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) Synopsis of Previous Chapter.

After the tragic death of Johm Amesbury,
bis prostrated wife, one of America’s greatest
beauties dies. At her death Prof. stilliter, an
agent of the it the
three-year-old baby girl and brings her up
in a paradise where she sees mo man, but
thinks she is taught by angels, who instruct
her for her mission to reform the world. At
the age of elghteen she is suddenly thrust
into the world where agents of the interests
are ready to pretend to find her. By‘.n acel-
dent the hero sees her first and hides with
bher in the Adirondacks.

INSTALLMENT IL

“So you are the little boy who is trying to
find the little Amesbury girl,” said Barclay.

Tommy Barclay had never been in such a
magnificent room. The walls were lined al-
most to the cellings with books in leather
bindings; there was a wonderful mantel-
plece of Caen stone, in which a life-size
Adam and Eve stood on either side of a very
fat apple tree ard llstened to the eloguent
address of a very fat serpent. There was a
table of some dark, dully shiny wood in the
centre of the room, and hers and there
glowed Chinese porcelains that any self-re-
specting museum would have committed a
crime to obtain There were a thousand
things to have drawn the attention of a
gharp-eyed small boy, but Tommy never took
his eyes from Mr. Barclay's eiea. This
pleased the great man, who disliked people
who showed fear or inattention.

“Sit down,” he said.

Tomnry almost disappeared into a leather
arm chair that smelled vaguely of very ex-
pensive cigars.

“You were very fond of her, weren't you?'

“Yes sir,” said Tommy. “Can you tell me
where she has gone?”’

Barclay did not answer at once. * 1 under-
stand,” he sald, “that you, too, have lost both
your parents?’

“I live with my Aunt Sallie,” said Tommy.

“ls she married?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And_has boys and girls of her own?*

“"1 understand that your aunt and uncle
are not as rich as they might be, and that
it is asking a good deal of them to take
care of even one extra mouth. Now, I have
2 great big house and servants and good
things to eat, and the only thing I haven't
got {s a little boy or girl of my own. How
would you like to pay me a visit, and, If we
find that we like each other, to llve with
me as my son

“] should like,” sald Tommy naively, “to
pay you a visit.”

Barclay laughed heartily. ‘“You shall,” he

said, “and you won't have to tell your aunt
about it, because I have arranged all that
You won't even have to change your

pame as it {s the same as mine

“We thought perhaps you would be willing
to come, and so she has packed up all your
things and sent them here.” He touched a
bell on the great table in front of him, and
almost instantly, and without any noise
whatsoever, a man servant appeared in the

room.

“Show Hhrclay to his room,” said Bar-
clay, and, with a pleasant nod to Tommy, 1
dine at half-past seven,” he said.

Tommy lingered a moment. “You haven't
told me,” he sald, “where she has gone.”

Barclay rose and laid his hand almost
caressingly on the boy's shoulder. “Tommy,”
he said, “your little girl has gone to heaven.”

It was a very sad little boy who bathed
and dressed himself in an Eton sult, a little
too small for him, and went down to half-
past seven dinner, but he wasn't so sad as he
might have been, for he was too young not
to be excited and elated by his new sur-
rounding. He not only had a bedroom as
big as a cottage, but a dresslng room and
bathroom. The former covered Wwith the
thickest and softest of rugs; the latter all

lass and white tiles and silver plate. While
ﬁe was bathing the valet laid out his clothes
for him, coat and trousers over one chalr,

nderclothes and socks on another chair, and
necktie and handkerchiefs on the dressing
table, and here also was the nickel-plated
watch that he carried and the few dimes,
pickels and pennies that he had had in the
clothes he had taken off;

fairly long plece of fish line. half a

licorice and a rusty pocket knife. In a very

small glass of water was a boutonniere, con-
three green leaves
and a twist of sllver paper.

His first dinner in the great house was a
little trying: the room was 80 big and he was
80 smaﬁ. He would hear a little boy say
something, and realize suddenly tha it was
he himself who had spoken. The butler, with
two footmen to assist him, served them, and
of these three exceptionally tall and impos-
4{ng men Tommy was in not a 1little awe.
host, however, although he had none of his
own, seemed to understand small boys thor-
time in his

ughly. It is possible that some
l‘;f hZ may have been a small bo{ himself.
not patronize Tommy to talk down to

did
i‘l:n. He treated him in an offhand, matter-
just is if Tommy had been his
equal, 8o if the room had been & 1little smaller

d

it would seem to

place as big as a wulun% room

station and to sleep in a

eontained a half a dozen other small boys.
When dinner was over Tommy sat on and

ete nuts,
smoked a cigar.

