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The enemy plarted the mint in fts
bed of chipped ice. “The sagacity that
Taswell Skaggs displayed in erecting
an fce plant and cold storage house
here is equaled only by John Wyck-
holme’s foresightedness in maintain-
ing a contemporaneous mint bed. I

imagine that you, gentlemen. are hop-
ing to prove the old codgers insane.
Between the three of us, and man to
man, how can you have the heart to
propose anything so unkind when we
look, as we now do, upon the result of

thelr extreme soundness of mind?
« Hore's how!™

Selim passed the straws, and the
thrce men took a long and simultane-
Jous “pull” at the refreshing julep. Mt
€aunders felt. something melt as he
drew the subsequent long and satisfy-
ing breath. It was the outer rim of
his cautious reserve,

“l think we'll take you up om that
proposition to trade mint for ciga-
rettes™ said Mr. Britt. “Mr. Browne,
my client, for one, will sanction the
deal. How about your client, Baun-

ders?

“I can't say as to Lady Deppingham,
but I'm quite sure his lordship will
make no objection.”

about the ravines in search of rubies
he’ll get an unmanageable bullet in

six!

And all this time the islanders toiled
as they bad tolled for years. They
reckoned in years, while the strangers
cast up time’s account in weeks and
called them years. Each day the
brown men worked in the mines piling
gems into the vaults with a resolute-
ness that never faltered.

From London came disquieting news
for all sides to the controversy. The
struggle promised to be drawn out for
years, perhaps. The lonely legatees,
marooned in the far south sea, began
to realize that even after they had
spent their six months of probation
they would still have months, even
years, of waiting before they could
touch the fortune they laid claim to.
The islanders also were vaguely awake
to the fact that everything might be
tied up for years despite the provi-
sions of the will. A restless, stubborn
feeling of alarm spread among them.
This feeling gradu«!ly developed itself
into bitter resentment. Hatred for the
people who were causing this delay
was growing deeper and fiercer.

Their counselor, the complacent ene-
my, held himself aloof from the men
and women that his charges were
fighting. He met the two lawyers
often, but nothing passed between
them that could have been regarded as
the slightest breach of trust. He
lived like a rajah in his shady bunga-
low, surrounded by the luxuries of one
to whom all things are brought indi-
visible. If he had any longing for the
soclety of women of his own race and
kind, he carefully concealed it. His
indifference to the subtle though un-
mistakable appeals of the two gentle-
women in the chateau was irritating
in the extreme. When he deliberately,
though politely, declined their invita-
tion to tea one afternoon their humilia-
tion knew no bounds.

Lady Deppingham and Mrs, Browne
should not be misunderstood by the
reader. They loved their husbands—
I am quite sure of that—but they were
tired of seeing no one else, tired of
talking to no one else. Moreover, in
support of this one sided assertion,
they experienced from time to time
the most melancholy attacks of jeal-
ousy. If Mrs, Browne in plain despair
went off for a day’s ride with Lord
Deppingham, that gentleman’s wife
was sick with jealousy. If Lady Ag-
nes strolled in the moonlit gardens
with Mr. Browne, the former Miss

.overthrow at the hands of the Ameri-

mark.
“By Jove!” said Deppingham, start-
ing up with a look of horror in his

eyes, dd compreh i! rushing
down upon him. “I wonder if they
think I am you, Browne! Horrible!”

The enemy’s office hours were from 3
to 5 in the afternoon. Twice a week

Miss Pelham came down from the cha-

|
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teau in a gayly bedecked jinrikisha to
sit opposite to him in his stuffy corner
of the banking house, his desk between
them, her notebook trembling with
propinquity. Mr. Britt generously
lent the pert lady to the enemy im
exchange for what he catalogued as
“happy days.”

Miss Pelham made it a point to look
as fascinating as possible on the occa-
sion of these interesting trips into the
enemy's territory.

The enemy, doing his duty by his
clients with a determination that
seemed incontestable, was the last to
realize. that an intrigue was shaping
itself to combat his endeavors. Von
Blitz, openly his friend and ally, de-
spite their sad encounter, was the
thorn which pricked the natives into
a state of uneasiness and doubt as to
their agent’s sincerity.

They began to believe that no good
could come out of the daily meetings
of the three lawyers.

