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CHAPTER 1IT,
THE LUMINOUS G ALLERY.

When Domitian stepped into the gar-
den with hie bow aud arrows, be bid aleo
called in & lond voice,—

# Hirentns! Hirentus !

At this name, a boy, or rather a young
man, for he was eighteen years old, came
out snddenly from behind a tree, and ap-
proached the empercr.

« Hirsutus,” eaid Domitian, “ go and
stand yonder ; I need a little recreation.”

“ Are yon going to hurt me again ?'"’ re-
plied Hirsatus, without attemptingto dis-
guise his unwillingness, and epeaking in
# familiar tone which few dared use with
Domitian.

“Oh 1" remarked the emperor, “do
you still think of the little scratch you
got the other day ? It is the first time
that such a thing happened to me d

« Yon call this & ecratch?”’ replied Hir
gutus, with & bitter smile.

And be beld up his hand, the middle
finger of which wes fearfully torn, the
flesh having been cut to the bone.

“ What, my son,” remarked Domitian,
with something like compagsion in his
voice, * are yon not yet cared ? Helio-
dorus, my pbysician, said it would be
nothing. Why did you not use the salve
sent by Eotrapeles? . . . Go,” con-
tinyed Domitian resuming his walk, ‘go;
yon will hold up the other havd."”

Hirsutus made no reply. He preceded
the emperor towarde the hippodrome.
Bat who could have studied th poor lad’s
face, would have read there a strange de-
gire to revonge himself on the man who
daily placed his life in danger for mere
amusement.

Domitian, busy with selecting his ar-
rows and examining his bow, had not re-
marked this.

Hirsutus was & poor, mieshapen crea-
ture. His pear-shaped head was coverad
with thin, wiry hair, short and hard, like
the hair of a modern clothes-brush. He
owed his name to this pecaliarity. Ths
pointed head was connected by a very
short neck to an extraordinarly large
body ; his arms were long and thin, and
his legs crooked and dragging, making
him altogether one of the most hideous
freaks of nature. But a stravge light
flashed from his eyes, aud a lively intelli-
gence animated this uncouth mass, which
was not unlike the hust of some divinity
of the ancient Latinm.

Whenece came this singnlar being?
Wiiere was he born ?  Nobody about the
imperial court, and not even Domitian
himself, could have answered these ques-
tions. The boy had been brought py a
necromancer, named Asclertarion, who
came to Rome occagionally, and in whom
Domitian had the most guperatitions
confidence, although he subsequently
had him put to death, for saying that he
knew when the emperor would die.

Hirsutus hardly ever left his master.
Domitian consulted him on the most im-
portant occasions, and, more than once,
the appointmenta to the first offices of the
empire depsanded upon the capricions
whim of this hideous creature —Bat all
this, as we have seen, did not prevent the
emperor from making him his plaything,
and expesing his life daily. Hirsutus
hated Domitian mortally, but he con-
cealed tnis feeling carefully, in the hove
that an occasion would present itself to
satisfy it.

When Marcus Regulus arrived near the

amnparor, ha fannd him engaged in shoot-
ing his arrows between the poor lad’s
fingers. Domitian, at first, paid littie at-
tention to the informer, who waited re-
gpectfully until he should be spoken to ;
and when he addressed him, at last, it
was merely to call his attention to some
skilful shot, and the looks he threw him
were anything but satisfied. Yet Regul-
us felt no uneasiness at the coldness of
this reception. He was calm, and the
vagus smile which played on his lips ex-
pressed great confidence,

Suddenly Hirsutus uttered a cry of
Plin; an arrow had pierced his hand.
The poor fellow ran about, howling with
mingled pain and rage, and trying vainly
to pull the shaft from his wound.

“ By Minerva !" exclaimed Domitian,
without the least show of compassion for
his favorite's sufferings. * Regulus, you
are the cauge of this awkwardness | You
distracted my attention ! Bat let
ue drop this,” he continued, throwing
aside his bow and arrows. “ Come in
my gallery ; I wish to speak to you about
806 serions matters.’’

But we must describe the cnrious gal-
lery into which Regulus fo'lawed Domi-
tian, ere we proceed to relute ¢lieir conver-
sation,

During the reign of Nero, a singular
stone was discovered in the qnarries of
Cappadocia, which has been carefally de-
seribed by Pliny-the-Elder in his Natural
History. 7This stone, a8 hard as marble,
was, at the same time, transparent, or
rather laminous. It was, forthis reason,
called phengyte, from the Gireek name for
light. Pliny also relates that Nero hud &
temple built with these stones, and the
light penetrated into the interior, as
thongh there had been no walls

Notwithstanding its hardness, this
stone could be split in thin layers, like
slate ; and the wealthy cipizans subse-
quently used these transparent panes in
tneir windows. For glass, although
known to the Romans, and used to man-
ufacture vessels of various shapes, had not
yet been made into panes.