Tl ‘iitele 1% aad Jonely with

feel & e sad an nely

miliarity of everything, and that he should
have one dream after another.
But they were all about the little Amesbury
rl.

“He had been told that she had gone to
eaven, and it was of her in heaven that he
reamed. ‘He had never read Dante or Mil-
n, and the ideas that he had about heaven

were not very elaborate. He had picked them
p here and there from people with very

ﬁme imagination.
The heaven that he dreamed about wasn't
very big place. There was np part of It
deed that could not have be: contained
arch of a theatre. If he derived
bis ideas of it from anything that he had
peally seen, it was from a comlic opera, in
which there had been acrobatic men in green
hts and spangles, great arches painted to
g'ok as if they were made of gold incrusted
jewels, lovely winged maidens In
faphanous Wwhite clothes, who, suspended
om the walst by long wires, flap) utter-
wings and appeared to fly. 'he heaven

OI which he had dreamed was like this,

with many other things mixed in. There was a

. there was at least one red In-

treets paved

1d_and silver

There were
Right out

street he saw the
in a little wooden

giving 8

n
le Amesbury girl, sitting
a little wooden table and

a fairy no bigger than {our
n

he saw her robed in white,
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playing most enviably upon a golden harp,
and then she was playing in a garden and
had her lap all full of jewels, and when she
was tired of these she simply got up and
they all fell to the ground in a wonderful
bright shower, and she simply left them
there, and then he saw her in a sort of a
celestial schoolroom. The blackboard had a
wonderful carved and gilded frame, just like
the Van Dyke portrait over the mantel in
Mr. Barclay's dining room. The little Ames-

bury girl had a silver desk and a gold ink-

stand and a pen made of ivory, and when she
got tired of writing she simply let go of the
pen-handle and it went on writing all by it-
self. There was no word in English or in all
the languages spoken in heaven which that
pen couldn't spell. It never got hairs in it
and it never inked anybody’s thumb and fore-
finger. The school teacher was the most
beautiful and charming angel imaginable
The plece of
chalk she drew with did not squeak, and she
smiled so beautifully that you simply couldn't
help understanding what she was driving at.
a beautiful man. The upper
aven. She made a cross in

in a bright, sweet voice:
is where we are, Celestia; that fis

“That
where we are having our lessons.”

dle part of the map was the earth;
most New York City and woods.
way off at the left, looked like a bullfrog;
Germany and Austria looked like two eagles,
back to back; France was a little ?lr\ n s
striped petticoat; sitting on a very high stool
and beating a drum; the whole was sur-
rounded with a great broad blue sash of
ocean, in which all sorts of ships seemed to
move, 8o cleverly had the angel school
teacher drawn them, or such was the magic
of her chalk on the blackboard. To repre-
sent what was underneath the earth she
used a plece of ruby-colored chalk, and
sometimes when she made a particularly
broad line a little smoke appeared to rise
from it.

This dream went away, and Tomm( saw
the little Amesbury girl once more in the
garden playing with the jewels. Suddenly
she rose and threw all the jewels impa-
tlently aside, and then she ran iInto the
house and looked under her pillow and, low
and behold! there she found the very doll
that Tommy had given her, and then she
looked so happy and contented that Tommy,
even in his sleep, knew that when he waked
he wouldn't be as sad about her as he had
heen.

.8he was in the schoolroom. The ma
which the teacher had drawn in red chal
had grown so big that you could no longer
see the other maps at all, and it was blood
red and smoking. It looked less and less like
a map, and more and more like a face. It
had horns and pointed ears, but these melted
off, and it began to develop two enormous
eyes with coal-black rims. galcre the thing
really looked like anybody that he had ever
seen Tommy knew that in the very next
crumb of time it was going to look exactly
like Professor Stilliter.

He knew that he must knock its glasses
off or perish. He struck at them with all his
might, and his hand passed through them, as
if they had been made of smoke.

