which I blood, and will not be denied And to face death. But it was not the men s 
knew would stir his jealousy. her marched off in this fashion with threats that disturbed me so much as the

It was a good beginning After a mom- his air of masterful ownership galled me cheap TOntempt in which they held me. 
ent or two during which I had the satis- no less than it would have done had 1 Nothing was too mean and despicable to 
faction of 'seeing that she was exceeding- been once more myself instead of the j be set down to my credit. I had the feel 
ly uncomfortable he pushed forwaid to pitiful pigeon-carrier and go-between of,o£ the' fellow’s grip on my arm still; he 
claim her attention. I behaved with ab- these conspiracy-mongers. j had boasted of the thrashing he had given
ominable rudeness I gave him a very The mask must have fallen from my | me> and had expected me to cringe at the 
stony impertinent stare, and asked, in a face for awhile, for suddenly, with a mention of it. I was a sort of door-mat 
tone loud enough for some of those about sneering chuckle, a low, deep voice said for othere to wipe their feet upon, 
us to hear- m my ear: I don’t know whether men who are the

"Who is this—person?” “A handsome couple, Monsieur Gerard <.reai thing” in blackguardism feel any-
“Bam Von Epstein, let me present Provost, eh?” thing like the hot shame which I felt

Monsieur Provost one of the stanchest I turned, to find a tall, angular man at that night. But if they do, then, poor 
adherents of our' cause,” aaid Stephanie my elbow, staring at me, his narrow-set, devi]flj they must carry their own rack 
quickly coloring with vexation. gray-green eyes screwed up, and his long about with them and stretch themselves

He stared at me, and I murmured: \ thin ugly face wrinkled into a cunning on it every moment of leisure.
"Delighted,” and immediately turned my ; grin. , , , . I could, and would, do something to
back on him and went on talking to her. ! I returned his stare, and had the great- cbange the character these men so lightly 

But she cut me short. “You must I est difficulty in repressing a start, of sur- gave m6j and this thought eased the 
excuse me now monsieur. The baron prise as I recognized him as a Captain Bense 0f degradation. But if I had been 
was telling me something I would not Neschers, of the Servian Army—a man in truth the miserable wretch they be-
miss for the world.” And then I found whom I knew to be heart and soul a sup- keved, I would have jumped there and
myself at liberty to make the round of Porter of his government. then f
the rooms in search of Normia. . W hat could such a man be doing here neck on the flags below.

How many of those present knew me m the centre of this Black House con- These personal feelings outweigned for
I could not even guess, of course, nor spiracy? A hundred suggestions flashed the time even the significance of the dis-
did it trouble me much; I had become through my thoughts in the moment of covery j had made that behind this plot
absolutely indifferent to the risks of be- pause before I spoke. against Normia was the Servian Govern- j
ing recognized; and I eauntered from one “A cat may look at a king, I said menL This Captain Nescher was, with-1

room to the other with a lordly air as coolly. out doubt, acting for the government,
if the whole place belonged to me. Or a rat at a princess. „ and Normia was in vastly greater peril

But to my dismay Normia was not “Or an honest man at a rascal. from it than I had thought,
present- and when presently I saw Prince "One of us may be doing that at this But for the moment I was so mad with 
Lenova’l resolved to ask him if she was moment,” he retorted pointedly. rage that I could think of nothing else,
coming He was the center of a little “You’re none so pretty a eight that I j wa6 sick to death of the part of Gerard 
group and in conformity with my con- wish to detain you,” I said with a shrug. Provost. and as my temper cooled I grew 
ceotion of my great personal importance, i Instead of taking offense, he laughed, profolmdly miserable and dejected.
I pushed my way through the peop,e, and let out an oath with a sort of tol- The lights of the great city which 
and said familiarly; “Good evening, erant contempt of me. spread out in front of me served only

rince -, "They tell me you ve picked up some to remind me in bitter mockery that in
"Ah’ Monsieur Provost, good evening,” courage during your absence—as well as the world they typified I had lost every

be replied, somewhat distantly. He was: some other things. ..thing. Position hopes, desires, and
apparently none too well pleased at my That lie had not resented my insult love_aU gone; and the very memory of

1 was plain proof that there was some- my name would have been tainted by the 
thing behind his manner, and I resolved f0"u]ee£ 0f crimes but for an elaborately 
to investigate what his last words meant. acted lie and fraud.

