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cousin, and the-ntece of Mr* Champers- j Jeeki, for in a house like this it v ,, 
Haswell, who until an hour ago had necessary to have someone to wait 
been his partner. Now she was a great on him, he drove over from Yarley? \ 
heiress, and without fortune he could distance of ten miles, arriving about 
not marry her, even if she would marry eight o'clock.
him, which remained in doubt. For one “Mr. Haswell has gone up to or. 
thing, her uncle and guardian, Has- Major, and so have the other 
well, under her father’s will, had abso- men,” said the head butler, Mr. s, -i' 
lute discretion in this matter, until she “but Miss Champers told 'me to V q 
reached the age of twenty-ftve, and for you this note and to say that -ii-^ 
another, he was too proud. Therefore, is at half-past eight.” 
it would seem that in abandoning his . Alan took the note and asked 
business, he had abandoned his chance shown to his room. Once there 
of Barbara also, which was a truly though he had only five and
dreadful thought. Well, it was in or- j minutes, he opened it eagerly,
der that he might see her, that he had Jeeki unpacked his bag. 
agreed to visit the Court on the mor- “Dear Alan,” it ran, “Don’t be | 
row, even though it meant a meeting for dinner or I may not be -, °
with his late partners, who were the keep a place next to me. 
last people with whom he desired to sir Robert takes me in.
foregather again so sodn. Then and worse lot than usual this tim.
there he made up his mind that before —odious!—and I can’t stand 
he bade Barbara farewell, he would left hand as well as on th. 
tell her the whole story, so that she y0urs B. 
might not misjudge b>a. After that 
he would go off somewhere—to Africa, 
perhaps. Meanwhile, he was quite 
tired out, hs tired as though he had 
lain a week in the grip of fever. He 
must eat some food and get to bed.
Sufficient unto the day was the evil 
thereof, yet on the whole he blessed 
the name of Jackson, editor of the 
Judge and his father’s old friend.

When Alan had left the office, Sir 
Robert turned to Mr. Campers-Haswell 
and asked abruptly, “What the devil 
does this mean?”

Mr. Haswell looked up at the ceiling 
and whistled in his own peculiar fash
ion, then answered, “I cannot say for 
certain, but I tell you that of late our 
luck has been too good to last. The 
boom, the real boom, came in with 
Vernon, and with Vernon I think it 
will go.”

“At any rate it must leave some
thing pretty substantial behind it this 
time, Aylward, my friend. Whatever 
happens, within a week we shall be 
rich, really rich for life.”

“For life, Haswell, yes, for life. But 
what is life? A bubble that any pin 
may prick. Oh! I know that you do 
not like the subject, but it is as well 
to look it in the face sometimes. There, 
let’s get out of this before I growr 
superstitious. Got your hat and coat?
So have I, come on,” and he switched 
off the light, so that the room was left 
in darkness except for the faint glim
mering of the fire.

“Good Lord deliver us,” chimed in 
Mr. Haswell in a shaking voice behind 
him. “What the devil’s that?”

Sir Robert looked round and saw, or 
thought that he saw, something very 
strange. From the pillar on which it 
stood, the golden fetish'with a woman’s 
face appeared to have floated. The 
firelight showed it gliding towards 
them across, but a few inches above, 
the floor of the great room. It came 
very slowly, but it came. Now it reach
ed them and paused, and now it rose 
into the air until it attained the height 
of Mr. Champers-Haswell and stayed 
there, staring into his face and not a 
hand’s breath away, just as though it 
were a real woman glaring at him.

He uttered a sound, half whistle and 
half groan, and fell back, as it chanced 
on to a morocco covered seat behind 
him. For a moment or two the gleam
ing, golden mask floated in the air.
Then it turned very deliberately, rose 
a little Way, and moving sidelong to 
where Sir Robert stood, hung in front 
of his face.

Aylward staggered to the mantle- 
piece and began to fumble for the 
switch. He found it at last, and next 
instant the office broke into a blaze 
of light.

NOW I AM WELLthat of a man of the world and an old 
friend of your family.”

Gld Jackson, the editor of The Judge, 
is a friend.of yours, -isn’t he?”

“He wap a friend of my father’s, and 
I used to know him slightly.”

“Well, that’s near enough. As I dare
say you have heard, he is an. unreason
able old beggar, and has taken a dis- 

j like to our Sahara scheme. Someone j down the lead-covered stairs, hustled 
; has set him against it, and he refuses by eager gentlemen hurrying up to see 
j to receive advertisements, threatens 
! criticism, etc. Now, the opposition of

height. Vet even at that 
impossible to mistake 

A slimTHE YELLOW GOD
m was

of her appearance.
hair, cheerful bro- 

well-modelled face, a rou 
excellent complexio 

Ten thousand y

CHAPTER II.
The Yellow God.

Alan Vernon walked thoughtfully

brownTHANKS TO “FRUIT-ACTIVES”I
and an 
Barbara, 
could be found as good, or 
looking, yet something at* 
ferentlated her from the 

There

By H. RIDER HAGGARD

ti the great editor whose bell was already 
ringing furiously, and was duly ushered 

The Judge, or any other paper, wpn t the obsequious assistant-chauffeur 
kill us, and if necessary we can fight ^ack |n^Q t^e luxurious motor. There 
him, but at the same time it is always j was an- electric lamp in this motor, 
wise to agree with your enemy while 
he is in the way, and, in short—would 
you mind going down and explaining 
his mistake to him?”

