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THIRD HAND HIGH

By DUFFIELD OSBORNE

HE gloom that enveloped Dray-
ton as he lay in his steamer chair

was not of the night alone nor of
the cloud of tobacco smoke that envel-
oped him. Eight bellshadtolled,andthe
good old Illyria plowed her way east-
ward through the billowing hills of the
Atlantic, staidly, steadily, inevitably,
as became a conservative Cunarder,
quite content that newer lines or even
degenerate Cunarders on northern and
more fashionable routes should hustle
their five and six day tourists through
their five and six days of undignified
roll and plunge and *‘git thar’ vibra-
tions of screws that would not stay
under water, as a well bred screw does.
All that concerned the Illyria was that
they should get there—ultimately, and,
curiously enough, this certainty lay
heavily upon Drayton’s soul. Already
they were eight days out. Four more,
and then the romance of his life would
be over.

He had always loved the peaceful
laziness of good, old-fashioned steam-
ers with big, livable staterooms and
without big, unlivable crowds, and his
slender artist’s purse was quite willing
to forego palm gardens and gymna-
siums and fancy prices. Now there
was no peace or comfort in comfortable
things.

Had the Illyria been a six-day ocean
leviathan, he might never have seen Con-
stance Trevor; or, at any rate, probably
not enough to know her for the only
woman he ever wanted to know. On the
other hand, had theirs only been a Latin
ship—and he fell to dreaming over his
dead pipe—why, they might have got
into some sort of trouble, and then
everybody would have lost his head

March, 1910--1

except himself, who, having lost only
his heart, would have fought off the
mob of swarthy little sailors and crazy
stokers till he got Constance a place
in a boat. Maybe they’d be picked up
a few days later, after he'd gone with-
out his rations and his coat so that
she’d be better cared for. Maybe they
wouldn’t. It didn’t really matter
much. Nothing mattered except get-
ting safely to Palermo, and old Uncle
Trevor and Mrs. Trevor and Constance
bidding him a friendly good-bye and
going off with that unspeakably rich
young McArdle of Pittsburg.

Perhaps Constance would express a
hope that they might meet somewhere
in Sicily. He felt pretty sure her uncle
and aunt and McArdle would express
no such hope, since the latter had all
too evidently been asked to become
one of their party expressly to marry
Constance, and since that young wom-
an had been inconsiderate enough to
spend at least half her time with the
impecunious New York artist.

Well, there was no use lying on deck
all night. He got up and shook the
pleasant dreams and grim realities out
with his rug. The sandwiches were
doubtless all gone by now and the
smoking room closed. Perhaps he'd
sleep, even if he had no right to. He
was sane enough yet to hope he would.

Penfield Drayton was past thirty.
He had worked hard for the last ten
years, in Paris and at home, and he
had worked because he loved it and
with no eye toward the material side
of his art. His wants were simple, or
had been until the coming of this great
new want, and they had been supplied
he hardly knew how. Some day he
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might be rich and famous, when riches
and fame would be only riches and
fame, because Constance would be Mrs.
McArdle. Drayton tossed in his berth,
and the dreams came again. Did she
want to be Mrs. McArdle? That was
the question. McArdle was rich with
all the wealth of his ironmonger father,
but Drayton doubted if the young man
had fallen heir as well to the simple,
rugged, illiterate manhood of the old
ex-furnace hand—except, perhaps, the
illiterate part. Young McArdle had
wasted his four years at Harvard, so
he’d heard, and had worse than wasted
some of the rest of his life. Still, he
was rich, and Mr. and Mrs. Trevor
liked him. Constance was nice to him,
as she was to everybody, but did she
love him? That she'd given so much
of her time to Drayton meant little.
Girls played off that way with men,
and the best of them were inexplicably
prone to give their hearts to the most
hopeless duffers. All he felt fairly sure
of was that the money wouldn’t in-
fluence her conclusively, and that, at
least, was a comfort.

Would it be perfectly square, though,
for him to play the game for all it was
worth—to ask her to share, instead, his
life with its present hard times and its
more than doubtful future? Could he,
loving her as he did, assume that his
best happiness would be hers? And
must he not place her happiness above
his own? These were questions that
drove him mad with their insistence.

