
Everywoman's World for July, 1918 5

"MLAYC
By JEFFERY FARNOL

Iliustrated by T. V. McCARTHY
(copyright. I .g.t 'Ne.pprService, N- Xok)

0 I presently turned and rowed back-S u pstream, not a little perturbed in
S Ym md as to the outcome of the

adventure.
"Not a word, mmnd!" 1 cautioned

as I cauglit sigbt of a certain dainty
figure watcbing our approacli frorn
the shade of ber parasol. The Imp
nodded, sigbed, and sheathed bis
cutlasq.

"Welll" said Lisbeth, as we glided up to the
-water-stairs; '«I1 onder wbat mischief you bave
been after togetheri>" "We bave been fioating
upon a river of dreams " I answered, rising and
lifting my bat; "we Îbave likewise discoursed of
many, tbings. In the wurds of the immortal Carroll:-

... 0f shoes, and sbips, and sealing wax, and cabbages,
and-"'

" Pirates! " burst eut the 1Imp.
"This dreami river of ours," I went on, quelling lim

witli a glance, "lias carried us to y ou, whicb is very
rigit. and proper. Dreain rivers always should, more
especiallywben you sit

"'M id sunsbine throned, and ail alune."'
" But I'm not aîl alune, Dîck."
"No; linm ere," said a voice, and

Dorothy appeared with ber sina il and
very fluffy kittea under bier arn as
tisual. "We are waiting for Mr. Sel-

wyyou know. We've waîted, oh!
a ong, long time, but lie basn't corne,

and Auntie says be's a beast, and-"
" Dorothy 1 ' exclaimed Lisbeth,

frowning.
" Yes, you did, Auntie," said Dore-

tby, nodding bier bead. " I heard y0o
when Luise ran up a teeand i ad
to coax ber back; and 1 bave a dlean
frocli on, too, and Louise wili be oh
so disajpointed 1" Here she lissed
the fluify kitten on the nose. "So
Iie is a beast; don't you tbink 80,
Uncle Dick? "

"Sucli delay isliigbly repreben-
sible," I nodded.

"ýI'miglad you've come, TJncle Dîclc,and so is Auntie. She vas baping-"
1'That will do, Dorothyl" Lisbeth

interrupted.
" I vonder what she was lioping?"

1I* lied.
?rou Bay another word, DorotbyI won t tell you any more about the

FAiry Prince," said Lisbetli.
4.Wliy then," I continuedeen

the threat bad the desired efect,
"eince Mr. Selwyn basn't turned up,
perhaps you vould care to-"t

-" Be a pirate? " put In the Tmp.
"To COMeê for a row with us?" i

corrected.
-"Aboard the good slip Black

Deatb," be vent on," with the skull
an' crusabenes at our pek."

"T1ank,$said Liati, "but
really, 1 don't think I ehould. Wbat
a horrible name!"

'Wliat's in a naine? a boat b>'
any other-" I misquoted. "If youlike, we'h cal k the Joful Hoee
bound for the Lnd o eart'lae
liglit. Lisbetli shook bier hea4, but
1 fancied the dimple peeped at me
for a moment.

"Itvwould be a ity to disap..
point Louise," 1 saidreachmn u
to stroke the flif ldktten. gU)

"Yes," cried Dorothy, "do Jet'$
gAuntie."
"For the sale of Louise," I urged

and held out my armnt er. Lis-
beth vas standing on the top stair,
and I on the lover, in exactly the
samne attitude as I liad beheld in My
vision. 1I aavlier foot corne slowlyý
toward me and stop again;, ber red
lips quivered into a smile, and 10
there vas the dimplel Dorothî>, w
it too-c-hildren are wonderf ufly quick
ini such matters-and *pahtah
vas ensconced in the boat, Louise in
lier lap, and there vas notbing left for Lisbetli but te
follov.

The bnp vent forward to leep a "looekeut," andfindng a length of isbing line, announced bis intention
of l'heaving the lead,"

Ihave upon several occasions riddea vith Lisbetl-
sl i a good horse-voman-frequently danced witli ner,

but neyer before had 1 been with hier in a boat. Theinovelty Of it vas therefore decidedly pleasin, he more
se as slie sat s50cdose that by f urtively reachig out afoot I could just touch the hem o!fler drss

"1Uncle Dick," said Dorotliy, lookig up at me vith
ber big grey, eyes, "where is the Land of Heart's De..
liglt?'"

"lt lies beyond the River of Dreams," I answered.
'Is it far nwy?'

"I'mi afraid it is, Dorothy>."
"Oh !-and bard te get te? "

s'yes; thougli it depends aItogetbecr upon vho is
at the heln. "

p New Readert Begin Here
s.>ix montlis' res pile is demanded by ÀAunt A gotla before DÛ

y Brent shalideciare bis love for Ltsbelli. Aunt A gatha, meai
Nwhite, exiles the girl Io Fane Court in the hope of weddi?liber la Horace Selwyn. a ridher man. Dick follows. mee0 I Lisbetli and vins the goodwill of lier small nepliew, the I1»

P I Through thie machinations of the Imp lie becomes entangl
S ini an altercation wîth Mr. Selwyn, coming off with fiyir
I colors. Later, Mr. Selwyn fails Io keep his engagementj
S1 take Lisbeth upon the water andisj supplanted by DicJ

Lisbeth very slowly began to tie a knot in the
rudder-line.

"Well, Auntie's steering now. Could she get us there?"
"Ves, she could get us there, if she would."

"Ob!" crîed Dorotby, "do--do steer for the Land
of Heart's Deliglit, Auntîe Lisbetb; it sounds so pretty,
and I'm sure Louise would like it ever so mucli."

But Lisbeth only Iaugbed, and tied another knot in
the rudder-line.