Domitian wished, like Nero, to turn to

accoant this precions discovery, but for
his own benefit,—not in honor of the
gode. In order that no one should ap-
rmm‘h him unseen when he was alone,
1@ had caused a wide gallery to be con-
structed with these luminous stones, in
the interior of his immense palace, and
it was his favorite resort when he did not
walk in the gardens. It was in this gal-
lery he amused himeelf with killing tlies,
when tired of shooting arrows between
the fingers of the unfortunate Hirsutus.

Vibius Crispus never approached this
part of the palace. He feared that Do-
mitian might remember his joke about the
fliea.

Dmitian, having reached the centre of
the gallery, looked around to see that no-
body was near, and casting an angry look
on the informer, said,—

“ You are very awkward, Regulus I"

« How is that, my lord ?'' asked the in-
former respectfully, but with singular as-
suran

Anoe.
sm. . “Read.”_simply remarked Domitisn,

The informer looked trinmphant.

¢ 1t is & proclamation, my lord,” he re-
plied, without taking the docnment. “1
peed not read it. . . . 1 am already
acquainted with ite contents. . . .
Here is & similarcopy !’ ;
And the irformer handed Dowmitian
another sheet of napyrus.

* A proclamation | . . . Yon said a
proclamation ?” . . repeated
tian, with unfeigned purprige. * But thie
does not have the appearance of one!”

“ My lord, the word muy not be very
exact, But when one knows the object
of this writing, one may, 1 should think,
gtyle it a proclamation, for it aims at pre.
paring the mind of the people.’

“ Prepare it to what 7" asked Domitian,
with visible anxiety.

+To rebellion and a change of reign,”
replied Regulus, bluntly.

Domitian bonnded like a wild beast
wounded by the hunter's ehaft.

“ By Miperva I” he cried, with con-
contrated rage, “can it be true? I8 such
the aim of all those covert allusions ?
Oh ! they shall not succeed | and I will
meake them repent of their aundacity ! .
¢ Bat who is the author ' he asked,
fixing his bloodshot eyes on Regulus,

“ The author of this impious preject,
and of theee libels,”’ replied the informer,
“ig Lucius Antonius, the general com-
manding the army of Germania, who
wants to have himself prcclaimed em-
peror,—he, or another, it matters litlle.
Here is, at all events, another document
of far greater significance, which does not
leave the least dounbt as to hie projects,”
Domitian jerked the manugcript from
the hands of Regulus, and proceeded to
read it with eager curiosity. In this
document, as in the other one, the writer
reminded the people of Domitian’s many
crimes; he revealed the true motive of
Lucius Metellug's murder, and alluded
sneeringly to the low birth of the man
who had the boldness to style himeelf &

Domi- |

| delivered to Mieitius at midnight, near
the Garden hill.”

, “Bat this man will surely reveal the |
| pemes of Autonius’s accomplices,” re- !

marked Domitian, interrupting Regulua.
| "] intend that he shall, my Jord,"” re-
'plwd the informer, “although 1 do not
| necessarily peed his aseigtance to pro-
| cure a list of the names of the conspirat-
ors, for 1 have other means . . . .

Bat, ot all events, 1 shall make some use |

| of him.”
‘ « What do yon mean ?"”’ asked the em-
peror, with lively cariosity.

| " “Read this, my lord,” repiied Regulus,
| solemnly.

the libels,”

Domitian had no sooner cast his eyes
on the document than he gave a start of
surprise, After reading it, be remained
plunged in astonishment, making no
eflort to conceal his impressions.

The latter was addressed by Matellus
Celer to the Grand Vestal Cornelia, and
read as follows:—

« Dear Cornelia,—In a few days you will
hear a good deal about Lucins Antoniug, and
it will probably be stated that he intends to
have himself proclaimed emperor. Do not
believe this, but assure our friends of bis
real designs, with which 1 am parfectly ac-
quainted, Lucius is assembling sufficient
forces to overthrow the odious tyrant, Domi-
tian ; but he is too devoted to Flavias Cle-
mens to think of wearing the crown which
properly belongs to the two young Cwmsars
whose names are popular in ﬁr)me. His in-
tention is, therefore, to proclaim them as
soon as his legions will be ready to march,

““ Daar soul of my life, 1 am still buried in
my retreat where, without taking any part
in this enterprise, 1 make vows for its suc-
cess,

“"\What consequences must result for us
from this great event! First the happiness
of seeing each other freely! And soon,
doubtless, the greater bliss of bein united
forever ! . For under two Lﬁ:riunau
emperors, what prejudices, what vain omens
could prevent us from being united ?"’