Mrs. Van Santvoord always used to
say that Drayton thought too much;
that that was the only thing could ever
prevent his being a great artist; and
I'm generally disposed to believe what
she says, no matter how revolutionary
it sounds. I've learned to from ex-
perience. She maintains that the men
who succeed most nowadays—not al-
ways best, but most—are the men who
have something of the feminine in their
make-up; who don’t stop to balance
and analyze, but work their intuition
instead of their reason, see one thing
at a time and go and get it without
stopping to consider whether there’s
any reason why they shouldn’t. The

v

other fellow, who sees both sides, is apt
to be a little slow for a rapid, progress-
ive age, when most people don't have
time to think and can’t, anyhow, and
the mob appreciates none but the man
who is cocksure of himself and every-
thing else, and who just does and
thinks afterward—if at all—when 1t
can’t delay action. Even the fool
things he does don’t hurt him, because
he’s done so much else before it's found
out that folks’ attention is distracted.

1I

WaeN Drayton woke up—for he had
slept a little in spite of all—he saw the
morning cloudless and calm, as if cal-
lously unconscious that for him there
could be, at the best, but three more.
On deck, outside his window and above,
he could hear the tramp of conscien-
tious fellow passengers ‘“‘taking exer-
cise’’ before breakfast, and, tubbed and
dressed, he soon joined them.

Uncle Trevor happened to be
first he greeted. Uncle Trevor
usually inclined to be sociable and
friendly when Aunt Elvira was not
around. Heliked Drayton well enough
and did not bother much about Mrs.
Trevor’s opinion that the artist was in
the way, nor her intuition that it might
be troublesome to get him out. Mrs.
Trevor had set her heart on the Mc-
Ardle alliance, and Trevor’s heart was
his wife’s. Naturally, his niece would
do as her aunt wished, just as he and
everyone else did, even supposing there
were not several other good reasons, as
there were.

Therefore, he said *“ Good morning"’
pleasantly and let Drayton join him in
his tramp.

“Been to Sicily before, haven't
you?” he remarked, as they made the
circuit.

“Twice,” said Drayton.

“Stay there long?"

“Three months the first time and
five the second.”

““Must have found a good deal to in-
terest you."”

“It’s very paintable, and it interests

the
was
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me in all sorts of ways. When the
world is hustling so and every place is
trying its best to get like every other
place as soon as possible, I find it
rather a luxury to slip back into the
Middle Ages for a while.”

Trevor looked doubtful.

“I take it the Middle Ages weren’t
especially comfortable to live in,”’ he
said. ‘“Things rather higgledy-pig-
gledy and dirty and dangerous.”

*Oh, yes, if you look at it that way,”
smiled Drayton; ‘“but what I like is
the contrast. I find I appreciate my
morning tub and all the rest of civiliza-
tion lots more after I've had a few
months of the other thing.”

“Don’t know how I'll get along with-
out plenty of water and clean food,”
growled Trevor, drawing his brows to-
gether.

“Better keep out of the kitchens,”
said Drayton, laughing. ‘“As long as
you don't look you'll be all right.”

“No good hotels at all?”’ queried the
older man, with a sort of pathetic ap-
peal in his voice.

“Here and there and after a fashion,
in two or three of the big towns, but
they're spotty. You'll find electric
lights and no bathtub in one place, and
bully grub and all the room sweepings
under the bed in another. I don't
know one where it hangs together; but
the food is usually good.”

Trevor brightened perceptibly.

“Well, it's not my funeral,” he
said resignedly. ‘Constance has been
crazy for a year to go, and McArdle
took kindly to the notion—I suppose,
because it gives him a pretty good
chance to have Constance all to him-
self; and Mrs. Trevor—well, I don’'t
know why Mrs. Trevor agreed with
them. She’s pretty fond of her com-
fort, but she has her reasons for most
things—and they're generally good
ones.”’

The last words, Drayton thought,
came out a bit defiantly. He imagined
he knew why Mrs. Trevor was willing
to forego her comfort for a few weeks.
You can’'t gather in a millionaire
nephew-in-law without some sacrifices,
especially when you're cursed with a

niece who has foolish notions of her
own. In his chats with Miss Trevor,
allusions to McArdle had always been
quite incidental. He was “a friend
traveling with them—an especial friend
of her aunt’s”” Drayton had not
wasted time in wondering whether this
phrasing was a straight tip or a girl’s
regulation classing of an admired ad-
mirer as “‘a friend of the family.” He
knew enough to know he’d never know
any more until Time, in her gracious
fullness, should be pleased to enlighten
him. Frankly, he did not like Mec-
Ardle, but he was fair enough to real-
ize that he might be prejudiced in the
matter.