Before answering Major Vernon 
walked to the window leisurely and 
looked out.

“I don’t like asking favors from fami
ly friends,” he replied at length, “and 
as you said, I think it isn’t quite my 
line. Though of course, if it has any
thing to do with the engineering pos
sibilities I shall be most happy to see 
him,” he added, brightening.

“I don’t know what it has to do with;
'that is what I shall be obliged If vov 
will find out,” answered Sir Robert, 
with some asperity. One can’t divide 
a matter of this sort into watertight 
compartments. It is true that in so 
important a concern each of us his 
charge of his own division, but Lhe fact 
remains that we are jointly and saver
sely responsible for the whole. I am 
not sure that you bear this sufficiently 
in mind, my dear Vernon,” he added 
with slow emphasis.

His partner moved quickly;’ it might 
almost have been said that he shivered, 
though- whether the movement, or the 
shiver, was produced by the argument 
of joint and several liability or by the 
familiarity of the “my dear Vernon,” 
remains uncertain. Perhaps it was the 
latter, since although the elder man 
was a baronet and the younger only a 
retired Major of Engineers, the gulf be
tween them, as any one of discernment 
could see, was as wide as that which 
separates Dives and Lazarus in the 
parable. They were born, and lived 
and moved In different spheres un
bridged by the common element of im
pulse.

-mmAuthor'of “King Solomon’• Minot,” “ Tht Brethren,” 
“Bonite,” “She," Etc., Etc.
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health and vigor in her 
ment. Her eyes had a trie 
straight into any other ey 
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fearlessness and enterprii 
pie often found embarrass! 
of the usual fringe of f 
and graces, a nymph of th 

who although sh 
and twenty, as yet recked 

companions whom 
disliked according to her it 
the rest, she was sweetly 
white robe with silver on I 
no ornaments save a rd 
pearls about her throat ad 
of the valley at her brej 

straight onwards loj 
to the right nor the left, t 
ed her uncle, to whom 
Then she walked to Alan 
him her hand, said:

“How do you do? Wh$j 
over at lunch time?

I
al-

t venty
whilei and by the light of it, his mind being 

perplexed, he began to read the type
written document given to him by Mr. 
Jackson, which he still held in his 
hand.

As it chanced, they were blocked for 
a quarter of an hour near the Mansion 
House, so that he found time, if not to 
master it, at least to gather enough of 
its contents to make him 
brown eyes very wide before the motor 
pulled up at the granite doorway of 
his office. Alan descended from the 
machine, which departed silently, and 
with a firm step walked straight into 
Sir Robert Aylward’s room.

“How did you get on with Jackson, 
Vernon?” Sir Robert asked.

“I did not get on at all. He will not 
touch the thing on any terms, and.in
deed means to oppose it tooth and 
nail.”

“Then he will find himself in a min
ority when the article comes out to
morrow. Of course it is a bore; but

(All Rights Reserved.)

• to
j mal folly of the British public, I am 
! bothered it I don’t believe in you. At 
! any rate from the day when Vernon 
JWought you into my office my luck 
turned, and to judge from the smile on 
your sweet countenance I don’t think 
it is done with yet. I wonder what 
those stones are in your eyes. Opals 
I- suppose,, from the way they change 
color. They shine uncommonly to-day. 
I never remember them so bright. I

’ Sahara, Limited. 
CHAPTER I.

>fi i Thex
y/ waters,‘<>'13Sir Robert Aylward, Bart., H. P., sat 

In his office In the city. It was a very 
magnificent office, quite one of the fin
est that could be found within half a 
mile of the Mansion House. Its ex
terior was built of Aberdeen granite, 
a material calculated to impress the 
prospective investor with a comfort
able sense of security.

in thary^ iprlit.—, save as
open his

“F-S.—What have you .bc< n cloinir*> 
Our distinguished guests, to my „‘,t^ 
ing of my uncle, seem to bo in a great 
fuss over you. I overheard them talk
ing when I was pretending to arrange 
some flowers. One of them called yàu 
a sanctimonious prig and obstinate 
donkey, and another answered— T think 
it was Sir Robert—‘No doubt, but ob
stinate donkeys can kick and have been 
known to upset other people’s apple
carts ere now.’ Is the Sahara Syudi- 
eate the applecart? If so, I’ll forgive 
you.

Eli, Manitoba.
I wish to state, for the sake of others 

who may be sufferers like I was, that I 
suffered from severe indigestion and 
constipation for years and that there 
was also womb trouble with unpleasant 
pains in my back which made me miser
able, constantly. I tried physicians and 
took many remedies but I got no relief. 
I was induced to try “Fruit-a-tives” and 
I can truly say this was the first medicine 
that ever did me any good. “Fruit-a- 
tives” quickly relieved the constipation 
and indigestion and completely cured 
me of all symptoms of womb trouble. I 
cannot express too strongly my great 
gratitude to this medicine as I am as well 
now in every way as ever I was, thanks 
to *1 Frnit-a-tives’ ’. I can strongly recom
mend “Fruit-a-tives”, it is easy to take 
and the effect is always mild like fruit.