“«What does this mean? Two Chris-

“This letter was fonnd amony

god, and to have his statue worshippad
in the Capitol; bo insnlted Damitian’s
recently acquired glory, by stating that
be had been shamefuily beaten by tbe
Dacians and Marcomans, and, following
the precedent established by himself in &
previous expedition, had gotten up the
evidences of an imaginary victory, by
purchasing & large pumber of slaves, and
parading them a8 prisoners of war, after
having their hair and their garments
arranged according to the fashion of the
people he claimed to have conquered,
Finally, the writer ended with an energet-
ic appeal to the Roman people, whom he
called upon to aid and sustain the effort
goon to be made for the tyrant’s over-
throw by a numberous army, which he
annouuced as ready to march on Rome
to deliver her from the yoke of the odious
Domitian.

In order to understand the fall import
of thia proclamation and the rage it must
have excited in Domitian, it must be
konown thet the peace which ended the
war against Decebalus had bean pur-
chased at the cost of Roman honor. Owing
to Domitian’s migmanagement, his ex-
pedition uudertaken to aveuge Oppins
Sabinus and Corneliug Fuscus, whose
legions had been cut to pieces by Dace-
balus and Duras, the two Dacian kings,
aided by the brave Degys, brother of Da-
cebalus, would have ended in a fearful
digaster, had he not averted it by signing
an ignominious treaty. The emperor,
nevertheless, had the impudence of solicite
ing the glory of & triumphal reception,
and the Sanate gave its cowardly assent.

The first proclamation contained only
injurious revelations, the true import of
which was more fully developed in the
gecond, And yet, what had most deeply
wounded Domitian’s vanity were the
particulars concerning his humble origin,
and of the murder and incendiarism com-
wmiited in order to conceal i
out the proofs of this origin. Hence his
anger against Marcus Regulus, whom he
had intrusted with the management of
this already old affair,—either the secrecy
or the ability of the accomplices must
have been at fault, since the accusation
was now trumped up so boldly.

But the emperor foresaw the coming of
grave events, and his resentment against
the informer melted before the greater
anger which darkened his brow a8 he
read the proofs of his enemy's audacity.

“ How is it,” he asked, after a little re-
flection, and showing the first proclama-
tion, of which he had a copy, “that you
have this libel in your possession? Pal-
farius, who bhanded it to me this morn-
ing, assured me that no other copy
existed."”

« Palfarius must be very skilful!” said
Regulus, with a smile of contempt. “ For
the last two days this proclamation has
been pcsted on all the walle in Rome!"

«Indeed " cried Domitian, with min-
gled rage and terror. * And 18 this other
one aleo publicly posted ?” he asked,
showing the second docament brought by
Regulus.

“No, my lord, it has not yet been
posted, but it will be by to-morrow,’’ re-
plied Regulu,

“To-morrow !’
the same terror,

““Yes, to-morrow, my lord, unless the
package of copies just introduced into
Rome is immediateiy seiz3d!”

“Immediately! Immediately!” cried
Domitian, with & madman’s tary. “ And
let the man who received it be put to
death! . . . Hallo, guards! . . .

Bat he stopped, seeing Ragulus bar
his bosom and kneel before him.

“What are you doing?"’ the emperor
asked with surprise.

“1 bare my throat to my master's
sword,” replied the hypocrite, humby ;
“for the package of proclamation is at my
house!’

“Oh!" exclaimed Domitian.

« Unless,” continued Ragulus, * the em-
peror should think that his migerable
slave has done right in preventing them
from falling into other hands.”

“ By Minerva! Ragulus, you are a can-
ning fellow !"’ exclaimed Domitian, “Tnis
is the way to serve one’s master! Dat
may the Iates cut my thread of life, if 1
can gueas how you managed to obtain
possession of these documents.”

“In & very simple way, mylord . . .
I have bought the man to whom they
were sent. Unfortunately 1 only found
him out after the first proclamation had
been posted, for it was only then I sus-
pected that there existed a depositary.”
“Who is this man?" asked Domitian.
“(One Misitius, an obscure creature.
He lives mnot far from the two temples of
Isis and Serapis. 1 learned what was

ing on from the Archigallus, who ’feu

is hair dressed at Eutrapele's. This
Misitiue is certainly in communication
with Lucius Antonius, for he goes for the

or rather wipe

repeated Domitian with

ackages to an appointed place, on the
Flaminia, Way. "Fhees” paskaes,

tian Emperors . , . " asked Domi-
tiaz, , ha had finished reading this
letter, the meaning of which, in great
part, he did not understand.

“My lord,” said Regulus, purpeeely
gelecting an indirect way to answer the
quesetion, “Have you ever made the
“Venns' throw’ when playiug the game of
tessera 7

“No,” said Domitian, who could not
gee the drift of this question, “ theugh I
have oftentimes made the ‘Dog's throw,””

“Well, my lord, to-day, Fortune hes
prepared for you the finest Venus' throw
that a player has ever made.”