ITI

ANoTHER day had come and gone,
and Drayton noted its passing with
a sinking heart. He had seen little
of Miss Trevor, and had smoked
and pondered gloomily over what it
seemed wildly imaginative to call his
‘“chances.” She would be in Sicily for
three weeks, he understood. So would
he, and for more, but what good would
that do him? Sicily was a pretty big
place, and his pensions and little artist
hotels were not for such as the Trevors
and McArdle. First star in Baedeker
would be all too unpretentious for
them. Besides, he had an abiding con-
viction that Mrs. Trevor would see to
it that their points of contact were as
few as possible, and he cursed himself
because, early in the voyage, he had
so freely given them his itinerary.

Four bells struck. He had spent the
evening reading in the saloon, probably
because the deck and the stars would
have been much pleasanter. She was
on the deck, though, and so was
McArdle, their steamer chairs side by
side. Voices came to him from the
companion way above—a woman bid-
ding a man good night; and, with ears
preternaturally sharpened, he recog-
nized whose they were.

A moment later, she came down and,
book in hand, he met her at the door
of the saloon.

“Isn’t it rather early to turn in on a
night like this?" he asked.
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“You don't seem to appreciate it
much.”

Drayton looked embarrassed for an
instant. Then he said:

‘““One needs the best company to ap-
preciate the best nights, and it seems a
pity to spoil them by taking them at
anything but their best.”

“Very logical and very sophistical,
I'm afraid, Mr. Drayton,” she said,
shaking her head at him.

He saw the little blond locks curled
close about her temples by the sea air,
and blurted out:

** Anyhow, I didn’t care to see anyone
else getting more out of the night than
I could. The best way to go without
luxuries is not to see them—or think
of them.”

Her eyes opened wider.

“How narrow and selfish and—cow-
ardly! And I was wondering what
had become of you today and hoping
you’d come up and take the chair next
me.”

“With Mr. McArdle on the other
side?” He could not help saying it.

“Why not?” she asked innocently.
“Perhaps he'd have gone to the smok-
ing room in a little while.”

Drayton sprang to a quick resolve.
“Come back and give me a chance to
enjoy the evening a little,”” he pleaded.

“But how can I? I've just told him
I felt tired and was going to turn in.
What will he think to see me come
back with you?”’

He disposed of McArdle briefly under
his breath.

“There’s the after starboard boat—
pretty much in the shadow. Puton a
head wrap instead of your cap, and we
can roll our rugs around us and lie
on the canvas and look out at the
ocean.”

“What a conspirator you’d make!”
she laughed.

“Conspire with me, then.
had a bit good time today.”

She eyed him a moment, considering.

“Well,”” she said with much delib-
eration, "‘if you really have had such
a horrid day, it’s been mostly your own
fault, but I suppose that doesn’t make
it any better. T'll risk it for half an

I haven’t

hour. I warn you, though, if I'm
caught, my aunt will make it very
unpleasant.” )

“Oh, you won’t be caught,” said
Drayton gleefully. ‘‘She’ll think you're
up here with McArdle, and they won't
compare notes.”’

“T'm not so sure,” and, while she
left him to get the wrap that was also
to do duty as disguise, he found himself
construing her last remark.

It would not quite construe, though,
and, in a moment, she was back.
They dodged out together on the deck,
Drayton first, narrowly missed McArdle
as he was starting down for the smok-
ing room, and scurried off in safety to
the boat. There he arranged her com-
fortably on the springy canvas and
spread himself out alongside.

For a while they lay watching the
Mediterranean and the stars, each
dreaming or thinking—what dreams or
thoughts the other knew not. She
turned toward him abruptly:

“You don’t like Mr. McArdle.
not?”’ -

Drayton gathered his wits together
in the darkness.

‘““Really, I don’t know him,"” he said.
“We've only exchanged a few sen-
tences. His manners are all right. I
haven’t got any further.”

“Yes; but you don't like him,” she

Why

persisted. “I1 know you don’t, and I
want to know why. It isn’t just curi-
osity.”

“Well, if you really must know, I
think it’s because if he wasn’t here I
might see a little more of you.”

“Oh, please be serious.”

“I am. More serious than you can
believe. More serious than I ever
dreamed I could be. And I'm trying
to be fair to him, too, which isn’t easy.”

He could not see her face very well.
The wrap shadowed it, and she was
gazing straight out over the sea. At
last she said:

“I think you’ve done quite well, Mr.
Drayton, all things considered.”