“Time to talk about that when the j^ere in this false little world of which 
need arises.” j was now a lying part, those who be-

“Come out on the balcony, here. I ]ieved tkey knew me could think of noth- 
have something to say to you.” ;ng j.00 despicable to believe and say of

We went out, and he led me to an me And aB x sat there, brooding over 
alcove at the far end, which was almost my troubles in this moody fashion, flush- 
concealed by palms and shrubs. A very £ng at one moment in shame and the 
cozy corner indeed. pext in rage, it did not seem possible

“We can talk here without being over- that there was any lower depth of degrad- 
heard, but keep your voice low. So you’- ation or bitterness left for me to sound, 
ve been ont of your mind, they tell me! yet there was still worse to come.
Vosbach says so, and Amheim believes tine minute crumb of comfort I had;
it. Very convenient at times.”

“Have you brought me out here to give 
me your views on lunacy?”

“No, I haven't—except on your lunacy.
I’ve brought you out here to tell you I 
don’t believe in your madness. Others 
may, but I don’t. See?”

"I don’t see that I need care what you 
think. Others may, but I don’t. See?”
And I mimicked his manner and his 
phrase.

“In my opinion, it may be a very 
venient excuse for forgetting things.
That’s all. No more. Places and times 
of unwelcome meetings, possibly. Possi­
bly, also, the whereabouts of sums of 
money.”

This was suggestive enough. Was it 
possible that he was one of the men of 
whom Vosbach had spoken ? One of the 
men in the plot to carry off Normia? If 
so, the affair was vastly more significant 

oomfited by the sally of laughter with than I had believed. I was interested 
which they greeted him. now, indeed. , . „

It was, however, good policy for me to ‘Personally, 1 prefer plain speaking, 
keep every one at a distance, and as to I said.
the means by which I could best accom- “Patience, Monsieur Provost, patience, 
plish that result, I was indifferent. That You shall have that from me, I promise 
they should look upon me as a swash- you. Am I right that you forgot the 
buckling braggart was nothing to me. meeting with us?” '

Presently Stephanie, flushed and angrv, “What meeting?’ 
came up to me. “Are you mad that you “Exactly,” he laughed. . I suppose you 
seek to make enemies on all sides?” she are not yet sane enough to remember 
exclaimed. that? But make an effort—just a little

“I am not very particular. What is effort.” His manner was a blend of 
the matter?” I banter and threat, and the talk mter-

“First you insulted Baron Von Epstein, ested me greatly, 
and then the prince. That is very much “I am afraid my wits are in too great 
the matter, indeed.” whirl,” I answer lightly.

I smiled. “Of course I’m jealous of the “I suppose you haven t forgotten that 
baron. What else? As for the prince, you went to Belgrade ?” he asked next, 
he tried to snub me. Would you have He was beginning to lose his temper 
Gerard Provost, the man you are hon-1 “Oh, no. That's all clear enough._ 
oring with your hand, take a snub from I “And that you saw Major Raskoff. 
a third-rate prince, my dear Stephanie?” I “Well?” I was obliged to him for tell- 

“You will ruin everything,” she cned. ing me what I wished to know.
“No more than returning the cqmpii- “And that he spoke to you about the

ment paid to Guy Peidhore. I am natur- princess?”
ally elated over my betrothal, and really “A good deal was said about the prm- 
miist get all the enjoyment I can out of cess,” I agreed.
it/' “And also about the sum to be paid

when she was safely in the hands of his 
friends here ?”

“Ye-es,” I assented, as if recalling the 
fact with difficulty.

“And that he gave you a considerable 
to us?”

n
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my relief.

Had either of them seen anything?Author of “In the Cause of Freedom," “When I Was Czar/' Eta Correspondent Witnesses a Summary Slaughter of Disarmed 
Arabs by French Troops--French Officers Admit That 
Prisoners Taken in Arms Are Not “Kept”—An Officer 

, With Pistol Finishes the Work Left Undone by Volley 
Firing. .. •
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CHAPTER VII—(Continued.)