(Sgd) Mrs. M. Brbilaito.
148

Many women suffer with what the 
doctors call “Womb Trouble ”— 
“ Diseased Ovaries”—“Female Com
plaints” etc.—when Constipation is 
causing all the pain. Cure the liver and 

egularly with 
the “Womb 

Trouble* * will be cured at the same time.

came
“There is so much in externals,” Mr. 

Champers-Haswell, Sir Robert’s part
ner, would say in his cheerful voice. 
“We are all of us influenced by them, 
however unconsciously. Impress the 
pubdc, my dear Aylward. Let solemn
ity without suggest opulence within.”

Sir Robert was seated at his ebony 
desk playing with a pencil, and the 
light from a cheerful fire fell upon his 
face. In its own way it 
markable face as he appeared then in 
his four and fortieth year; very pale, 
but with a natural pallor, very well cut 
and on the 
eyes were dark, matching his ■ black 
hair and pointed beard, and his 

straight

At this moment a knock came on the 
door. Sir Robert turned off the lamp 
and walked back to the fireplace.

“Come in,” he said, and as he spoke 
once more his pale face grew impas
sive and expressionless. The door 
opened, and a clerk entered.

“I ddn’t think I' rang; Jeffreys.”
“No, Sir Robert,” answered the clerk, 

bowing as though he spoke to a Roy
alty,
about that article In ‘The Cynic.’ We 
are paying this paper thirty guineas 
tq insert an article about Sahara, Lim
ited, and they say that if they have 
to put in the ‘national and imperial’ 
business they must have twenty more.

“Indeed, Jeffreys? Why?”
“Because, Sir Robert—I will tell you 

as you always like to hear the truth— 
their advertisement editor is of opin
ion that this Sahara, Limited, is a na
tional and imperial swindle. He says 
that he won’t drag the nation and the 
empire into it in an editorial under 
fifty guineas.”

A faint smile flickered on Sir Robert’s 
face.

“Does he, indeed?” he asked. “Well, 
we don’t want to quarrel with them 
just now—feed the sharks. But surely, 
Jeffreys you didn’t come to disturb me 
about such a trifle?”

“Not altogether, Sir Robert. There is 
something more important. The Daily 
Judge not only declines to put in any 
article whatsoever, but refuses our ad
vertisement, and states that it means 
to criticize the prospectus trenchantly.”

“Ah!” said his master after a mo
ment's thought, “that is rather serious, 
since people believe in the Judge even 
when it is wrong. Offer them the ad
vertisement at treble rates.”

“It has been done, sir, and they still 
refuse.”

play a round of golf with 
ternoon.”

Alan answered son^thl 
ing busy at Yarleys.

“Yarleys!” she replied 
that you lived in the city 

out of speculation 
else that I know.”

“P.P.S.—Remember that
walk to church together to-morrow, 
but come down fo breakfast in knick
erbockers or something to put them off, 
and I’ll do the same—I mean I’ll dre?s 
as if I were going to golf. We 
turn into Christians later. If we don't 
—dress like that I mean—they’ll 
and all want to come to church, except 
the Jews, which would bring the Judg
ment of heaven on us.

we will
we are strong enough to snap 
fingers ft him.”

Alan felt that the crisis had come. He 
must speak now or for ever hold his 
peace; indeed, Aylward was already 
looking round for his hat.
. “Sir Robert,” he broke in rather ner
vously. “I have, something to say to 
you, something unpleasant,” and he 
paused. \

“Then please say it at once, Vernon.
I want to dress for dinner; I am go
ing to the theatre to-night, and must 
dine early,” replied Alyward, in a 
voice of the utmost unconcern.

“It is,” went on Alan with a rush, 
“that I do not like the lines upon which 
this business is being worked, and I 
wish to give up my interest in it, and 
retire from the firm, as I have a right 
to do under our deed of partnership.”

“Have you?” said Alyward. “Really,
I forget. But, my dear fellow, do you 
think that we should wish to keep you 
for one moment against your will. Only, 
might I ask, has that old puritan, Jack- 
son, hypnotized you, or is it a case* of 
sudden madne after influenza?”

“It is neither, answered Alan stern
ly, for although he might be diffident 
on matters that he did not thoroughly 
understand, he was not a man to brook 
trifling or impertinence. “It is what 
I have said, neither more nor less. I 
am not satisfied either as to the capi
talization or as to the guarantees that 
the enterprise can be really carried 
-out.”

For one moment a sort of tremor 
passed over Sir Robert’s impassive 
countenance.

“Perhaps, Vernon, you remember 
that you- hold over 1,700 of the Syndi
cate shares which we have worked up 
to £18, and think it wiser to capture 
the profit in si^ht; generally speaking, 
a very sound principle.”

“You are mistaken, Sir Robert,” re
plied Alan flushing. “The way that 
those shares have been artificially put 
up is one of the things to which I most 
object. I shall only ask for mine the 
face value of £1 which I paid for 
them.”