“You've been very good to me,”’ he
said slowly; “but, den’t you know,
there are times when a man is unrea-
sonable. I've wanted all the time I
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had and all he had, too. In a day or
so it's he that will have it all.”

Again there was a pause, while he
still saw only her profile. Then she
looked him full in the face.

“I suppose you know my aunt wants
me to marry him.”

It was no news, but the frankness
of the statement hit him hard.

“Do you want to?’”’ he blurted out.

(13 NO.”

“Then don’t.”

“I'm afraid you don’t know Aunt
Elvira—and, besides, you haven’t given
me any reason why I shouldn’t.”

“You've given the best of all rea-
sons.”’

“But Aunt Elvira will insist on a
better. Other people’s mere wants
have never counted much in her life.”

Drayton half rose on his elbow and
squared himseif toward her.

“Will you marry me?’’ he said. “I
have next to nothing to give you ex-
cept a love that McArdle could never
feel, even for himself. I down’tlike him,
and that’s straight, but I'm not going
to run him down. I don't doubt he's
a good enough fellow in lots of ways
and that he'll treat you well. No one
could ever treat you badly, and he,
certainly, can give a hundred things
that women like you want and ought
to have. With me it’s always been
and always will be a fight for the de-
cent necessaries of life, and I'm a selfish
brute to ask you to fight beside me. I
can't help it, though. Will you?”

His words had poured out like the
rush of damned-up water suddenly
loosed. She had put out her hand to
him. Now she laid it gently on his
with a touch that carried with it a sense
of check.

“You must not talk that way,” she
said. “You haven't known me long
—don’t know me at all. I like you—
like you very much indeed—better than
any man I've met. If I loved you I
wouldn’t stop a moment for the ma-
terial side—and it's more material than
you think. I'd be happy in a tenement
house; but a woman must really love
—for that. Then it’s all right.”

She had drawn back her hand and

with set face he watched the ever ad-
vancing waves.

“You mustn't feel badly about it,”
she said. “I do like you better than
anyone. Isn’t that something?”’

“I'm afraid it's worse than nothing,
when a man wants more. I have more.
I have my love for you. I hadn’t the
least reason to imagine you cared, but
I'm glad you know that I do. I've
only given you what was yours, and
you shall do what you please with it
for all my life.”

“You are very generous,” she said,
but he shook his head, smiling, and
answered :

“No. You don’t understand. I'm
only honest, and all I give, I keep, to
make up for what you don’t give—
and for what you do. I've sometimes
wondered whether that Old Testament
story of the widow’s cruse was not
meant to symbolize love, giving sup-
port for the lives of all the household
and yet, in giving, always filled again
by God.”

Her voice seemed to tremble a little
when she spoke again:

“You are good to me. I may think
that, mayn't I? And—and, even if |
don'’t love you, I'm afraid I need you.
I'd feel very sad if I thought this was
the end. It isn't, is it? I shall see
you in Sicily, shall I not?”’

Drayton’s eyes flashed with gladness.
“I'll be near whenever you want me.
Not near enough for your aunt to
trouble you about it, but always in the
town where you are for as long as you
stay.”

“And you won't let me marry Mr.
McArdle?”

She was inscrutable again behind her
laughing mask, and Drayton felt at
once both depression and exultation
without knowing the wherefore of
either.

“Not if I have to dispose of him in
true mafioso fashion,” he said, falling
in with her mood. “One can do as
one pleases about such things in Sicily,
you know. There’s something else I
want to say, too. I'm not going to
give up. I've always thought it rather
shabby for a very poor man to try to

)
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make a girl care for him when she didn’t,
but, somehow, it looks different now.
I don’t think I'm strong enough to live
up to my principles, you see, and I'm
going to try to win you.”

“Iwish you could.” She rose quick-
ly from the boat. In an instant he
stood beside her on the deck and she
gave him her hand, frankly, in very
friendly fashion, and yet its warm pres-
sure seemed to carry to him an encour-
agement he had not felt before. Then
she drew it away.

“I'm going now. You must stay
here a few minutes. Aunt Elvira may
be waiting for me, and I don’t want to
make your task any harder.”

“I don’t care how hard it is.
going to win,” said he doggedly.

“You have my best wishes, sir,” and
she courtesied low. The next minute
he stood alone on the deck.