Then he waked ur, and, with as loud a
scream as any healthy-minded and badly
frightened small ever succeeded in
screaming.

Mr. Barclay couldn't help being fond of
Tommy, but in some ways Tommy proved an
awful disappointment to him.

Adopted into and brought up to be an aris-
tocrat of wealth, he had no interest in money
except to spend it. I don't mean that he was
especially wasteful or especially extrava-
gant, but only that he took no interest in
how the money had been gathered or how it
could be made to work. He was much more
interested in horses and boats and dogs and
shooting than in any of his ;{atron'n finan-
cial affalrs. He went to boarding school and

boy

played on the football team and the hockey
He took prizes
except

team and the baseball team.
in everything that he engaged In,
studies. It was the same with him at col-
lege. He spent half of his

making friends for himself. When he grad-
uated, Mr. Barclay tried to teach him bank-
railroadin
at once. Mr.

the idea that it is best to begin at the bot-

tom and work up. He believed in beginning
at the top. Tommy did his very best to make
He attended long-drawn-out directors
meetings and he racked his brains to under-
He travelled
all over the country to inspect this property
and that, and once he almost got Into touch
at least he found amusement
he was sworn
in as a special deputy in a time of coal

good.
stand what they were all about.

with flnance;

in one aspect of it. In short,

trouble and helped to put down a strike.

Mr. Barclay did not expect too much of
what little he
But he
was very fond of him and tried to make the
Tommy spent all his leisure
time playing polo or tennis or dashing off on
hunting trips. and some fourteen or fifteen
years after this story opens he became very

Tommy, and soon saw that
did expect he was not likely to get.

best of him.

much interested in Miss Mary Blackstone.

He hadn't forgotten the little Amesbury
He never would forget her, but what
is the use of a little girl who lives in heaven

girl.

to a young man who doesn‘t?
Tommy often dreamed about her still.

saints and angels became more and
ace scene in a_comic opera

But Mary Blackstone did not live

butter wouldn't melt her

ton, L. L
boxwood, and

with his d!
to count them.

taste for figures, was never a

that there were two hundred_ These,
ifn which he spent man

Blackstone family as Tommy’'s room.

Mary Blackstone rode horses, played ten-
nis and swam in the surf as well as a strong
Tommy never knew
whether she was more attractive in athletic
elothes or when, as she expressed it, she was
Every
phase of her appearance charmed him. Un-
and every-
thing else about her charmed a good many

and courageous boy.

dressed to look like a real lady.

fortunately, these same phases

other mei
)i

else she was in no
didn’t
other
well, Carlton Fitch, for instance.

Carlton Fitch was Mr. Barclay’'s nephew,

urry to say

and in some ways was a great favorite of
He took so much interest 1n“§|l-

at
you might have thought that he expected to
not only a
eat many corpora-

uncle's banks, railroads, mines, etc,

own them some day.

He was
nominal director of a

tions, but a very real director in the affairs
of half a dozen of the more important. He
never neglected work for play. Some ple

admired

T D -

time winning
trophies for his college and the other half

and a few other trifles all
arclay had not patience with

As
he grew older she grew older, and the heaven
in which she lived and was educated by the
most scientific and philosophical of all the
more
sophisticated and less and less like the pal-

in
heaven, did not wear a halo, did not string
a golden harp or sit around and look as if
mouth. She
lived in & low white house near Southamp-

It had gardens full of gigantic
it had so many fluted columns
to hold u? its veranda roofs that Tomrg{_

8 {.]

Some people sald the house
had a hundred rooms in it; other geoplohuld

ow -
ever, did not affect Tommy. He was on the
most charming and intimate terms with her
father, and there was one southwest room
and many a week-
end, and which was always known to the

n.
e llked Tommy better than anybody
s0. She
want to cut herself off from all the
oung men, whom she liked almost as

m tremgpdously; otherg sald they

UL T T

wouldn't trust him around the corner with
a five-cent ple

Outwardly, he and Tommy were always
friendly and polite_to each other, even after
they had become open rivals for Ma
Blackstone's approval, but inwardly, eac
had a certain contempt for the other, and, in
addition to this, Cariton Fitch was jealous
of Tommy, for he had expected to inherit
almost the whole of Mr. Barclay's monof.
and since Tommy’'s adoption it looked as 0
he was going to inherit very little of it in-
deed. He would be rich, anyway, but he was
very greedy for power.