“There is a ball here tonight; come to 
it, and you will see for yourself. A man 
of great influence is to be present, and he 
must not yet be estranged.”

1 coughed suggestively.
“I understand. You hold him by the 

ties of attraction, eh? You are a very 
beautiful woman, Stephanie, and he won t 
have much chance. Poor devil! Who is 
he?”

“Baron Von Epstein,” she replied, with 
a smile. I believe she liked my equivocal 
reference to her beauty.

“A big fish to catch in the conspiracy 
net,” I said. I knew of him well enough. 
“Then our little compact is to be a secret, 
eh?”-

‘With one exception—Normia.”
‘And why Normia?”
She threw her head back and laughed.
“Because I wish it. Call it my person­

al vanity, if you will. I shall be very 
proud of you, Guy.”

“Exactly. And the real reason?
She hesitated, and then nodded.

know it. It is policy.

out, and we had managed to come over 
the knoll at the moment that the first 
flames were applied to it; just beyond 
the camp the squalid village of Taddert, 
beneath a cluster of holy tombs, a place 
of pilgrimage, was already afire. The 
Moors evidently had been taken by sur­
prise. They left most of their poor pos­
sessions in the camp, getting away with 
only their horses and their guns. A sol­
dier of the Foreign Legion came back 
driving three under-sized donkeys, with 
several short, pot-like Moorish drums. 
We spoke to him and he told us that 
they had taken seven prisoners and had 
shot them.

When the Shawia tribesmen made their 
first attacks upon the French at Casa­
blanca they were thoroughly confident of 
their own prowess and of the protection 
of Allah. They had often, before the 
coming of the French, called the_ atten­
tion of Europeans to the fact that salutes

Copyright in the United States and Great 
Britain by Curtis Brown.

(All Rights Strictly Reserved).
Tangier, May 22.—Any of the officers 

in the French army now fighting in Mor­
occo would admit that they “keep” no 
prisoners taken in arms. The Arabs op­
posing them, they point out, are murder­
ers who had looted Casablanca, attempted 
to slaughter the European residents, and. 
failing, had turned upon each other to 
fight not only for plunder but for wives. 
What would have happened to the Euro­
pean women, the Frenchmen asked, had 
the consulates not sustained the seige? 
What happens to French soldiers who are 
captured? The French officers argue also 
that drastic methods bring submission 
quicker.

On one recent excursion with the 
French I happened to witness the shoot­
ing of six prisoners. We set out from 
camp as usual at early morning and

was

mini*

comer

“Yes, you may 
Normia believed in you once, in your 
capacity to do things—that was in Guy 
Pershore. She would not believe that he 
could ever be forced to marry me, and 
this will ever destroy any lingering doubt. 
If she believed in you, she might try to 
get your help to avoid this marriage with 
the prince; and I know you well enough 
to believe that that might be dangerous.’

I was careful not to let my face indi­
cate my opinion of this, for she eyed me 
very keenly. I gave a shrug and a short 
laugh, and replied in the same half-flip­
pant manner.

“If she doesn’t wish to marry the man, 
why doesn’t she just bid him good da. ?

“Why don’t you bid me good day? 
The words were not out of her mouth be­
fore- she regretted them, and sought to 
cover the mistake. “The reason is ob­
vious; she understands the responsibili­
ties of her position and accepts them.”

“And that’s why you fear she^ would 
seek my help to get out of them.” I re- 
turned. “You made a little clip there, 
Stephanie. But never mind. By the way, 
though, hadn’t you better cultivate the 
habit of calling me something else than 
Guy?” I asked, to get away from the 
subject. I’m not very particular; but 
seeing that I murdered the man, it s 
scarcely nice taste to take his name, is 
it?” I rose as I spoke, suppressed a 
yawn, and laughed lightly.

“Do you still care for Normia? She 
flashed ‘ the question at me suddenly.