What is called an awkward pause 
ensued; in fact, it was a very awkward 
pause.

Mr. Champers-Haswell, who was 
present, remarked that the weather 
was very cold for April, and Alan 
agreed with him, while Sir Robert 
found his hat and brushed it with his 
sleeve. Then Mr. Haswell, in despera
tion—for in minor matters he was a 
kindly sort of man who disliked scenes 
and unpleasantness—muttered some
thing as to seeing him—Alan—at the 
Court in Hertfordshire from Saturday 
to Monday.

“That was the arrangement,” ans
wered Alan bluntly, “but possibly, 
after what has happened, you will not 

. wish that it should be kept.”
“Oh! why not, why not?” said Mr. 

Haswell. “Sunday is a day of rest, 
when we make it a rule not to talk 
business, and if we did, perhaps we 
might all change our minds about 
these matters. Sir Robert is coming, 
and I am sure that your cousin Bar
bara will be very disappointed^ you 
do not turn up, for she understands 
nothing about these city things, which 
are Greek to her.”

At the mention of the name of Bar
bara Sir Robert Aylward looked up 
from the papers which he affected, to 
be tidying, and Alan thought that 
there was a kind of challenge in his 
eyes. A moment before he had made 
up his mind that no power, on eOTth 
would induce him to spend a Sunday 
with his late partners at the Court. 
Now, acting upon some instinct or im
pulse, he reversed his opinion.

“Thanks,” he said, “if that is under
stood. I shall be happy to come. I 
will drive1 over from Yarleys in time 
for dinner to-morrow. Perhaps 
will say so to Barbara.”

“She will be glad, I am sure,” ans
wered Mr. Haswell, “for she told me 
the other day that she wants to con
sult you about some outdoor theatri
cals that she means to get up in 
July.”

“In July!” answered Alan with a lit
tle laugh. “I wonder where I shall be 
in July.”

Then came another pause, which 
seemed to affect even Sir Robert’s 
nerves, for, abandoning the papers, he 
walked down the room till he came to 
the golden object on the stand that has 
been described, and for the second time

our
“but there is a little matterwas a re

money 
onewhole impressive. His “Why, Miss Champers,*1 
Robert reproachfully. “I 
play a round of golf beforJ 
would not.”

“No,” she answered, “bl 
waiting for my cousin. V 
matched, Sir Robert.”

and ratherwasnose
prominent. Perhaps the mouth was 
his weakest. feature,- for there was a 
certain shiftiness about it, also the lips 
were thick and slightly- sensuous. Sir 
Robert knew this, and therefore he 
grew a moustache. to veil them some
what. To a careful observer the gen
eral impression given by this face-was 
such as is left by the sudden sight of 
a waxen mask, 
lifelike!” he would have said, “but of 

it isn’t real. There may be a

“P.P.P.S.—Don’t be careless and
leave this note lying about, for the 
der-footman who waits upon you reads 
all the letters. He steams them 
a kettle. Smith the butler is the only- 
respectable man In this house.”

There was something j 
usually so soft and pled 
spoke these words, someti 
iness and defiance, that ca 
feel at once happy and u| 
Apparently also it caused 
feel angry, for he flashed 
Alan over her head of wj 
port could not be mistake] 
pale face remained as i| 
ever. “We are enemies. | 
said that glance. Proba 
saw it; at any rate befl 
them could speak, she sa 

“Thank goodness, there! 
last. Sir Robert, will yod 
and Alan will you sit on I 
of me? My uncle will s] 
their places.”

make the bowels move r 
“ Fruit-a-tives ” and t Alan laughed outright as he finished 

this peculiar and outspoken epistle, 
which somehow revived his spirits that, 
since the previous day, had been low 
enough. It refreshed him. It was like 
a breath of frosty air from an

“How strong! How
“ Froit-afctives ” — or “ Fruit Liver 

Tablets” are sold by dealers at 50c a box 
—6 for (2.50—or will be sent on receipt 
of price. Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

“I think that I do bear it in mind, 
especially of late, Sir Robert,” answer
ed Alan Vernon slowly.

His partner threw a searching glance 
•on him,-for he felt that there wap 
meaning in the words, but only said:

“That’s all right. My motor is out
side, and will take you to Fleet-street 
In no time. Meanwhile you might tell 
them to telephone that you are coming, 
and perhaps you will just look in when 
you get back ’*

Ten minutes later the splendid, two 
thousand guiner motor brougham drew 
up at the offices of the “Judge,” an I 
the obsequious motor-footman bow ed 
Major Vernon through its rather grimy 
doorway. Within, a small boy in a 
kind of box asked his business, and 
when he heard his name, said that the 
“Guv-nor” ha4 sent down word that he 
was to &o up at once—third floor, first 
to the right and second to the left. So 
up he went, and reached the indicated 
locality.

Jackson burst into a hearty laugh 
and swung his chair round.

’« * “Now, then, Alan, what is it? I have 
a quarter of an hour at your ser
vice.”

“It is about that Sahara flotation, 
Mr. Jackson,” he began, rather doubt
fully.