Mentally, they were poles apart. Tommy,
though he loved to spend money, Was given
to asking foolish questions about the ways
and prerogatives of capital. He couldn’t
understand why the majority of people in
this world have to be poor and dirty and
unhappy. Why the real producer should
have such a small share in what he pro-

He did not go into these questions

ly. but just enough to be something
of a soc t at heart and to feel a certain
contempt for people to whom the collecting
of money was the most important thing in
the world. Perhaps he only took u social-
istic ideas in order to amuse himself at the
exrenne of those who maintain opposite the-
ories, for he didn’t go into anything, except
games, very seriously or very ;thoroughly.
He did feel very strongly, however, that in
a world containing so many able minds it

s gif

“Don't be afrald,” sald Tommy.

was a shame that so much foverty and mis-
ery should be allowed to exist.

“You couldn't live in a house that
dirty attic and a filthy cellar and t
lous rats behind the walnscoting,” he once

said to Barclay. “How then can you 1y n
a city, nine-tenths of it full of dirt, misery
and disease?’ To which Barclay had an-
swered: “In my own house I am the master.

But in the K‘lt{, if I wanted to clean it up,
lhe&’wouldn'( et me.”

“Who wouldn't?

“Why, the very ﬂogle who make it d
Understand, Tommy, that in this coun
man who is willing to work, oh, not
eight hours a day, but as hard as he
and will live on less than he earns, cill be
clean and rich. It's a small price to pay
Some pay it. I pald it. Others would lix
to pay it, but still others won’t let them It
isn’t the rich who keep the poor down Tt's
the poor who band together to keep eacl
other down and to pull the rich down on (op
of them, if they can.”

But Tommy was not altogether convincc 1,
and he loved to argue. When he got ar
ing he got carried away and often =suid
things which he didn't mean, but W
troubled Mr. Barclay deeply.

Mr. Barclay was supposed to be the coolest
calculator of possibilities in America A
matter of fact, he was a man who owed !
greatest success to impulse. But in the case
of Tommy Barclay, whom he had adopted, 20!
after careful deliberation and calculation,
but upon impulse, it looked as if he w
golng to be disappointed.

He had planned in complete detall a splen-
did destiny for Tommy. The boy was to be

iirty.
any
X or

car

one of the world's greatest names 1
powers; {ts richest man. o the millions
that he was to inherit from Barclay,

Blackstone millions were to be added by
marriage hy, in case it had ever developed
that government by the people is a failure
when that government should at least <
lapse, as in his heart Barclay thought a
hoped that it would, Tommy Barclay mig
aspire to be—anything, a dictator, a king
or a long time Barclay kept on hopini
against hope, and attributed Tommy's fu
ures and wrong-headed principles
youth and high spirits. Then one day
appeared an interview which Tommy
given to a reporter, between the chuckers
of a polo game, and Barclay threw up I§
hands. R

Talkin with the wild carelessness of
youth, Tommy had given it as his opinion
that in the great coal mine strike in Western
Pennsylvania, then at its height, the miners
were really fighting for their existence, and
that the owners were oppressing them.

To Barclay such opinions uttered by
adopted son amounted to treason. And
had the impulse to abandon all those hope
which he had entertained for the boy's fu
ture, and he had abandoned them.

First he sent for his nephew, Carlton
Fitch. To this one he made no elaboralc
explanation of his changed attitude Ha
said, “Carlton, I want to see you married
and settled down. You are said to be in lov:
with Mary Blackstone.”

light seemed to glitter in Fitch's eyes

“Im afrald her father doesn’'t like me,
uncle,” he sald, “and ther: is someone whorm
I think she likes more"

ht

“Tomm
Fitch nodded, and Barclay smiled grimly.
“T will take csre of lackstone and

Tommy,” he sald. “you take eare of the girl."”

Then he sent for Tommy. ‘“Tommy,” he
said, “I'm very fond of you and you have
been a bitter disappointment to me.”

“I know it,” said Tommy. “I can’'t help it
I'm made tha. way, but I'm awfully sorry”

“The bulk of my property,” said Barclay
“will havs to go to some one with more re-
spect fof property.”

“Yes sir, T see that’

“Bii you will always have plenty.”