I answered very leisurely:
“I do trust that in addition to the 

other circumstances of our exceedingly 
unusual betrothal, you are not going to 
add the uncomfortable complication of 
jealousy. If you feel that you can’t trust 
me, it will save an infinity of trouble just 
to ring for your head assassin and let him 

- , the happy despatch on this red 
here. It wouldn’t spoil the color;
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greeting.
“So her highne», the princess, does 

not honor us tonight?”
“On the contrary, monsieur, she has 

been present, and will return,” he replied 
rather curtly.

“I am glad,” I said indulgently, as 
"though graciously bestowing my approval 
upon the arrangement. “I shall be happy to meet her again.”

“Indeed,” he rapped back, thinking to 
snub me.

But 1 stared at him steadily, and re­
plied in a tone of studied insolence:

“Yes, indeed, Monsieur le Prince. May 
I ask if you have any objection?”

My impertinence brought two little 
spots of color to his cheeks, and he bit 
his lip. But he smothered his anger. 
“No, monsieur; none, of course.”

“Then it is a pity you should so ad­
dress me as to imply to those about us 
that there was,” I retotied, and with­
out waiting for his answer, I turned on 
my heel.

Doctor Arnhelm was standing with two 
or three other men close by, and heard 
this. I saw them glance at one another 
with shrugs and smiles, and the doctor 
came up and bade me good evening.

1 glanced down at him superciliously 
and waved him away. “I have no com­
mands for you tonight, doctor. You can 
stay with your friends.” And I saunter­
ed on as he rejoined the men, looking

little dis-
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LABIES OP THE IMPERIAL HAREM ENTERING THE GATES OP RABAT.
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goes in North Africa—the entire Moorish 
country. Such an army as this last could 
make the roads safe for Arabs and Ben 
hers as well as for Europeans, punishing 
severely, as the French have learned to 
do, any tribe that dares continue its mar­
auding practices and any brigand who es­
says to capture Europeans; and as for 
the rest, the safety of life and property 
within the towns and among members of 
the same tribe, the instinct of self-preser­
vation in the Moors themselves is suffi­
cient. There is no danger for the Frericb 
in Morocco. .’■*

Nevertheless their task is not an easy 
one. Conservatism at -home and fear of 
foreign protest keeps them froi»/,pene­
trating the country as they must in orrier 
to subdue it. So far they have made 
their power felt only locally, and though 
they have slaughtered thousands of Moors 
their position today is to all practical 
purposes the same as it was after the first

of foreign men-of-war entering port were 
not nearly 'so loud as the replies from 
their own antiquated battery—always 
charged with a double load of powder for 
the sake of making noise. But they have 
come to realize now that Christian ships 
and Christian armies have bigger guns 
than those with which they salute; and 
the news that Allah, whatever may be 
his reason, is not on the side of the noisy 
guns has spread all over Morocco.

moved up the coast for a distance of 
eight miles, with the object of examin­
ing a well which, in former dry seasons 

the merest starvatkin diet, it was true, supplied Casablanca with water and was 
yet something. I had succeeded in get- now no doubt supplying the Arabs round 
tine that paper to " Normia, and I had about. By marching in close formation 
hoped she would read in the act a de- and always keeping down in the slopes 
sire to help her. between hills, we managed to get to the

It was evidently i matter of much mom- well and to swing a troop of Goumiers 
ent to her. She had sent some message | round it without being noticed by a party 
to Belgrade by Provost to which this of thirteen Moors, of whom only three 
paper and the monéy were the reply. It were properly mounted, 
was an easy guess that she had sent an 
anneal for help, for' I held in my belief 
that she was onlf6‘taking part in this chance. The Goumiers swept down upon 
scheme because of Hie hold which Steph- them, killing seven and making prisoners 
anie held over her,- the “dragonese,” as : of the remaining six. As I was march- 
Baumstein had rather happily called her. ing with the artillery at the time 1 miss- 