“The old editor’s massive face dark
ened, and he ceased abruptly. “What 
have you of all people in the world, got 
to do with it? Oh ! I remember. Some
one told me you had gone into partner
ship with Alyward, the company pro
moter, and that little beast, Champars- 
Haswell, who really is the clever one. 
Well, set It out, set it out 

“It seems, Mr. Jackson, that ‘The 
Judge’ has refused not only our article, 
but also the advertisement of the com
pany. I don’t know much about this side 
of the affair myself, but Sir Robert 
asked me if I would come round and 
see if things couldn’t be arranged. ” 

“You mean that the man, sent you 
to try and work on me because he knew 
that I used to be intimate with your 
family. Well, it is a poor errand, and 
will have a poor end. You can’t—no one 
on earth can, while I sit in this chair, 
not even my proprietors.”

There was silence, broken at last by 
Alan, who remarked awkwardly:

“If that is so, I must not take up 
your time any longer.”

“I said that I would give you a quar
ter of an hour, and you have only been 
here four minutes. Now, if you will 
take, myf advice, you’ll go out of this 
business as soon as you can.”

“Why?” 1
“Because, Alan Vernon, 1 am 

you don’t want to see your name drag
ged in the dirt, any more than I do.” 
He fumbled in a drawer and produced 
a typewritten sheet. “Take that,” he 
said, “and study it at your leisure. It’s 
a sketch of the financial career of 
Messrs. Aylward and Champers-Has
well, also of the companies which they 
have promoted and been 
with, and what has happened to them 
and to those who invested in them. A 
man got it out for me yesterday, and 
I’m going to use itv As regards this 
Saraha thing, you think it all right, 
and so it is from an engineering point 
of view, but you wITT never live to 
that sea which the British public is 
going to be asked to find so many mil
lions to make. Look here. We have 
only three minutes more, so I will come 
to the point at once. It’s Turkish ter
ritory, isn’t it? Tnd putting 
everything else, the security for the 
whole thing is a Firman from the Sul
tan?”

“Yes. Sir Robert Aylward and Has
well procured it in Constantinople. I 
have seen the document.”

“Indeed, and are you well acquainted 
with the Sultan’s signature? I know 
when they were there last autumn that
potentate was very ill----- ”

“You mean,” said Major Vernon, 
looking up.

“I mean, Alan, that I like not the 
security. I won't say any more as 
there is a law of libel in this land. 
The Judge has certain sources of in
formation. It may be that no protest 
will be made at once, for baksheesh can 
stop it for a while, but sooner or later 
the protest or repudiation will come, 
and perhaps some international bother; 

“Jeffreys tells me that you want to also much scandal. As to the scheme 
see me about something, Sir Robert,” itself, putting everything else aside, it 
he said in his low and pleasant voice, is shamelessly over-capitalized for the 
looking at the baronet rather anxious- benefit of the promoters—of whom, re

member. Alan, you will appear as one. 
“Yes, my dear Vernon, I want to ask Now time’s up. Perhaps you will take 

you to do something, if you kindly will, my advice, and perhaps you won’t; j 
although It is not^qqlte in your line, but there It is for what it’s worth, MU

course
man behind, or there may be wood, but 
that’s only a mask.” Many people of 
perception had felt like this about Sir 
Robert Aylward, namely, that under a 
mask of his pale countenance dwelt a 
different being, whom they did not 
know or appreciate.

If these had seen him at this moment 
of the opening of our story they might 
have held that Wisdom was justified 
of her children. For now in the soli
tude of his splendid office of a sud
den Sir Robert’s mask seemed to fall 
from him. His face broke up like ice 
beneath- a thaw. He rose from 
table, and began to walk up and down 
the room. He talked to himself aloud.

“Great Heavens!” he muttered, 
“what a game to have played; and it 
will go through. I believe that it will 
go through.”

He stopped at the table, switched on 
an electric light, and made a rapid cal
culation on the back of a letter with 

blue pencil.
“Yes,” he said, “that’s my share, a 

million and seventeen thousand in 
and two million in ordinary

window blowing clean and cold into a 
scented, over-heated room, 
have liked to keep it, but remember
ing Barbara’s injunctions and the 
der-footman, threw it into the fire and 
watched it burn. Jekki coughed to in
timate that it was time for his master 
to dress, and Alan turned and looked 
at him in an absent-minded fashion.

He would
that day stood there contemplating it.

“This thing is yours, Vernon,” he 
said, “and now that our relations are 
at an end, I suppose that you will want 
to take it away. What is its history? 
You never told me.”

“Oh! that’s a long story,” answered 
Alan in an absent voitfe. “My uncle, 
who was a missionary^)rought it from 
West Africa. I riTllwr forget the facts, 
but Jeeki, my old negro servant, knows 
them all, for as a lad my uncle saved 
him from sacrifice, or something, in the 
place where they worship these things, 
and he has been with us ever since. It is 
a fetish with magical powers and all the 
rest of it. I believe they call it the 

^wimming Head and other names. If 
you look at it, you will see that it seems 
to swim between the shoulders, doesn’t 
it?”