There are men who might easily have
thought she was playing with them,
but this never once crossed Drayton’s
mind. He knew she was not like that.
He had told her how much he cared,
and he felt that, behind all her badin-
age, there was something of earnest;
more hope, a thousand times, than
in her seriously spoken words. Very
thoughtfully he went to his stateroom.
1t was to be a fight, then, for the best
prize in the world. He could not solve
the puzzle of her feelings; perhaps she
did not know them herself. It had all
been very sudden and unexpected; but,
if she did not care for him, he knew
now she cared less for the other man,
and, somehow, way down in his inner
consciousness lay the certainty that
he had a chance.

I'm

v

WHAT bade fair to be the last day of
the voyage, for the ship was making
excellent time, dawned calm and cloud-
less. Drayton rose late. He did not
want to have to talk to old Trevor.
He did not want to talk to anyone.
After breakfast he saw Constance walk-
ing with McArdle, but this did not
trouble him, and he played chess with
the ship’s doctor. After luncheon, per-

haps, it would be different, but before
she came on deck, and as he lounged
over the rail, he was conscious of some-
one beside him and a voice said:

“The Captain tells us we’'ll land to-
morrow morning. Isn't it a pity, Mr.
Drayton, these delightful steamer ac-
quaintances that one makes only to
lose?”

Mrs. Trevor stood at his elbow and
Drayton wondered vaguely what she
wanted. She had been rather pleasant
to him the first two or three days out.
Then she had stiffened up more and
more, as his evident interest in her
niece had grown, and when McArdle
had had to fight for that young wom-
an’s society. Now she was all smiles,
more affable than ever. Was it only to
suggest to him that his acquaintance
with Constance was to end? If so, he
opined that Aunt Elvira, with all her
cleverness and habit of getting her own
way, was wrong for once.

“There's no place like a steamer for
setting things right between young
people,” she went on; “and this voyage
has taken a real weight from my
mind.”

Drayton was still all at sea—in both
senses, but he smiled pleasantly and
said:

“I'm glad to hear it, Mrs. Trevor;
but I'm afraid I don’t know just what

you mean.”’
“Oh!” She looked at him with sur-
prise. “I thought you knew about

my niece and Mr. McArdle.”

Drayton felt gritty and angry. It
seemed a pretty shallow trick for a
clever woman to play, one that spoke
poorly for her estimate of his intelli-
gence. Either he had made himself a
dangerous factor and knew too much
to be fooled so easily, or else he hadn’t,
and could be safely ignored. In either
case Aunt Elvira’s transparency might
have been left unlighted. His tone
may have voiced a little of his disgust.

“I presume I'm too much of a stran-
ger to you all to make my congratula-
tions worth while.”

Mrs. Trevor ignored the comment
and seemed to burst out as if with a
spontaneous confidence:
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* Of course Jack McArdle is the dear-
est kind of a dear boy, and I've always
been fond of him, but I've never been
quite sure that Constance was.”

Drayton smiled. There did not seem
to be anything else especial for him to
do, and Mrs. Trevor went on:

“You see—really I don't know why
I'm telling you all this. Isn’t it funny
how intimate people get on a steamer?
Somehow, I feel as if we had known
each other for ages. You are inter-
ested, aren’t you?” (He could assure
her on that point with absolute truth-
fulness.) “‘Mr. Trevor has always been
a very decided man, you know. Not
but that I recognize he’s generally right,
but I have sometimes thought he might
be a little more diplomatic. He knew
Mr. McArdle and Constance were just
made for each other, and, with him,
that settled it; but Constance is such a
queer girl, so independent, that he
might easily have set her against all his
ideas, and then I tremble to think of how
unpleasant it would certainly have been
for her. He’d have used his authority
as executor and guardian to the full.”

Drayton looked mildly interrogative,
but a glimmer of what was coming and
why began to light his mind.

“Do you think men should make
their wills so their children’s inheri-
tance depends on someone else’s ap-
proval of their marriage? 1 don’t,
generally speaking; but John Trevor,
Constance’s father, you know, had such
absolute confidence in William that
that’s just what he did. In this par-
ticular case I believe it was right, be-
cause girls are so erratic nowadays and
you can’t tell whom they may marry.
Constance only has about fifty thousand
dollars, but I don't believe she’d ever
have got a cent of it if she’d thrown
Jack McArdle over. Mr. Trevor would
never have approved of anyone else,
and Constance’s younger brother would
have got his money and hers, too, as the
will provided, because George is a dear,
and I know he'll always take his uncle’s
advice. You see, if one child is dis-
obedient the other gets the whole hun-
dred thousand dollars John Trevor left.
Isn’t it horrid?”