It was Von Blitz who told the lead-
ing men of the island that their wives
—the Persians, the Circassians, the
Egyptians and the Turkish houris—
were in love with the fall stranger.
It was he who advised them to ob-
serve the aetions, to study the moods
of their women.

The German knew the condition of
affairs in his own household. His

can had cost him more than physical
ignominy; his wives openly expressed
an admiration for their champion.
Every eye in Japat was upon him;
every hand was turning against him.

It was Miss Pelham who finally took
it upon herself to warn the lonely
American. The look of surprise and
disgust that came into his face brought
her up sharply.

“Miss Pelham,” he said coldly, “will
you be kind enough to carry my con-
dolences to the ladies at court and
say that I recommend reading as an
antidote for the poison which idleness
produces. Neither my home nor my
barroom is open to ladies. If you don't
mind we'll go on with this report.”

«BEAVER FLOUR?” is the unfailing friend
of the housewife. It saves her the trouble of
keeping two kinds of flour—one for bread and
another for pastry. Being a perfect blend
of Manitoba Spring wheat and Ontario Fall

wheat, it gives to

read the rich, nutritious

properties of the former and the light_cr
qualities of the latter, making a large white
loaf of delicate texture and exquisite flavor.

Pastry, biscuits and cakes, made with

BEAVER FLOUR cannot be excelled.

Ask your Grocer for it today.
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Date of Boston could scarcely control
ber emotions. They shed many tears
of anguish over the faithlessness of

Miss Pelham flushed and looked very
uncomfortable.
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pose of one or both of the heirs if they
could do it without danger to their in-
terests. What could be more simpie,
Mr. Saunders, than the death of Lady
Deppingham if her horse should stum-
ble and precipitate her to the bottom
of one of those deep ravines? She
wouldn’t be alive to tell how it really
happened.”

"My word!” was all that Saunders
could say, forgetting his julep in con-
templation of the catastrophe.

“He's right,” sald Britt promptly.
“I'll keep my own client on the straight
and public path. He’s llable to tip

over too."

| servants.

“No, excellency, the ship is not due
to arrive for two weeks.”

“Ah, but, Selim, you forget that I
am expecting a letter from Von Blitz’s
wives. They promised to let me know
how soon he is able to resume work at
the mines.”

“I hear you polished him off neatly,”
said Britt, with a grin,

“Just the rough edges, Mr. Britt. He
is now a gem of purest ray serene.
By the way, I hope you'll not take my
mild suggestions amiss.”

“There’s nothing 1 object to except
your power to call strikes among our
That seems to me to be
rather high handed,” sald Britt good

to Saunders from time to time when
despair overcame confidence.

“I've got a ripping idea,” Saunders
said one day.

“Let's have it. You've always got
'em. Why not divide with me?’

“Can’t do it just yet. I've been look-
ing up a little matter. T'll spring it
soon.”

“How long have you been working
on the idea?”

“Nearly four months”
ders, yawning.

“Gad, this climate is enervating!”
was Britt's caustic comment. .

Saunders was heels over head in love
with Miss Pelham at this time, so it

said Saun-

mind that the night before he had
seen 2 man skulking in the vicinity of
the bungalow.

“I just thought I'd tell you,” mur-
mured Miss Pelham nervously. *“I—
we don't want to see you get inte
trouble—none of us’™

2 mos. 10c.

“Thank you.” After a long pause
he went on, lowering his voice: *“Miss

e rseansnars | Practical Horseshoeing

It may interest you to know that I
had decided to resign next month and
go home. I'm a living man, and a liv-
ing man objects to a living death. But
I've changed my mind. I'll stick my
time out. I've got three months longer

We have in stock the largest assortment of horses

in Newcastle—2j5 different styles to choose from.
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partners for life are in the habit of
gambling like fury up there.”

“Gambling 7’ said Britt., “What rot!”

“The servants say that they play
bridge every night for vast piles of
rubies and turn the wheel daily for
sapphires uncountable. Oh, I get it
straight.”

“Why, man, it's all a joke, They use
gun wads and elmply play that they
are rubles”

“My word,” sald Saunders, “there
isn't a ruby or sapphire in the party.”

“That’s all right,” said the enemy,
standing before them with a bunch of
mint in one hand and the bowl of ice
in the other, “Every man in Japat
thinks that your people are gambling
with jewels that belong to the corpo-
ration. They think there’s something
crooked, d'ye see? My advice to you
is. Stop that sort of joking.”