“ How is that?"”

“Did you not charge me, my lord, to
surprise the Grand Vestal and Metellus
Celer? . + "

",1 did,” said Domitian, “but what of
it

“Well, my lord, in this letter you have
the means to punish them! . . . And
did you not commission me, besides,”
added the informer, * to find out the pro-
jects of the Christians? . . . You
know them now "

“What! Vespasian and Domitian, my
grandnephews, could be the two Chris-
tian emperors alluded to in Metellus
Celer's letter? . . . 7

“Yes, my lord, and 1 will add that Fia-
vius Clemens, the two Flavia Domitillas,
all your relations, in fact, are Christians,
and conspire to overthrow you."”

“QOh!" cried Domitian, and his accent
betrayed his terror, and still more his
profound astonishment at this sudden
discovery, “they are all Christians! all

. . eventomy niece Aurelia? . . .”

“ No, my lord, the divine Aurelia has
o far resisted all the entreaties of your
cousin, Flavia Domitilla, she who has
spread the poison of that new doctrine in
your family, but unless something is done,
the divine Aurelia will succumb
B0 « o .

The informer paused, for the emperor
no longer listened to him.

Domitian, in prey to visible excitement,
was pacing slowly the marble floor of the
gallery. If we have succeeded in describ-
ing this tyrant's character as we have
found it in history, the reader will easily
imagine the strange perplexity in which
he was thrown by the startling facts so
suddenly revealed by Regulus.

He feit that he was hated, and the re-
volt of Lucins Antonius might arouse
Rome and cause it to rebel against his
authority.

Oa the other hand, how would he deal
with the Christians, whose mysterious
power frightened him, and who, besides,
would count on such formidable adver-
saries i his own family ?

Would he bathe in their blood? Nero
had done so, and the Christiaus had be-
come more numerous, notwithstanding
his executions, or perhaps in conseqaence
of them.

Would it not be necessary, however,
to strike at this sect, commencing with
his own relations? But would he not
then inepire such universal horror that
his overthrow would become inevitable ?

Then, the voices of the fatare, the pre-
dictions already heard, whiepered in his
ear that the Christians would become the
masters of the world, and the race of
David would control the empire.

Were the prophecies to be realizad
which had so long occupied the publie
mind ?

«On!" thought Domitian, in his saper-
stitious terror, “ those sons of David’s are
in my power! It is fifreen days since
Fronto brought them to Rome . . . .
It is time that I should interrogate them
y To morrow I shall have them
brought in the presence of all my
court . . . . Ishallsee whether they
have accomplices . . . . Lot the
guilty ones tremble, whoever they may

We need not say that Fiavina Clemens,
the two young Cresars and all their family
had nothing to do with the rebellion
planned by Lucius Antonins, But it was
true that the latter, es Matellus Celer's
letter led one to suppose, strengthened
himself by the use of their names, which
were exceeedingly popular, because of
their near relationship with Vespasian
and Titus, 1t was also true that the
general of the army of Germany had no
other intention in marching npon Rome
than to overthrow Domitian and put his
nephew in his place, for the people looked
with pleasure upon the young Cm3ars as
the heirs of the empire.

But Regulue, who knew very little con-
cerning the conspiracy of which Antonius
was the head, had nevertheless seized
with eagerness this opportuuity to resume
the plotting, interrupted by Cecilia's re-
loase and Parmenon’s death and, as we
have seen, in informing the Emperor that
his relations were Christians, he had
taken care to represent them as conspirat-

|  ors.

beld in his power, and proposed to inter: ‘« ing crowds assembled near them, and

rogate in presence of his court.

“ Are yon certain,” asked the emperor,
stopping abruptly before Regulus, “of all
you are telling me? How did you get
this information? You will readily
understand the grave character of these

revelations, and how necessary it is that |

1 sheuld be informed of the emallest cir-
cumstances connected with them.”
“My lord,” eaid Regulns, “ permit me

to relate all that has taken place during |

your abgence, and what I have done to
obey the instructions you had left me."”
At thie juncture a singular and barely

perceptible noise reached the ears of the |

two men, who turned quickly to see if
any one was spying their secrets. Bat
the wide gallery was deserted and silent,
and the luminous stones reflected mno
other image than those of the Emperor
add Reguluse.

“ Did you bear, Regulus,”" said Domi-
tian with uneasiness, and pointing to &
colossal statue of Minerva, placed in the
centre of the gallery on a bronz2 pedes-
tal. “It seemed to me the noige came
from that direction . . . .”

« Lot ve verify the fact, my lord,” said
Regulus, “the Eame noise attracted my
attention.”