(To be Continu!
The meal was long and! 

the price of each dish of ] 
kept a poor family for a 
on the cost of the equisij 
might have lived for a 
Also the last were well 1 
everyone except Barbara] 
water, and Alan, who sid 
fever took nothing but d 
and soda and a little clar] 
ward, a temperate person 
good deal of champagne. | 
quence the conversation J 
ed, and under cover of I 
Robert was arguing with] 
on the left, Barbara aslJ 
vojpe :

“What is the row, Alarl 
can’t wait any longer.”

“I have quarrelled wltl 
answered, staring at his I 
though he were criticizing I 
I have left the firm and I 
more to do with the bus!

He was worth looking at, was Jeeki. 
Let the reader imagine a very tall and 
powerfully-built negro with a skin as 
black as a well-polished boot, 
hair as white as snow, a little tufted 
beard also white, a hand like a leg of 
mutton, but with long, delicate fin
gers and pink filbert shaped nails, an 
immovable countenance, but set in it, 
beneath a massive brow, two extraor
dinarily humorous and eloquent black 
eyes, which expressed 
passing through the brain behind them 
—that is, when their owner chose to 
allow thenrr ter do so. Such Was Jeeki.

“Shall I unlace your boots, Majorï’ 
he said, in his full, melodious voice, 
and speaking the most perfect Eng
lish. “I expect that the gong will sound 
in nine and a half minutes.”

“Then let it sound, and be hanged to 
it,” answered Alan. “No, I forgot — I 
must hurry. Jeeki, put that fire out. 
and open all the windows as soon as I 
go down. This room is like a hot
house.”

“Yes, Major.”
The guests were gathered in the hall 

drinking sherry and bitters* a proceed
ing that to Alan’s mind set a stamp 
upon the house. His host, Mr. Champ
ers-Haswell, came forward and greet
ed him with much affectionate enthu
siasm, and Alan noticed that he looked 
very pale, also that his thoughts seem
ed to be wandering, for he introduced 
a French banker to him as a noted Jew, 
and the noted Jew as the French bank
er, although the distinction between 
them was obvious, and the gentlemen 
concerned evidently resented the mis
take. Sir Robert Ayhvard. catching 
-sight of him, came across the hall in 
his usual direct fashion, and shook 
him by the hand.

“Glad to see you, Vernon,” he said, 
fixing his piercing eyes upon Alan as 
though he were trying to read his 
thoughts. “Pleasant change this from 
the city and all that eternal business, 
isn’t it? Ah! you are thinking that one 
is not quite clear of business after all." 
and he glanced round at the company. 
“That’s one of your cousin Haswell's 
faults; he can never shake himself free 
of the thing, never get any real recre
ation.”

Then a French gentleman on Alan’s 
left, having discovered that he was the 
engineer who had formulated the great 
flooding scheme, began to address him 
as “Cher maitre,” speaking so rapidly 
in his own language that Alan, whose 
French was none of the best, struggled 
after him in vain. Whilst he was try
ing to answer a question which he did 
not understand, the door at the end of 
the hall opened, and through it appear
ed Barbara Champers.

It' was a large hall, and she was a 
long way off, which caused her to look 
small, who indeed was only a middle

his woolv

Sir Robert walked to the corner of 
room where the yellow object 

squatted on its pedestal, and contem
plated it a while, as a man often stud
ies one thing when he is thinking of 
another.

the

It seemed to give him an 
idea, for he looked over his shoulder 
and said:

every motion

a
“That will do, Jeffreys. When Major 

Vernon comes in, give him my compli-. 
ments and say that I should be obliged 
by a word or two with him.”

The clerk bowed and went as noise
lessly as he had entered.

“Let’s see,” added Sir Robert to him- 
“Old Jackson, the editor of The 

Judge, was a great friend of Vernon’s 
father, the late Sir William Vernon, G. 
C. B. I believe that he was engaged 
to be married to his sister years ago, 
only she died or something. So the 
Major ought to be able to get round 
kfai if anwbody can. Only the worst 
of it is I don’t altogether trust that 
young gentleman. It suited us to give 
him a share in the business because he 
is an engineer who knows the country» 
and this Sahara scheme was his notion, 
a very good one in a way, and for other 
reasons. Now he shows signs of kick
ing over the traces, wants to know too 
much, is developing a conscience, and 
so forth. As though the promoters of 
speculative companies had any business 
with consciences. Ah! here he comes.”

Sir Robert seated himself at his desk 
and resumed his calculations 
half-sheet of notepaper, and that 
ment a clear, hearty voice was heard 
speaking to the clerks in the outer of- 

Then came the sound of a strong, 
fliTn footstep, the door opened,
Major Alan Vernon appeared.