“T .nk you, sir.”
“P, t's because I'm fond of you, and be-
causd it is only just.’”

“E. 'n If you are disappointed in ma_,“ sald

Tomn . “please don't stop liking me.

» was something very wistful and
manl, bout the boy, and Barclay was more
deeply :oved than he cared to admit.

“T st 11 always be fond of you, Tommy,”
he said

Ten ninutes later the great man wrote
a few . rect dictatorial sentences on a sheet
of note paper, and sent them by a speclal
messengor to Mary Blackstone's father.

T T U AL LT

Senator Blackstone, a man with a large
mouth, hook-nosed face and white side
whiskers, frowned heavily after reading Bar-
clay’s note; frowned heavily, heavily paced
the floor of his library, gave vent to de-
flant mutterings, and then suddenly collapsed
into a deep chair, as if very tired, and read
the note again:

Dear Blackstone:

Don't by any chance allow your daugh-
ter to throw herself away on my adopted
son. She belongs to the aristocracy of
wealth. That aristocracy may one day
become a nobility. Mary is fitted to
wear the purple and to share the throne
of the world’s greatest empire. The
world in which we live is pregnant with
great events. And the weak will go
under. Destroy this.

Yours in haste.
Barclay.

Mary Blackstone sat for a very long time
staring into space. She didn’t want to give
up Tommy. he didn't want to give up all
those wonderful possibilities that her father
had talked about so solemnly after exactin
from her a solemn promise of secrecy. Couls
it be true that the old order of things, a
president catering to this vote and that, a
congress continually throwing obstacles in
the way of enterprise and efficiency, was to
¢hange all of a sudden? Her father said so
The people would begin to clamor for effi-
ciency ifn high places instead of buffoonery,
for trained men Instead of demagogues.
They would clamor to be hot flotsam
o and jetsam in a sea of politics and in-

0 competence, but integral parts of such
a machine as the Standard Oil or the
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thing she'll find that I'm the one that's not
at home.”

Like many other rich men, Barclay owned
a hunting preserve in the Adirondacks. and
seldom went near it. But the five granite
mountains surrounded by dense forests
thickly sgrinkled with lakes was one of
Tommy's favorite stamping grounds. It
wasn’t so much that he enjoyed killing anl-
mals or seeing how many fish he could catch
as that once in a while he liked to be alone,
and to keep alive and comfortable by his

own exertions.

The preserve was real wilderness. One
dirt road led from the railroad station at
Four Corners to the main camp at the head
of the biggest lake, but otherwise the region
boasted only a few narrow tralls And you
had to make your way from one landmark to
another as best you could. And either you
had to take plenty of condensed food in tins
or trust to your skifl with rod and rifle to
keep you from going hungry.

Tommy would leave the train at Four
Corners, hire a team, and get himself put
down somewhere along the road leading to
the main camp. He would then choose a
direction almost at random, walk until he was
tired. bullt a low lean-to shelter, have sup-
per or not, according to luck, make a work-

anlike fire to keep his feet warm, curl up
?r‘x his bilanket and pass a luxurious night
Waking at daylight, bruised, sore, cold, and
for some reason known only to those who
love the woods, perfectly happy and con-
tented.

Tommy reached in under the

rain of blows, and disarmed Stilliter.
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times wandered long distances from theim
favorite ledges in search of food and water,
and a good woodsman like Tommy preferred
that they should do their hunting in peace.

“Just like a man who would bring cauli-
flower into the woods to camp in snake coun-
try.” he thought; “wonder if I can pick one
up with these glasses.”

He focussed his glasses on the base of the
cliff and amused himself for some time in
trying to discern a snake. But either the
distance was too great or there was none
in evidence, and he was about to give up
when suddenly a man walked casually into
the fleld of his vislon—and out of it.

“Well, I'm jiggered,” said Tommy. I
haven't found a snakg. but I've found the
next best thing. Now what the devil is Prot
Stilliter doing in this part of the world?”

Again he lifted the glasses and again saw
the professor. He appeared to U2 polishing
something on the sleeve of his Norfolk jacket.
Now and then the something flashed bril-
liantly in the sunlight. It might have been a
pocket mirror, or a great diamond. What-
ever it was, Professor Stilliter presently
dropped it into his pocket, forced his way
into a dense clump of bushes at the very
base of the cliff and disappeared.