The Emperor and the informer walked
arounnd the statue, but 8aw no one.

“It is nothing, my lord,” remarked
Regulus, “the great weight of this statue,
censing its bage to settle in the soil, has
probably cccasioned the slight noise we
heard.”

“Very likely ; well, R agulus, begin your
parrative, I am anxious to know all.”

The informer's long narrative must
have awakened a powerfal interest in
Domitian, for he listened to it with much
attention; but the reader being a'ready
acquainted with the events that formed
ite substance, we deem it unnecessary to
repeat it.

“ However, said Regulus, after relating
his disappointments, * 1 did not loee
courage, and the gods have permitted
that I should again, and by cther means,
obtain possession of all those secrets, so
important to my master's safety, and the
proof of which I have hestened to bring
to his knowledge.”’

The informer, however, was not very
explicit in_the second part of his narra-
tive ; he did not wish to say by what
means he had obtained posseesion of the
documents which he had brought to the
emperor. He merely repeated that he
had corrupted Migitius, whose acqnaiut-
ance he had made through the Archigzal-
lus. Having finished his story, he asked
the Emperor what he thought of all
this.

“1t requires reflection,”’ replied Do-
mitian. * I shall again have need of
your zealous cervices,” he added, putting
bis hand familiarly on the informer's
ghoulder. Regulus blushed with pleas-
ure at this caressing gesture, accompanied
by a glance which promiged fature favor
a3 the reward of fature infamy.

“ Do yo know,” remarked Domitian,
after a short pauge, “ that this cousin of
mine, Flavia Domitilla, is a veritable
bane in the family ? She it is who cor-
rapted all my other relations. Igeeit. .
’ 1 want to begin with her,” he added,
with & dark smile! “ what shall I do
with her ?”

“ §peak, my lord, I shall obey,’’ replied
Regnlus, howing low.

« We shall think of it,” growled Do-
mitiap. * As for that young beau, Me-
tellus Celer and his Vestal. . .”

« Will the emperor permit me to give
my advice ?"’ asked Regulus,

“ Speak,” said Domitian.

« It would be parhaps better to wait the
farther development of events,” said the
informer, * I haveplacedaman devoted
to me near Metellus Celer, and I am sure
that we can seize the latter in the retreat
which he thinks 86 Becurs, whenever cir-
cumstances will requnire it. Bat if he is,
as his letter would lead us to believe, eon-
nected with this conspiracy of Antonins,
does not the emperor see what precious
information may be obtained from this
source "

“ You are right, Regulus, let us wait |

. « And as for the Flavius family.

. lot us wait also. When they will
have fully betrayed themselves, my sev-
erity will seem natural and legitimate. .
Moreover, to-morrow all these questions
will bave made a great step. Regulus,
do not fail to be here to-morrow. . . .
You will be able to observe some curions
and significant thinge. . . . Go, Re-
gulus, 1 am satisfied with your zeal. . .
Leave all these documents with me,”

The informer handed the various pack-
ages to the emperor, who placed them on
atripod near Minerva's statue, and ac-
companied Regulus to give him farther
instractions. They walked out of the
gallery into another apartment, where
they remainel in conversation & little
longer.

No sooner had Domitian and Regulas
left the phengite gallery than the bronze
base of Minerva’s statue opened noiseleas-
ly ; and Hirsutus epringing forth, seized
the papers and swiftly disappeared with
them in his hiding-place, The secret
panel fell back to its place, and the most
expert eye could not have detected its ex-
istence.

Silence and solitude reigned in the im-
mense gallery when the emperor re-
tarned.

He could not restrain an exclamation
of surprise npon reaching the tripod and
missing the papers he had so recently
put there. Laying his hand mechanically
on the gilded surface, he felt somethin
warm and damp that made him recoi
with terror. His fingers were stained
with blood !

Domitian cried aloud, aund the echoes
of the luminous gallery rapeated the cry.
The guards rushed in, thinking the em-
peror had called for heip.

They found him gazing with supersti-
tious terroron Minerva's statue.

“ Go away! retire!” cried Domitian,
angry, for he did not wish others to wit-
ness his angnish.

When he was again alone, he exam-
ined the statue carefully, feeling the
joints of the bronze base with his fingers.
But his search was fruitless ; be saw
pothing but a compact mass of metal.

« This is strange,”” he muttered, pass-
ing his hand on his brow, moist with the
cold sweat of fear. “To-morrow, thie
statue sball be pulled down. . . ."

In & book-store on the Sacred Way, a
hundred men were busy copying, by the
light of numerous lamps, a document
which a stranger had just brought in.

This document was the second pro-.

clamation of Antonius, so myateriously
stolen from Domitian by the boy, Hirsu.
tus, and which, it will rememberee,
contained an energetic appeal to arms.