Why she had chosen Provost, never ed this little engagement and my first 
having seen him. was something of a puz- knowledge of it was when the prisoners 
rle • but I looked for- a solution in the trailed by me on foot—six tall, gaunt, 
fact that Catarina bad been at the Black brown men, bare-legged, and three of 
House and had probably persuaded her them bare-headed, none clad in more than 
that he could be trusted. My delivery of a dirty woolen shirt that dragged to his 
the paper might be accepted as a proof knees. They moved in quick, frightened 
that that trust had not been misplaced, steps, keeping close to one another and 
and in that case I might be able to per- obeying their captore implicitly. Allah 
suade her to trust me still further. had deserted them and their souls were

For me to be of any assistance in the as water. The Goumiers, fellow Mahome- 
dangers that threatened her, it was es- tans and devout—I have seen them pray 
sential that she should trust and come -followed on tight-reined ponies, nding 
to rely on me. But it would have to be erect in high desert saddles, their colored 
in the hated character of Provost. kaftans thrown back from their sword

Tell her the truth about myself I could arms—brown men these, too, with small 
not. In the ftrat place I was bound by black eyes and huge noses, 
my pledged word to Stephanie, and that One of the Frenchmen who followed
must have held me silent without any brought along a gun, a long-barrelled
other consideration. But there was an- Arab flint-lock, an antiquated thing safer 
Other and a far stronger consideration, to face than to fire. Besides this 1 
If she cared for me it would be the learned, one of the prisoners had carried 
rankest cowardice to tell her the truth so a bayonet fastened with a hemp string to 
long as I was unable to clear myself from the end of a stick; the others seem to
the charge of murder and while I had re- have been unarmed. They were indeed a
solved to end my life. The result would poor bag.
but lie that in a measure she would have I did not follow to their summary trial, 
to bear a part of the shame and misery but moved instead over to a spring where 
which had forced me to that resolve. some artillerists were watering their 

No. If I was to win her trust it would horses while a dozen sportive tortoises 
have to be as the man Provost, and I stirred the mud. The gunners had bread 
must succeed in showing her in my acts and water, while I had none. Bread and 
that my desire to help her was sincere, water are heavy on campaign and a few 
Mv secret must be kept at any cost. cigarettes I had found were good barter.

I was deeply absorbed by these thoughts My cigarettes were distributed and we 
when I became aware that some other were just beginning our breakfast when a 
people had come out on to the balcony man standing up called our attention to 
and were standing close to a huge azalea the Goumiers coming our way again with 
which shielded my seat from observation, the Moors. They were 

I had no wish to play the eavesdropper, same order, the prisoners 
and was about to strike a match to light group moving quickly on foot, not 
a cigar, and thus make my presence turing to look back, the Goumiers, proba- 
known when I recognized Stephanie’s bly twenty, riding steadily on hard bits. 
voice. “Pour les tuer,” said a soldier smiling.

“Pour les tuer,” repeated the others, 
looking at me to see if I smiled.

I shook my head in pity, for the doom­
ed men were ignorant, pitiable creatures.

was a

;

give me 
rug
and I promise not to squeal.

Her face darkened, and she grew almost 
passionately earnest.

“Are you merely acting with me.
“Of course I am. Do be reasonable. 

Haven’t you told me off for this spy’s 
part, and now tacked on this bethroal 
business? As I’m one of the principals 
in the comedy—or tragedy, whichever it 
is—surely I may give my" own impression 
of the part. Much more my line of work 
to play it as a comedy part, I assure 
you.”

“You had better beware,” she cned, 
with a quick gesture of anger.

I smiled.
“That's how the heavy villaineas talks. 

I’m not going to ‘beware, or anything of 
the sort. As for Normia, if she means 
to many' Prince Lepova, I am not going 
to murder him in older to stop her. You 

too extravagant in your views, 
now, have you any orders? Any murders 
or spying on the kitchen slate? Do I call 
every day for orders?”

“Are you seeking to fool ..me with your 
jibes, or merely to angei- me?”

“A little of both, I think. If we don’t 
quarrel, we shall only bore one another 
prodigiously. By the way, what should 
I call you—baroness dr Stephanie, or 
what? And am I to kiss you? And if 
so, on the cheeks or the lips or the fing­
ers? You’re running this, you know.”

Her eyes sparkled dangerously.
this seriously and turn

.
I

I

The Arabs now seldom try close quar 
ters with the French, except when sur­
rounded or when the French force is very 
small and they are numerous; and as I 
have indicated before, their defense is 
most ineffective.