“By Jove) sald Saunders, taking a
straw and at the same time staring in
open mouthed wonder at-the tall host,
“you appall me! It's most extraordi-
nary.”

“T'his 1s all offered In a kindly spir-
it, you understand,” said the magnani-
mous enemy. “We might as well live
comfortably as to die unseasonably
bhere. Another little suggestion, Mr.
Saunders. Please tell Lord Depping-
Wil that ¥ Fe pessists in snooping
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and we've got a deadly half year ahead
of us. What say?”

For answer the two lawyers arose
and shook hands with the excellent
enemy. When they started for the
chateau at 7 o'clock, each with six
mint juleps about his person, they
were too mellow for analysis. The en-
emy, who had drunk but little, took
an arm of each and piloted them stur
dily through the town.

CHAPTER X.

THE SLOUGH OF TRANQUILLITY,
REE months stole by with tan-
talizing slowness. The autumn
passed on into winter without
a change of expression in the

benign face of nature. Christmas day
was as bhot as if it bad come in mid-
summer; the natives were as naked,
the trees as fully elad. The six months
were passing away In spite of them-
selves. Ten weeks were left before
the worn but determined heirs could
cast off their bonds and rush away to
other climes. It mattered little whether
they went away rich or poor. They
were to go! Go! That was the rich-
est thing the future held out to them.

True, they rode and played and swam
and romped without restraint, but be-
nsath all of thelr abandon there lurked
the ever present pathos of the jall, the
asylum, the detention ward.

Not until the end of January was
there a sign of revolt against the ever
growing, insidlous condition of melan-
choly. As they turned into the last
third of their exile they found heart
rejoice in the thought that release

g

grams and letters. It was noticed that
her ladyship had several hundred let-
ters, many bearing crests or coats of
arms.

At last she came to a letter of many’

pages covered with a scrawl that look-
ed preposterously fashionable. Lady
Agnes gave a sudden shriek and, leap-
ing to her feet, performed a dance that
set her husband and Bobby Browne to
gasping.

“She's coming!” she cried ecstatical-
ly, repeating herself a dozen times.

“Who's coming, Aggy?' roared her
husband for the sixth time.

“The princess! Deppy, I'm going to
squeeze you! I must squeeze some-
body! Isn’t it glorious? Now—now—
now life will be worth living in this
beastly place.”

Her dearest friend, the princess, had
written to say that she was coming to
spend a month with her.

“In her uncle’s yacht, Deppy—the big
one that came to Cowes last year, don't
you know? Of course you do. Don’t
look so dazed. He's'crulsing for a
couple of months and is to set her
down here until the yacht returns from
Borneo and the Philippines. She says
she hopes it will be guiet here. Quiet!
Bhe hopes it will be quiet!” |

“1/say, Depplagham, you can take
ber out walking and pick up & crown-
ful of fresh rubles every day or so,”
sald Browne.

“Hapg |t all, Blowne, I'm afraid to
pluck a violet thees days. Every time
I over I feel that somebody's
golng to take a shot at me. I wonder
why the beggars select me to shoot at.
Thej've not always popping away at

end of March—elght weeks off!

was coming nearer and pearer. The

Boon

there would be but seven weeks, then
—

you, Browne, . Why s 1t?"

“It's all right so long as they don't
kill you,” wus Browne's consoling re-
-

So please rest easy on my account.”

The next morning the town bustled
with a new excitement. A trim, beau-
tiful yacht, flying strange eplors,
steamed into the little harbor of Ara-
tat. Every one knew that the yacht
brought the princess who was to visit
her ladyship.

The enemy came down from his ban-
galow, attracted by the unusual and in.
spiring spectacle of a ship at anchor.
A line of anxiety marked his brow.
Two figures had watched his windows
all night long, sinister shadows that al
ways met his eye when it penetrated
the gloom of the moonlit forest.

Lord and Lady Deppingham were on
the pler before him. Excitement and
Joy lllumined her face. Her eyes were
sparkling with anticipation. He could
almost see that she trembled in her
eagerness. He came quite close to
them befove they saw him. Rxhilars/
tion no doubt was responsible for the
very agreeable smile of recognition
that she bestowed upon him. The en-
emy could do no less than go to them
with bis pleasantest acknowledgment,

His rugged face relaxed futo & moes ||

clients without so much as a sign of
recognition, coolly Indifferent to the

(Continued on page 7)
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