But Tommy was not to investigate those
bushes at the foot of the cliff. He was
within a quarter of a mile of them, walking
swiftly and quietly along an old lumber trafl,
when suddenly his quick ear caught a sound
of footsteps and at the same moment his
quick eyes caught a glimpse of something
white that moved. He stepped quickly inte
a thicket of alders, crouched low and to all
intents and purposes was blotted out of ex-
istence.

Along the trail, his heavy baby face
streaming with sweat, came Professor Still-
iter leading by the hand a slim and lovely
girl who carried her head like a princess.
She was dressed in a white garment that fell
in unbroken folds from her shoulders to her
. llke a Roman toga. On her bare feet
on her bare head a
circlet of gold in which jewels flashed. Her
mouth had an expression of celestial gentle-
ness and smoothness, but her eyes, half
shielded by their lids and lashes, wers with-
out expression She seemed to Tommy like
a girl, not of this earth, walking in her sleep.
He had never seen a face so beautiful, so
sweet or so touchingly innocent

Having passed Tommy's hiding place, Pro-
fessor Stilliter turned from the trall and led
the heavenly vision to a sort of natural seat
that overlooked a quiet pool from which
Tommy had often taken trout

She sat reflected in the pool, and looking
straight ahead of her, and not seeing—if
you know what I mean Professor Stilliter
had let go her hand and was tiptoeing off,
abandoning her apparently, but when he had
gone a little way he turned and made curious
passes in the air with his hands, and spoke
suddenly in voice of command, the one
word, “Wake

Expression and light came into the great
eyes, and she looked about her with a kind
of startled delight. Tommy for some reason
or other was trembling from head to foot

A stick cracked. She turned her head
toward the sound, but Professor Stilliter had

made good his tiptoed retreat. He was no
longer in sight
Steel Trust, with some one at the head of His kit on these trips consisted of a blan- Then Tommy, still trembling with wonder
it that would see to the comfort, cleanliness ket, a frying pan, a kettle, a change of under- and excitement, rose from his hidin lace
E P

and eMclency of everyone of those in- clothes, a very light 22-calibre rifle, a 4- and walked slowly toward her. Their eyes
tegral parts. Instead of taxes to pay the oz fly rod, a compass, a pibe, tobacco, and met, and the vision smiled the sweetest, most
people would clamor for dividends to spend, a few other odds and ends, such as matches witching smile, a 1 the gentlest and
Pna thev would get them. Her father said and salt and a pair of field glasses, and an richest volce that Tommy had ever heard
£0. Oxford book of verse asked him an a:tonishing question

™ - One night a few days after Mary Black- Are you man?

They have ground down the Trusts, stone had treated him so cavalierly, Tommy Why sald Tommy.

he sald, “only to find that they have  .amped on high ground by the headwaters Then,” ehe sald, “this must be the earth*

ground themselves down at the same  of a brook ‘Of course,” he said, “you know that as

time Just back of his shelter of balsam boughs well as I do’

“Now jultm is swinging the other & knob of granite stood up clear above the 1 wasn't sure’ she said, “until you told
= Tew e Rl um l& swinging the Oiber eurrounding forest. Tommy always called It me,  Tou see I've just eome from heaven.”
R oy have loat | WHAE is the mext step? thie hub ibscanee it s almost the exact Oh, my Lord,” faid Tommy mad
Greater trusts? Yes, but bevond that, stag- centre of the great ring, traced roughly by as a hatter. How terrible! And she
acins belief, a trust of trusts. A Ciust {n the five mountalns, and afforded glorious looks sane.”