One morning on a march toward Medi- 
I sat for an hour with the Algerians

The unlucky thirteen had no earthly
con-

una,
under the war balloon, watching quietly 
an absurd attack of the tribesmen. From 
the crest of a hill behind which they

bitterly mortified and not a
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make you view 
those jeers to earnest.”

“I shall watch the process with deep 
interest, I assure you. And now, au re­
voir, Stephanie.” I emphasized he 
with exaggeration and laughed. “I’d stay 
longer, but Gerard Provost has no dress 
clothes, and I must go and buy some.”

She let me get nearly to the door, and 
then called me.

“Guy!”
“I really don’t think ‘Guy’ is safe,” I 

said, turning back slowly. “Suppose you 
call me Popsy or Spy or Fido or Murder­
er, or any little pet name of the sort? ’

“Oh, don’t!” she cried almost fiercely, 
stamping her foot.

“You’re a very unreasonable woman, 
Stephanie,” I said as I went to the door 
again.

“Come back, Guy.”
“No, I sha’n’t

ed’ in that tone. Till tonight.” 
with that, I walked out of the room.

I was by no means dissatisfied with the 
result of the interview. I had got at 
some of her plans, while keeping my 
to myself. As for the betrothal, I could 
just laugh at it. It would come to noth­
ing, and the flippant, bantering manner 
I had adopted would blunt the point of 
any attempt at serious love-making on 
her part.

It was not impossible that I might 
laugh her out of any imaginary infatu: 
ation. Loye has no enemy so keen and 
deadly as ridicule, and it should be my 
fault if the fareial side of this thing was 
not always on the surface.

In the meantime I had scored one im­
portant point. I should see Normia that 
night, and have a chance of delivering 
to her the letter I had found in Provost’s 
tvallet; and perhaps find an opportunity 
of speaking to her on other matters.

I looked forward with the keenest an­
ticipation to the meeting with her. I was 
prepared, of course, to find her very an­
tagonistic to me. Stephanie had calcu­
lated rightly enough the probable effect 
of the betrothal upon Normia, and I 

ready to gnash my teeth at the cun­
ning with which the barriers between us 
were being piled up.

Nor was it likely that at the ball I 
should have much chance of talking pri- 
vatelv with Normia. Stephanie’s eyes 
would be on us all the time, and no 
doubt she would put the prince on his 
guard, also. Still. I was not in a mood 
to be easily checked. and as I entered 
the house for the ball, I was resolved to 
force matters with a strong hand, if I 
only should find Normia herself ready to 
listen.

Intentionally I maintained the same air 
I acted as
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And at that she flung away from me 

with an exclamation of anger.
1 resumed my tour of the rooms and 

was standing close to one of the conser­
vatories when Normia came out of it bn 
the arm of a man. My pulses leaped at 
the eight of her, but I had myself well 
in hand, and when she saw me I bowed.

I feared that she would avoid me, but 
to my surprise she returned the bow, 
and after one or two nervous glances 
about her, she said something to the 

took her hand from his arm, and

A *walking in the 
first in a close I

,'Tven­
turing

“Ah! that’s just where I begin to get 
very hazy.”

He sat up suddenly, with an oath.
“And that’s just where I mean you to 

be perfectly clear,” he cried sternly.
I assumed a good-natured air.
“I’ll try. To oblige you. Y’ou’re such 

a nice fellow, and have such winning 
ways that-----”

“Enough of that,” he broke in angrily. 
“I’m not Vosbach, to be fooled by you; 
nor Amheim, to .be frightened by your 
monkey tricks with a revolver. You’re 
dealing with Jacob Grundelhof, and I 
don’t suppose you’ve forgotten the lesson 

gave you once before.”
“Let’s see—what was that?” I asked 

putting my hand to my head.
This enraged him. He seized my hand, 

tore it away from my face, and forced 
round toward him.

“If you seek to fool me, I’ll do worse 
next time than thrash you.”

I affected to be cowed. '
“There’s no need for force, Grundelhof. 