"The Land of Heart's Delighlt" repeated Dorothy.

ht of a cSltndainty figure ,atching aur approacl, fr.,,,e.hade m

"It sounds rather Eire Auntie's tale of the Fairy Prince.
Hie naie vas Truebeart."

"And vliat vas Prince Truelieart likce? " I inquired.,
"Fine! " broke in the Imp. " He used te figlit dragons,
ouknov."
"And he lived in a palace of ciystal,", oontinuedDortliy, 44and lie vas se good and kind that the birds

used temnake friendsvwith lin!"
"An' lie vore gold armer, an' a big feather in bis

helmnet!" supplemented tbe Tmp.
"And of course lie loved the beautif id princess," I

ended.
"Yes" nodded Dorothy, "but boy did yen know

there vas a beautiful princese?"
"Uncle Dick Inows everything, of course," returned

thie Imp sententîously. " Do you think the beautiful
princess loved the Prince, Dorotby? " I ndoed, glancing
et Lisbeth's nver-ted face. prsn lirmui

"Well, " ansvered Doroth>', usn he mottlioughtfully, "I1 don't knev, Undle Dick; you see,
Auntie basn't got te that yet, but everybody laves

somebody sometime, you know. Betty-she's
our cook, you know-Betty says ail nice tales
end up in marrying and living happy ever after."

ick "Not a doubt of it," said Il restinglIon my
of- ars. "What do you think, Lisbeth?" She

tng leaned back and regarded me demurely beneath
pets ber long lashes for a moment.

n ',"1 think," she answered, <that it would be
'I. much nicer if you would go on rowing."

ng "One more question," I said. "Teli me, has
10t this Prince Trueheart got a moustache?"
ck. "Like Mr. Selwyn?" cried the Imp;, "shouldthink flot. The prince was a fine chap, an'

used to kilI dra< ons, you know."
"Ah! l'mi glai of that," I murmured, passing

my finýers across my shaven upper lip; "very glad
indeed.' Lisbeth laughed, but 1 saw ber color deepen
and she looked away.

"Oh, it must be lovely to kil! a dragon!" sighed the
Tmp.

Now, as lie spoke, chancing to look round, I saw
in the distance a man in a boat, who rowed most
lustily-and the man wore a Panama.

Hereupon, taking a freali grip upon my long sculls,
1 began to row-to row, indeed, as I had flot dune for

msny a year, with a long, steady
stroke that made the skiff fairly leap.

W HO dues not know that feeling
1Vof exhlaration as the blades

grip the water and the gentle lapping
at the bow swells into a gurgling
song? The memorable time when 1
had "stroked" Cambridge to victury
was nothing to this. Then it was but
empty glory that hung in the balance
wbile now-1

et I settled my feet more firmly,
and lengthenini my struke, pulled
wjth a will. Lsbeth sat up, and
I saw ber fingers tigliten upon the
rudder-lines.

"You asked me tu row yuu know,"
1 said in response to bier look.

r Yo-bu!"Ilroared Scarlet Sam in the
gruffest of nautical tunes. IlBy the
deep nine, an' tbe wind's a-lee, so
heave, My marinersalal-O!"I

At first we began to gain consider-
ably upon our pursuer, but presently
1 saw him turn bis bead, saw the
Panama tosed aside as Mr. Selwyn
settled down to real business-and
the struggle began.

Very soon, probably owing to the
fixedness of my' gaze, or my un-
remitting exertion, or both, Lisbeth
seemed to become aware of the
situation, and turned to look over
ber shoulder. I set my teetb as 1
waited to meet ber indignant look,
for I bad determined to continue
tbe struggle, corne what miglit. But
wben at last she did confront me ber
eyes were shining, bier cbeeks were
flushed and there actually was-tlie

"S'ýitestîil, children," sbe said, and
that was aIl; but for one moment
ber eyes looked into mine.

The oId ri'(er bad witnessed many
a bard-fought race in its time, but
neyer was there one more botly
contested tban this. Neyer was the
song of the water more pleasant to
my ear neyer was the spring and
bend ot the long sculls more grate-
fui,' as tbe banks swept by faster and
faster. No pirate straining every inch
of canvas te escape well-merited
capture, ne smuggler fleeing for some
sheltered cave, with the revenue cut-
ter close astern, ever experienced a

kener exctement tban did we.
'The Imp was in a perfect ecstasy

of deliglit; even Dorothy forgot bier
belovedLouise fortJf time, while
Lisbeth leaned -toward î1me, the tiller-
lines over lier slieulders, lier lips

>f hui. paraol parted and a liglit ini ber eyes I liad
neyer seen there before. And yetSelwyn hung fast in our rear. Iflie was deficient in asensé of bumor, becould certainly row.

IHe vas an Oxford Blue, "said Lisbetb speaking ai-
most in a whisper, "land lie bas an empty u !I

I longed to kiss the point of lier little tan slioe ortlieliem of lier dress for those impulsive words, andtried to tell!lber so witb my eyes-breatb was tooprecious Just then. Wbetber she understood or flot1 won'tbe sure, but I fancy she did from the way lier
lashes drooped.

"Oh, my eyes!" bellowed Scarlet Sam; "keep bier teit, quartermaster, an'. take a turn at the mizzp-n-shrouds!"I
Wben 1 again glanced at our pursuer I saw thatlie vas gainmng. Yes, there could be no mistake; slowly

but surely, try as I would, the distance between us les-
sened and lessened, until lie vas so near tlit1 coulddiscern the very partiag of bis back bair. Sol perforce,
bowing to the inevitabl,1 ceased mny exertions, con-tendîng myself with a long, easy stroke. Thus by
the timne hne vas alongside, (CoWnud on page 38)