RO Sinds will ba all the trusts of busi- Yiews of them and of the low country, lakes, I'm Celestia,” resumed the vision, “and
8 hola contlnent, and whose stock- Lorest andl EWamp that intervened. It was I've come Heaien to make people het-
D s Mhmil b the inhabitants of that con- Tommyg favorite camping ground.  He ter and_| r. I'm to bhegin with New
tinent. Poverty and degradation will cease would sit for hours on the top of the hub. York. Where i York?®
tohexint The head of that trust may be )Jﬂs lv;fs hanging over into space gazing and i 5:011;\0]".-,1 abo her as if she expected
D 8 ident, dictator, per- dreaming o find it somew! mong the trees
f}*’;‘;:dh;‘1‘?‘111”“_:.“;.3i‘l,g'ﬁf’,‘“;" y distatar, BER- 6u" Gie partionlar night In gpestion he (1 ls w loug sty fnem heee " sald Tommy
powers who belleve in this coming change climbed the hub after a fine supper of trout “Then I ought art at once. Will you
have such a man in their e eE Wil het and ruffled grouse, filled a pipe and show me the wa 1se?
be the first king; he is very young, but he watched the day fade and the stars come out ‘Why, yes, of < se.”
Sl be the second.. After him, he? Why, What he enjoyed most was the Sense of Then Professor stilliter came back on the
T n of his bofy, tralned from birth to fll solitude; civilization, of course, was within TUf
that great position. And you, my dear, if reasonable reach in any direction, bu What the devil are you doing here? he
& ¥ : e € Taommy did not feel as if it was. He felt as exclaimed. “Now don't get angry, old chap.
you wished, might be that son's mother, and i¢ there wasn't another human being within This is one of n - patients and®
weardg d(adhcm e T ang hundreds of miles There were men at the ,ifm 1ot ang aHdd fronuny,  aud don t
And so she sat staring into space An main cam - o o n la cha
a 1p. only fifteen miles away, but he Then Professor S sank h voice t
7 . . E ) rofessc SRt is voice to
for the firat time in her life she found that protested that there weren't, and that he was a whisper. 'Her I e Bali s 15 A%
ambltion s %“'0"‘*"‘rd'*;i““ the mere wish t0 y 1o heart of a vast unexplored country eXceedingly critical condition. Now you just
SRINC wnd, haws 5 BOO r\nelx 5 Huns which no other white man had ever visited. foisiit bho tpset ,and leave her to me. She

Suddenly, with an excite augh, she Presently the moon began to rise, and Morne condition of her Hind” sald Tomm

caught up a great plece of gorgeous ancient " ; 2 = He 1 of nd,"” said mmy,
. that always made Tommy mournft and sen- appears to be fear of vou

church embrofdery that lay across the back (imental If he had been a dog he would Stilliter ~turned from him impatiently,

of a sofa, and dropped It skilifully so that pave thrown back his head and howled. Be- “Come Celestia, he said, “we'll go away

it hung from her shoulders to her feet like ing a young man he sighed, and began to  She shrank from his proffered hand

some royal robe; still laughing she darted {;agine that he and she (a romantic edition “Celestia,” said Tommy, “don't'you want ta

to one of those glass-topped tables in which o Mary Blackstone with better manners and SO ¥ M0y

things curious and rare ”e."“”‘ kept. From .45 worldliness), had come to this wilder- “Don't be afrald, then,” said Tommy, “vou

this she took a gold crown that had been p.eq to escape from the outside world and shan't”

taken from the grave of some old Egyptian ., .ye thelr home. What fun it would be! ;To;v:x}u\"ﬂ‘.' ‘ay:l'lsam S'Y.'.Zl’.er_ “‘you keep

queen—two gold snakes, their heads and How he would work to make her happy and (.‘kap:‘m 18 or you get into trouble. Come,

tails twisted together. And she put this omfortable! How easy it would be for She did not st

upon her head and went and stood in front {pem to get along forever without anybody In a flash Stilliter had drawn a polished

of a long mirror. Then she began to play- else to bother them. ("\"\Y.H fmt\ his pocket and was forcing the

act—to look very haughty and dignified or  Just then his head fell forward on his . ,1,?\‘{0,‘:,(,,,_(;“(1Al‘}“:«:)%:f;,:;; o

very graclous and condescending, to extend preast, and he dreamed that he smelt bofling Torimy simply stepped forward =—and

her hand and to bc;t kissed b‘y an)ru:,':nu;y caulifiower. It was a smell to which he was :'l‘l((l)(‘l{;f‘ll“l‘h»' ; v'n,\:dtu‘lpof:o’rx;msxlltiy:er‘e;\ hk\‘ndé

o ; ¢ earnest, half laugh- i 4 f upon h a howl o

courtiers; she was half in earn hi L3 particularly sensitive, and which he partic- rage and attacked him with a shower of

ing. ularly hated. He waked with an angry start, windmill blows Tommy was no longer a