He was still quite a young man, not 
more than thirty-two or three years of 
age, though he lacked the ultra robust 
and rubicund appearance which is ty
pical of so may Englishmen of his 
class at this period of' life. A heavy 
bout of blackwater fever acquired 
service in West Africa, /tohich would 
have killed anyone of weaker constitu
tion,. had robbed his face of its bloom 
and left It much sallower, if more in
teresting than once it had been. For 
in a way there was interest about the 
face; also a certain charm. It 
good and honest face with a rather 
eager, rather puzzled look, that of a 
man who has imagination and ideas 
and who searches for the truth but 
fails to find it. As for the charm, it 
lay for the most part in the pleasant, 
open smiles, and In the frank but 
ther round brown eyes overhung by a 
somewhat massive forehead which pro
jected a little, or perhaps the severe 
illness already alluded to had caused 
the rest of the face to sink. Though 
thin the man was bigly built, with 
broad shoulders and

i: “Yes,” said Sir Robeijt, “and I ad- 
She is cruel 

Look
mire the -beautiful beast, 
and artistic, like—like finance, 
here, Vernon, we have qiji 
of course henceforth are enemies, for 
it is no use mincing matters, only fools 
do that. But in a way you are being 
hardly treated. You could get £20 
apiece for those shares of yours on the 
market, and I am paying you £1. I un
derstand your scruples, but there is no 
reason why. we should not square 
things.
brought me luck, so let’s do a deal. 
Leave it here, and instead of a cheque 
for £1,700, I will make you one out for 
£17,000.”

“That’s a very liberal offer,” said 
Vernon. “Give me a moment to think 
it over.”

shares, which can be worked off at a 
discount—let us say another seven hun* 
dred and fifty thousand net. Two mil
lions in all, which, of course may, or 
may not, be added to—probably not, 
unless the ordinaries’ boom—for I don’t

That’s

arrelled, and

self.

mean to speculate any more, 
the end of twenty years’ work, Robert 
Aylward. And to think of it, eighteen 
months ago, although I seemed so rich,
I was on the very verge of bankruptcy 
—the very verge, not worth five thous
and pounds. Now, what did the trick?
I wonder what did the trick.”

He walked down the room, and 
stopped opposite an ancient marble, 
staring at it—

“Not Venus, I think,” he said with a 
laugh, “Venus never made any man 
rich.” He turned and retraced his 
steps to the other end of .the room, 
which was veiled in shadow.

Here upon a second marble pedestal 
stood an object that gleamed dimly 
through the gloom. It was about ten 
inches or a foot high, but in that place 
nothing more could be seen of it, ex
cept that it was yellow and had the 
general appearance of a toad. For 
some reason it seemed to attract Sir 
Robert Aylward, for he halted to stare 
at it, then stretched out his hand and 
switched on another lamp, In the hard 
brilliance of which the thing upon the 
pedestal suddenly declared itself, leap
ing out of the darkness into light. It 
was a terrible object, a monstrosity 
of indeterminate sex and nature but 
surmounted by a woman's head and 
face of extraordinary, if devilfish love
liness, sunk back between high but 
grotesquely small shoulders, like to 
those of a lizard, so that it glared up
wards. The workmanship of the thing 
was rufe yet strangely powerful. What
ever there is cruel, whatever there is 
sensual, whatever there is inhuman in 
the dark places of the world, shone 
out of the jewelled eyes which were 
set in that yellow woman’s face, yellow 
because its substance was of gold, a 
face which seemed not to belong to 
the embryonic legs beneath, for body 
there was none, but to float above 
them. A hollow, life-sized mask with 
two tiny frog-lilce legs, that was the 
fashion of it.

“You are an ugly brute,” said Sir 
Robert, contemplating this effigy; “but 
although I believe in nothing in heaven 
above or earth below, except the abys-

CHAPTER III.
Jeeki Tells a Tale.

The Court, Mr. Champers-Haswell’s 
place, was a very fine house indeed, of 
a sort. That is, it contâined twenty- 
nine bedrooms, each of them with a 
bathroom attached, a large number of 
sitting-rooms, ample garages, stables 
and offices, the whole surrounded by 
several acres of newly-planted gardens. 
Incidentally it may be mentioned that 
it was built in the most atrocious taste, 
and looked like a suburban villa seen 
through a magnifying glass.

It was in this matter of taste that 
it differed from Sir Robert Alyward’s 
home, Old Hall, a few miles away. Not 
that this was old either, for the original 
house had fallen down or been burnt a 
hundred years before. But Sir Robert, 
being gifted with artistic perception, 
had reared up in place of it a smaller 
but really beautiful dwelling of soft 
grey stone, long and low, and built in 
the Tudor style with many gables.

This house, charming as it was, could 
r.ot of course, compare with Yarleys, 
the ancient seat of the Vernons in the 
same neighborhood. Yarleys was pure 
Elizabethan, although it contained an 
oak-roofed hall which was said to date 
back to the time of King John, a rem
nant of a former house. There were no 
electric light or other modern conven
iences at Yarleys, yet it was a place 
that everyone went to see because of 
its exceeding beauty and its historical 
associations. The moat by which it 
was surrounded, the grass court within, 
for it was built' 
square, the mullioned windows, the 
towered gafgfray of red brick, the low 
panelled rooms hung with the portraits 
of departed Vernons, the sloping park 
and the splendid oaks that stood about, 
singly or in groups, were all of them 
perfect in their way. It was one of the 
most lovely of English homes, and, odd
ly enough, its neglected gardens and 
the air of decay that pervaded it, added 
to rather than decreased its charm.