What is it you want?”
"That’s much better,” he said laughing 

with great self-satisfaction. “There was 
a. meeting last Thursday night in my 

to hear your report and receive the 
money you brought back with you. We 
meet again tomorrow night. Don’t forget 
it. and don’t forget to bring that money. 
If you come without it, Provost, some­
thing ugly will follow; and if you don’t 

at all—well, you’ll regret your fail- 
of memory, as long, or as short, as 

life lasts. Is that plain speaking
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man,
came toward me.

It became very difficult for me to re­
tain my composure.

“1—I wish to speak to you, Monsieur 
Provost,” she said. She trembled and 
stumbled over the name.

“You honor me, prinçess,” I replied 
loud enough for th
“Will you walk with me down the room V’

“1—1 mean privately.”
“Believe me, it will be safer not to 

leave this crowded room.”
Her glance of suspicion told me 

she half-thought I washed to avoid any 
private conversation. But I took 
tice, and as we turned down the room 
1 began to talk of the heat and the crush 
and so on. She replied in monosyllables, 
and wras so obviously uneasy that 1 gave 
her a word of - caution.

“Many eyes are on us. I beg you play 
your part as though this were merely a 
casual conversation. I also have much to 

to you.”
Did you bring nothing for me from 

Belgrade, monsieur?” she asked, after a 
few moments.

I saw Stephanie and the prince watch­
ing us from a distance. I laughed as if 
at some jest of hers, and waved my hand 
about the room,, as I replied: “I have a 
paper for you. If you will drop your 
handkerchief 1 will give it you.”

A moment later she dropped the hand­
kerchief, and with the paper folded in 
my hand I stopped to pick it up.

“Permit me,” said a voice. It Was 
Lepova. He had come up with Stephanie your 
on his arm, and reached out to recover ingly 
the handkerchief. ,,r’

“You will scarcely rob me of the choice I muttered, with a shudder. He glanced 
to render the princess this trifling eer- at me with another chuckle, and as he 
vice,” 1 said quickly, as I picked it up. j was moving off, another man came out 
Then, holding his eyes on mine that he j and lit a cigarette. “Is that you, Baum- 
might not see what I was about, I crushed • stein?” he asked.

A hundred yards beyond us 
clump of dwarfed trees and some patches 
of dry grass among the rolling, almost 
barren hills, and for this spot the Moors 

headed. Mechanically I went on eat-
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ing, undecided whether to follow, for I 
did not want to see the thing at close 
range. I thought the Moors would be 
lined up in the usual fashion, their sen­
tence delivered, and a moment given 
for prayer. But suddenly, while their 
backs were turned, just as they set foot 

a dozen shots

Summerside, June 14.—The trial of 
Alonzo Doherty for the murder of Joseph 
D. McMillan, whom he admits he shot 
as he was walking along the road "with a 

ended on Saturday after-
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about us to hear. BERBER TRIBESMAN.
From a Snapshot Taken for This ArUcV-.bj F re trick Meora^

engagements about Casablanca. For foul 
months General Drude held Casablan 
with tribes defeated but unconqured 
about him. With the new year General 
d’Amade took command and the district 
of operations was extended inland for ai 
distance of fifty miles. But beyond that 
there are again many untaught tribes, 
ranging over a vast territory.

The struggle in which the French are

I
I

young woman,
noon in a disagreement. The jury 
out all night Friday and till 10.30 Satur­
day morning, when they came before 
Judge Fitzgerald and reported, a disagree­
ment. He sent them back, telling them 
the evidence showed the prisoner was not 
insane when he killed the man as ha 
pleaded in the defence that he was, and 
appealing to them to agree on a verdict 
in accordance with the evidence.

They retired a second time but at 3 
o’clock in the afternoon again returned a 
disagreement, when they were discharged. 
The jury stood seven to five for acquittal. 
The new trial will begin tomorrow.