Next day, the walls of Rome ©ov.

| from which were heard the most ontrage-
{ ous and significant cursee againat Domi-
| tian,

TO BE CONTINUED

el I
THE BLOT ON THE WALL.

smiling, at the eager faceg about her.

¢ But Effia knows so much more
about photography than the reet of us,”
aald Catherine. ‘' Do make her take
it, Mrs. Taral, won't you "

#+ Tall her about the prize, too, Cath-
erine,’ said Minna Grex,

40, yes ; and Mrs, Taral,” Catherine

cil |
Effie's nest was built where nests | wane'on, ' Minna's got a paper here,

should be built—high up in the air ;

occupant conld not fly. Ipdeed, she
could hardly walk. Kffis Taral h.d
| been & cripple all her life.

1t was a pleasant placa this nest, It
was alwass warm there, and flowers
bloomed in the windows all year long.
The sun came in as freely a8 he comes
to the swinging homee in the trees;
and high above the twilight between
crowded walls the morning and the
eveniog made the day.

On KEffie’s fifteenth birthday her
mother gave her a camera, and the im-
prisoned girl found it a mine of de-
light. The view from the windows of
her room, on one side overiocking
Lake Michigan, and on the other the
busy city streets, afforded her a pleas-
ing varlety of subjects. She began
presently to exhibit a decided skill,
Her interest grew with her skill ;
and so absorbed d‘d she become that
Mrs. Taral began to fear for her
davghter’s health. But it was hard to
deny a pleasure to & child that had so
few,and the mother was content, thero
fore, merely to curb the ycung artist’s
enthusiasm.

One night in early spring Effis was
awakened by a thunder storm, which
was passing over the city, and lay for
some time listening to the peals of the
thunder and watching the flashes
against the pane.

How she would like to see & photo:
graph of the iightning . She had
never seen one. Why, ghe wondered.
Were they very hard to take ? Then
a sudden thought flashed through her
mind.

She sat up in bed. Should she try
it, or not ? What wouid her mother
say ? But, gurely, there was nothing
wrong in it. She would wrap up well;
and then when would she ever have
another such chance ?

Siowly then the crippled limbs drew
themselves from the warm bed to the
floor, and tha girl, wrapping hereelf
in a big shawl, went to the window
where the camera stood. With a
beating heart Effie slipped the plate
into it, and made ready.

But now she etopped. Should she
raise the sash ? It would be impru
dent, perhaps dangerous, for though
it blew away from her, a great gale
was on. But would not the open win
dow be more likely to ensure success ?

The sash went up ; and eheltering
herself as best she could from the damp
wind, the excited girl sat down to
wait.

She waited long, Everything but
the gale seemed to have passed by.
Syme flashes there were, indeed, but
not what Effie wanted. She felt herself
growing chilled and her eagerness
gave place to disappolntment. At last
she rose to put down thesash, and in
that moment the thing she hoped for
came. In one long, rattling crash
the heavens opened from zanith to
horizon, and a blinding splendor
filled the night. The trembling fin-
gers snatched the cover from iae ieus,
and while her heart seemed almost to
stand setiil, Effie counted one, two,
thrae, and the picture was taken.

Then she put down the window and
crept back to bed, happy, but chilled
to the bone.

When Mrs, Taral came in the next
morning Effie was stiil in bed.

“ Why, little girl, not up yet,"” said
the mother cheerily.

Effie turned towards her with flushed
cheeks and glassy eyes.

* 0, mother,” she panted, pressing
her hand to her eide, ** I've got such—
such a pain here.”

Mrs, Taral had not been well the
night before, and faliing asleep late
had slept through the storm. Charg-
ing herself now with neglect, she sent
in haste for a physiclan.

Dr. Strorrs confirmed her fears.
Effie had pneumonia, and for days
after Mrs. Taral watched by her child
with an anxiety in which was little

hope

In the delirium to which she quickly
passed, Effio soon revealed the cause of
her sickness and as her mother listened
to the whispered babble about taking
pictures, she keenly regretted the day
when the camera came into the house.
She did not hear the whole truth, how-
ever, until Effie was out of danger ;
and when she did hear it, the face
looking up to hers was so penitent and
pale that her only comment was to
stoop down and kiss it.

“T'll give it up now, mother,” Effie
sald at last. **You can put the cam-
era away just as it is. But mother,”
with a pathetic little emile, *‘ that pic-
ture would have been just splendid !"

At last Effie was apparently as well
as ever, but her mother doubted if she
were quite the merry girl she had
been. There was in her at times a
listlessvess unlike her old mood, and
Mrs. Taral was constantly devising
new means for the child's diversion,
often, as she feared, with little succees

Oae afternoon there had been an
unusually merry party in Effia’s room,
A new scheme was afoot, and Mrs,
Taral as she entered the room was ap-
pealed to at once.