But it is with the court that we have 
to do at present, not with Yarleys. Mr. 
Champers-Haswell had a week-end 
party. There were ten guests, all men, 
and with the exception of Alan, who, it 
will be remembered, was one of them, 
all rich and in business. They includ
ed two French bankers and three Jews, 
everyone a prop of the original Sahara 
Syndicate, and deeply interested in the 
forthcoming flotation. To describe 
them is unnecessary, for they have no 
part in our story, being only financiers 
of a certain class, remarkable for the 
riches they had acquired, by means 
that for the most part would not bear 
examination. The rlchés were evident 
enough. Ever since the morning they 
had arrived by ones or twos with their 
costly motor cars, attended by smart 
chauffeurs and valets. Their fur coats, 
their jewelled studs and rings, some
thing in their vwry faces all suggested 
money, which indeed was the bond that 
brought and held them together.

Alan did not come until it was time 
to dress for dinnç* for he knew that 
Barbara would not appear before that 
meal, and it was her society he sought, 
r.ot that of his host or fellow guests. 
Accompanied by his negro servant,

Barbara’s eyes lit up as 
ed back, “Glad of it. Best 
heard for many a day. B 
I ask why you are here 

“I came to see you,’1 
humbly — “thought, 
wouldn’t mind.”

“Now that you are rea 
I am going for them,” sh< 
ly. “I have only restraii 
your sake,” and leaning 
chair she stared at the < 
meditation.
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ences which will fall upt 
ties at times, however 
plentiful the champagne 
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ignorant person? I war 
formation.”

“Miss Champers,” he j 
I not always at your sei 
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“Sir Robert,” she wd 
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self and Major Vernon. | 
to be and will, I am a 
Nature made him sorr| 
soldier and—what elsd 
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an uncomplimentary on 
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much richer and much 1 
next week. Now. what! 
you is—how is it done?’] 

‘Accepting the jremls] 
arsumènt, Miss Chal 

Sir Robert, who felt thl 
refuse the challenge, i 

it is done by finanl 
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Finance, as I have hea 
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This fetish of yours has
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Then he also walked into the corner 
of the room and contemplated the gold
en mask that seemed to float between 
the frog-like shoulders. The shimmer
ing eyes drew his eyes, though what he 
saw in them does not matter. Indeed, 
he could never remember. Only when 
he straightened himself again there 
was left on his mind a determination 
that not for seventeen or seventy thou
sand pounds would he part with his 
ownership in this very unique fetish.

“No, thank you,” he said presently. 
“I don’t think I will sell the Yellow 
God, as Jeeki calls It. Perhaps you 
wifi kindly keep her here for a week or 
so, until I make up my mind where to 
stow her.”

upon a 
mo-

and

Alan was outside at last. The mas
sive granite portal vanished behind him 
in the evening mists, much as a night
mare vanishes. He, Alan Vernon, who 
for a year or more had been in bond
age, was a free mam again. All his 
dreams of wealth had departed; indeed, 
if anything, save in experience, he was 
poorer than when first the shadow of 
yonder doorway fell upon him. But at 
least he was safe, safe. That deed of 
partnership which had been as a chain 
about his neck, was now white ashes; 
his name was erased from that fearful 
prospectus of Sahara, Limited, wherein 
millions, which someone would provide, 
were spoken of like silver In the days 
of Solomon, as things of no account. 
The bitterest critic could not say that 
he had made a halfpenny out of the 
venture; in fact, if trouble came, his 
voluntary abandonment of the profits 
due to him must go to his credit. He 
had plunged Into the icy waters of re
nunciation, and come up clean, if 
naked.

He remembered that this step of his 
meant that, sooner or later, within a 
year or two at most, Yarleys, where his 
family had dwélt for centuries, must go 
to the hammer. Why had he not ac
cepted Aylward’s offer and sold that 
old fetish to him for £17,000 There was 
no question of share-dealing there, and 
if a very wealthy man chose to give a 
fancy price for a curosity, he could 
take it without doubt or shame. At 
least, it would have sufficed to 
Yarleys, which after all 
mortgaged for £20,000. For the life of 
him he could not tell. He had acted 
impulse, a very curious impulse, and 
there was an end of it, .perhaps be
cause his uncle had told tym as a boy 
that the thing was unique, or perhaps 
because old Jeeki, his negro servant, 
venerated it so much and swore that it 
was “lucky.” At any rate, he had de
clined. and there was an end. 
another and a graver matter remained. 
He had desired wealth to save Yarleys, 
but he desired it still more for a dif
ferent purpose. Above everything on 
earth he loved Barbara, his distant

sureon

was a
on three sides of aconnected

you

ra-

Üwell-developed 
limbs, measuring a trifle under six feet 
in height.

Such was the outward appearance of 
Alan Vernon. As for his mind, it was 
able enough in certain fashions, for in
stance, those of engineéring, and the 
soldier-like faculties to which it had 
been trained, frank and kindly also, but 
in other respects not quick, perhaps 
from its unsuspiciousness. Alan Ver
non was a man slow to discover 111, and 
slower still to believe jn it, even when 
it seemed to be discovered, a weakness 
that may have gone far to account for 
his presence in the office of those emi
nent and brilliant financiers, Messrs. 
Aylward and Champers-Haswell. Just 
now he looked a little worried, like a 
fish out of water, or rather a fish which 
has begun to suspect the quality of 
the water, something in its smell and 
taste.
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