Judge Fitzgerald, when the jury return­
ed the first time, said a crime had been 
committed and confessed. The only evi­
dence to prove the prisoner’s insanity 
his own expert medical evidence, which 
went to show that the act could not have 
been committed while the prisoner was in 
a conscious condition. His own conduct 
before and after the act showed he was 

Four medical ex-

were lodged, they would ride down fur­
iously to within half a mile of us, and 
turning to go back at the same mad pace, 
discharge a gun, without taking aim, at 
the balloon, their special irritation. It 
was all picturesque, but like the gallant 
charge of the brave Bulgarian in “Arms 
and the Man,” entirely ridiculous. If the 
Algerians had been firing at the time not 

of them would have got back over

Siupon the dry grass, quickly 
rang out almost in a volley—then came a 
straggling fire of single shots. The single 
shots were from a pistol, as an officer 
passed among the dying men and put a 
bullet into the brain of each.

The Goumiers set fire to the grass about, 
the bodies and soon the smoke and smell, 
brought over on a light Atlantic breeze, 
caused us to move away.

* On another occasion, crossing a trodden 
grain field, we came upon three Arabs, 
dead or dying, a dead horse and the scat­
terings of a shell. A lean old brown man 
with a thin white beard and a shaven 
head lay naked with eyes and mouth wide 
open to the sun, arms and legs flung 
apart, a gash in his stomach and a bullet 
wound with a powder stain between the

that

no no-

one
the hill. engaged in Morocco is a serious, trying.

The Arab losses under the fire of the sometimes unclean business', which will 
French 75-milometre guns and the fusil- drag on its bloody course for an indefinite 
lade of the troops are usually heavy time. For fear of interference from Ger- 
where the Arabs attempt a serious resist- many or some other power or powers, 
ance. I should say it would average a France can establish herself only gradu- 
loss of fifty men to the Moors for every ally: and at the same time fearing that 
French soldier they wound. What is another power might find excuse to taka 
worse, when a Moor ie severely wounded her place ,thereby creating a permanent 
he dies, for the Moors know nothing of menace to Algeria, she dare not leave 
medicine and the only remedies of which Morocco to continue in its reign of an- 
thev will avail themselves are bits of archy and disorder. It has been said by; 
paper with prayers upon them, written | an European statesman that “France hag 
by Shereefs; these they swallow or tie got a wolf by the ears and jiare not let 
about a wound while praying at the shrine go.’’ FREDERICK MOORE.

rooms
ay

your 
enough for you?”

“What time?” I stammered.
“Nine o’clock—the usual time; and the 

usual address—368 Kammerstrasse. Y’ou 
shan’n’t have any excuse for forgetting 
that, either, for I’ve told it you after 

madness.” And he chuckled sneer-

eyes.

Choosing a high point from which to 
watch an engagement, we saluted the cap­
tain of a line of Algerians and lay down 
among the men. Below us, in plain view 
not a quarter of a mile away, was the 
camp of the Moors, about 400 tents, rag­
ged and black with dirt, some of them 
old, circular army tents, but mostly 
patched coverings of sacking, such as are
to be seen all over Morocco. It was to, found on a dead Moor (and it is nn wm,am m at the battle of the Boyn„ 
destroy this camp, discovered by the bal-1 wonder he was dead), a modern nne, tne, and a part 0{ the ribbon of the Garter worn 
loon, that the French army had come barrel of which had been cut, evidently by Charles I. at his execution.

perfectly conscious, 
perts declared he was conscious. If a 
man is found guilty of killing another the 
motive is presumed, even if none were 

It is not in the interests of

of some departed saint.
CURIOUS RELICS.

The arms of the Arabs are generally ^ p!.eval(,"eor°on,t0thr;,0baene'lquarian sptrM 
of the most ineffective sort, many of them , England is illustrated by the fact that 
made by hand in Morocco. While I was there are preserved on the estate of thaA 

i out with the French on one occasion we : Earl of Essex at Watford a handkerchief
that was used to bind up a wound received

as he rose.
I’m not likely to ' forget, after this,” apparent.

justice that you should be discharged 
without giving you ample time to con­
sider. I see no good reason for want of 
agreement, and I will therefore send you

of rather insolent swagger, 
though the deed with which Ï was erod- 
ted had turned my head. T had dressed 
nyself with scrupulous care, and when I 
iad swaggered up the broad staircase I 
vaited at the door of the room where back.
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