‘0, Mrs. Taral,” said Catherine
Branch, ‘* won't you help us persuade
Effis? We want to elect her president
of our new Camera Club, and she tays
she can't accept.”

Effie looked up, blushing. ‘I tried
to tell them why, mother,"” she said,
earnestly, ‘‘ but they won't listen.”

“I'm afrald Effis {s too young for
such an honor, " satd Mrs. Taral, strok-
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nor was it any the less & neat that its !

and somebody in Now York has offered
e prize, & hundred dollars, for the best
photograph by an amateur. We want
Effia to try for it with that plcture of
the butler.”

“(, but I've got a better one than
that,” Effia cried. * No, I haven'y,”
she added in suddeu confusion. “‘That
is — 1 — mother, tell them about it,
please.”

Her mother did tell them, then, the
story of the last picture, and what it
had cost.

Mrs, Taral was much disturbed that
this subject should have come up again
However, she did not see that it affected
Effia's epirits. Iudeed, ehe seemed
rather brighter than usual for the rest
of the day. Bat that night when the
mother went into her daughter’s room
ghe found Effia’s cheeks wet and one
big tear still trembling on the closed
eyelid. For an hour, afterward Mrs.
Tarsl sat in the dark, thinking.

When Effie awoke next morning her
mother came and sat on the eide of the
bed.

‘¢ Effia, dear,” she eaid, ‘I want you
to get out your camera again.”

*t Why, mother ?" gald Effie, aston-
ished.

i Yes,” sald Mrs. Taral, * we must
pave no more little girls crying them-
gelves to sleep.”

Effie's only reply was a warm em-
brace ; but that day her mother beard
her singing again for the first time
since toe storm.

That same day Mrs. Taral was called
on for her opinion of the first printed
proof of the pight-plcture.

She was & wise mother, and cautions
of any over-praise ; but she saw at
once that Effie had got & striking pic-
ture. The flash of lightning had been
both vivid and prolonged, and the
great white river running down thsa
gkiee, even in the sober tones of the
photograph, seemed almoest ablaze.

Mrs. Taral’s praise wag warm.

I think you might enter this for
the prize the girls were talking about,”
ghe said at last,

« Thera's & blot in it,” sald Effie,
taking the print, “bdbutl think I can
take that out of the plate.”

“ Yon mean the blur there on the
back of that building ?” asked Mrs.
Taral.

“ Yes'm."

¢ I poticed that,” said Mrs. Taral,
* but you had much better let it alone.
You might spoil the plate, and you'l
never get another like it.”

Effie took her mother’s advise. The
photograph was sent off with the blot
still in it, and was printed by-and by,
along with others, in the paper that had
offered the prize

Nothing more was heard of the pict-
ures for a month. Then a reporter's
card was brought up one afternoon, as
the mother and daughter sat together.

“Mr. John O'Hara," read Mrs. Taral.
¢ A reporter ? Why, Mary, what in
the world ?"

Ordinarlly Mrs. Taral would have
excused herself ; but now, curious 1o
know what a reporter could want with
Effie, she went down at once.

It was a tall youth who rose to meet
her, with a manly, open face and a
color that came and went like a girl's.
His clothes were threadbare and his
face thin and careworn in spite of ite
youth.

« I've been looking for you a long
time, ma'am,” sald he,  or, atieast,
for Miss Effie Taral, and I'am very
glad to find you at last.”

The sentence was a little confused,
but there was no doubt about hi 8 joy.
His face was beaming.

¢ Indeed ?” eaid Mrs. Taral. ‘“‘My
daughter is only filteen years old, and
an invalid, and I am curious to know
why you should have been looking for
her.”

The young man seemed surprised,
but he auswered promptly, ** Well,
ma’am, I have been looking for her all
the way from here to New York. I
haven'’t done much elge for a month,
and I think I have good reason for it.”

“ And what can that be?" asked
Mrs. Taral, surprised in turn.

« [ have been accused of burglary,”
was the unexpected reply, ‘‘and only
Miss Effie Taral can prove me innocent.

Mrs. Taral, startled, half rose from
her seat. The lad's face turned crim-
son, but he stood up very straight,
and his blue eyes did not blench.

It was rather a long story ; but when
it was done Mrs. Taral left Mr. O'Hara
in the parlor and went up to Effie,
locking both pleased and perplexed.

‘' My dear, could you see this young
man a little while ?" ghe asked.

¢ Yes, mother, if you would like me
to,” sald Effie. * But what does he
want to see me for ?"

“ Mary, echow Mr. O'Hara up,” said
Mrs. Taral to the maid. And then to
Effie : * It's a strange story, child.
This young man says he is the blot in
your picture.”