She hea(;d a dsol’th footstep; lh;re'hwas 1r\n and the smell persisted. :m.‘rl‘ln boy, but an athlete, in the early

time to discard the crown an B oD His offended nostrils quivered as the nos- ' iy o8

= g A as - He retreated slowly, guarding himself, an
Blushing crimson, and feeling very rldicu- trils of a wild animal quiver at the smell of then, when he (hnuglf( !‘1( had grawn ;Ull?('v?-
lous, she turned and saw one of the footmen. 3n.  He was angry and disgusted And far enough from Celestia. he quietly reac hed

His wooden face showed no surprise at pjg feelings for the people who had not only 1[:1‘ ‘1‘;;'*(\'5: ‘r‘l',’.-r“r;«-v‘m‘rﬁe\;‘{.—(,):v:da‘nl:ios:sn;:}):db?‘xrr‘\‘
her eccentric costume; he did not even ap- jnvaded his solitude, but had brought a rimmed spectacles without G th arext
pear to see it. He carried a small silve" caylifiower, more than one possibly, into the psychologist was blind and helpless
lr:y'on which was a V;'Illle card. northern woods, were not fit to print. His “h\x‘tplrk:‘z?tm;:iil.: :[n;an‘ﬁ ;vrr?%% a:;x?.”'r:n;\'n.".

‘Who {s it, Bentadge? only satisfaction was that in the morning cha " i Sawcal

M 1 a " chance

r. Barclay, madam he would hunt them down and tell them He darted to the girl's side. *“Are you

Her impulse was to run to the great hall
But she
Then her eye roved once more,
and she caught a glimpse of herself in the

stair and call down to Tommy.

hesitated.

long mirror.
“Tell him,”
home.”

she sald,

Tommy, sure of his welcome, had been told
that Miss Blackstone was at home, and had
leisurely followed the footman upstairs to

the door of the little sitting room

When he heard her say coolly, even coldly,
“Tell him that I am not at home’” he felt
as If he had been struck between the eyes.
For she had
promised that she would be at home on that
particular afternoon, and now here she was

And then anger seized him.

saying that she wasn't.

Of course there was nothing that he could
And, ot course, he did

do but turn and go.
these things.

When he was in the open air he drew a

long brgath.

“I'll got out of this damned city,” he sald,
“and if she happens to want me for any-

“that I am not at

what he thought of them.

daybreak didn’'t wake him

He climbed to the top of the hub.

beings.

stack.

of one of the mountains.
the remains of it,
was rising would not be very difficult
took its bearings very carefully. It
directly between him and the
of three barren cliffs which formed
first upthrust of the mountain,

But he had a bad night, and when at last
he did get to sleep he slept so heavily that
By the time he
had washed and breakfasted, it was half past
seven, which 1s a shocking hour in the woods.
Field
glasses in hand he began to searck the whole
landscape far and near for traces of human
But the woods were so dense that
it was like looking for a needle in a hay-
What he hoped to see, and what he
dald presently see, was smoke, a pale ame-
thystine column of it rising near the base
To find the fire, or
from which that smoke

He
was
smallest
the
and as he
judged about half a mile this side of the cliff.
At the base of that cliff was a rattlesnake
den, and Tommy was in the habit of giving
it & pretty wide berth, for the snakes some-

afrald of me?
“No.

“Then come.”

He led her back to tne traii and along it.

Stilliter stood as if in the midst of black
night, groping with his hands, lest he dash
his face against a tree, listening and cursing
inaudible curs through his set teeth

“Why in hell,” he thought, “did 1 taxe the
trouble to bring an extra pair and then leave
them {n the tent?”

Then fear overcame him, and he began to
shout for help

Tt was Tommy who answered the appeal.

“Listen,” called Tommy. “and don't make
such a noise. If you can find the place where.
Celestia was sitting you'll ind your glasses.
If not, I'll come back in a day or two and
find them for you. You won't starve—not
at your size.”

Tommy laughed
turned to Celestia.

“Now let's beat it.” he said, and he hur-
rieg her along the trail. “We'ii just make
a safe offing and then we'll decide how and
where to go next. You're not exactly dressed
for roughing it. That white thing wouldn't
keep a fire warm. Hope you're warmly
dressed underneath.”

“Underneath,” sald Celestia, panting and
without grammar, “there is on'ly me.”

(To be continued)

llke a schoolboy, and

\