“ Yes, that's the building,” said Jack
O'Hara, when Mrs, Taral bronght him
to the window. ‘‘ And there's the
pipe. Let mo bring your chair up,”
he said to Effie, and gently wheeled her
chair to the window.

‘* You see the pipe, don't you ?" said
he, * that gutter pipe there on the back
of that building ?"

0, yes,” sald Effis, * Well,
now, look at this, please.” He took
from his pocket the paper that had
printed Effie's photograph. He pro-
duced also a reading glass, and hand-
ing both to Efle, asked her to look at

the b on the wall in the picture.

s

Bls face lightivg up.  *‘ I'm glad
saw it 80 quickly. Now maybe I
make somebody believe [ came d
that pipe.”

It was & good deal to belleve,
pipe was an ordinary tin gutter p
and it ran down a sheer brick ciif
gtories high, Aud yet, thers wa
photograph. Some one had bee:
the pipe, certainly, and he could ¥
ly have been climbing up it.”

Jack told hlg story then fox
gecond time that day, and now
minutely than before. He had o
gympstheti listener if Effie’s face
to be trusted

He had lately come up from
tucky to be & reporter ; and gol
this building, yet unfiniched, t
with the workmen about an impet
strike, had climbed upon the roof
the view. The trap door fell t
hind him, It was latein the afte
and when the workmen were le:
for the day, one of them, seein
door down, bolted it.

Jack knew nothing of this.
view of the city from the roof was
the best he had seen, and it too
longer thau he thought to get
thing of it into his note-book.
he started down, the door was f2

He called. There was no a
He stamped upon the door. But
stoutly made, and fitted down
with the roof, and Jack's utmost
could neither budge nor break i
was trapped, and there was D

for it.

“‘Why didn’t you call to s0
down !n the street ?" asked Mrs.

1 did, ma'am,” sald Jack
tried it first at the back of the
but the-wind was blowing in m
and it wae of no use to call dowr
Thaen I crawled out to the front

“ Crawled ?” sald Effie,

i Yes, Ihsadto Yousee, t
golng to have a roof garden uj
and the roof i8 lald in tiles.
smooth as the top of thet table
and just as I was about to look
edge, the wind took rue by th
and for a second, I—I—thougl
gone.”

His face changed in spite
Oat of all that night's expe
that one swift spasm of ter
scarred itself most deeply in b
ory.

He had stayed on the roof
great discomfort, until after m
Then came the storm.

The wind, already high, ha
ly become a great gale, swee
exposed and slippery roof fron
front with terrible power. T
no shelter, nothing even to
The narrow flues on the sl
offered no protection, even
could have reached them, H
on his face, clinging desperat:
wet tiles ; but the increasi
pushed him backward until it
& matter of a few moments
ghould ba blown from the roo

Then he thought of the gut
back of the house. He he
early in tpe eveniug that it r
reach of a window a short
in the wall, If he could n
glip down to that window,
kick the sash in and so eschr

But would the pipe bear hi
Heo did not know. It wss &
chance. Bat it was the only
he would take it

When the next lull camo
to the edge of the roof and
over until the upper pari ¢
rested on the eaves, whil
clasped the pipe. Then,
great gust, the boy glippe
edge with a hasty prayer,
ing the pipe with both hard
began the perilous descent.

Perilous, aye, even dc
might have beon &t anoibe
wasnot 50 now. The wind,
peceme his friend ; &n
against the wall with fresh
beid the boy a8 with une
till that frail pipe became
road to safety, and Jack
feet once more on the eartl

¢ If the wind had only b
he declared, ‘it would hav
The trouble came  wher
dropped. It dropped jue
about to kick in the wir
slipped down past it, and
of that came that long t
That scared me !"

But while the athletic y
uoderestimated his perfa
thought it enough for
What followed aroused |
tion and disgust not a
yet it was what followed, '

a later discovery, that h
find Miss Effie Taral.

As he waa leaving
which his prison abu
rushed around the corne
knocked him down. Jac
ly grappled wita him, W
dropping a tuundle he ©
away and ran up the alle
jnstant & policeman W
Jack by the arm.

The reporter's indlgi
were vain. His captor
and Jack was taken t0
house, slong with the pr
There the bundle was fo
a kit of burglar's tools,
Kentuckian, in whose m
was of all crimes the
locked up on & charge o

However, Jack's ass
Times cffice had bestirr
and had him released
there the matter stood.

In the meantime h
place on the paper and
another, when one ¢
thing as it was, and nc
told it) as he listlesely
of an iilustrated paper
he came on Effia’s picetu
recognize it, but that
streak through the skie

was the Baroness de Lo
been lady in walting t
Lamballe, the intimate f
Antolnette. The prine
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