The highly inconsistent peroration
brought no smile, even to Drayton’s
eyes. He was filled with a resentment
that, for the moment, swamped both
his sense of humor and the pain that
must follow. The asininity of the late
John Trevor (even if he was Constance’s
father) touched him, but touched him
lightly. It was this woman’s fatuous
posing of poor old wife-ridden Uncle
William as the principal of her own
mercenary and ambitious scheming,
and it was her obvious motive in telling
the story to him, Penfield Drayton, that
stirred him to a rage he could scarcely
keep within polite bounds. What did
she care how patent and in how wretch-
ed form it all was? He was only an
artist, with a small and precarious in-
come, and his opinion of her weighed
nothing. The one thing in her mind
was to get the fact flatly before him,
and she had done it with feminine and
brutal simplicity. The only redeeming
feature of the performance was its
seeming to concede that his depriving
Constance of her inheritance would
clinch the impossibility of his suit, since
his own prospects could hardly hope
to make it up to her. This, at least,
inferred that he had in him a measure
of decency, and it never occurred to
him that, even there, he might have
flattered her, that she might have as-
sumed that a penniless Constance would
have fewer charms for him. Such a
viewpoint, as Mrs. Van Santvoord said
later, when we talked the whole affair
over, was a thing that evidenced most
clearly Drayton was a gentleman. He
could never imagine anyone would
think he wasn’t.

Mrs. Trevor had said what she had
to say and was silent, studying, doubt-
less, the effect of her coup. Drayton
was holding fast to face and speech
that she might discover nothing behind
the mask of his careless smile. Then,
her furtive scrutiny ended, she changed
the subject.

“You've beenin Sicily before, haven't
you, Mr. Drayton?”

“Twice,” he said. Trevor had asked
the same question, just as would every-
one else on a steamer who knew he had
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been—merely to make conversation.
Mrs. Trevor, however, followed the sub-
ject up on different lines from those
that had interested her husband.

“Tell me, is it quite safe there, with
all those horrid brigands one hears of?
I read a perfectly awful story once, by
Washington Irving; but that was long
ago, wasn't it? I can’t help feeling
nervous about such things.”

Drayton could not, for the life of
him, feel called upon to relieve her
anxiety. She was a woman, to be
sure, but there were limits to consid-
eration. Still, his words were all right
on the surface and strictly truthful
withal.

“I've never had any trouble, Mrs.
Trevor,” he said carelessly. ‘“‘They
don’t bother poor people, you know,
who don’t make any splurge.”

“But, really, are there any brigands
now? I'd been told—that is, I've
thought— Oh, Iwouldn’t have dreamed
of coming if I'd supposed there was
any danger!”

“I don’t suppose thereis. Of course
the Sicilians are a rather lawless lot—
the result of centuries of bad laws
harshly enforced and badly enforced
good ones. Those I've talked with
don’t seem to like to say much about
such things as organized brigandage.
There may be sporadic outbreaks in
some districts, but I know of no au-
thenticated instance of it for several
years. I think I wouldn't worry.
McArdle had better be careful he isn't
known for a Pittsburg steel king,
though.”

For his life he could not have with-
held that last shot. Also he frankly
hoped Mrs. Trevor would ignore his
wise advice not to worry, and it pleased
him to surmise that she probably would.
She walked away a moment laterwith
the words:

“Well, I think such places are per-
fectly horrid, and I wish I'd never con-
sented to our coming. We needn’t
stay any longer than we want to, thank
goodness!”’

She was not very agreeable com-
pany, he reflected, but, left alone, his
own reflections were worse. If his shot

had hit, hers had gone clean through,
and he did not doubt the truth of her
statement or that Trevor would do as
she dictated in the matter. The few
words Constance had dropped had car-
ried a suggestion that strong material
influences would be brought to bear in
McArdle’'s favor. How, then, was it
possible for him to urge a suit that
meant not only her sharing a poor
artist’s slender fortunes, but losing her
own patrimony into the bargain?

v

WrEN they docked the next day,
the inherent and disgustingly sordid
difficulties of the situation loomed quite
as large in Drayton’s vision. Con-
stance, too, had seemed to avoid him.
Perhaps he had not tried very hard
to be with her. How could he? And
he could hardly expect that she, igno-
rant of the knowledge that restrained
him, should force the note. In her
adieus, though, there was a gleam of
consolation.

“We shall spend a week in Palermo,
at the Hotel des Palmes,’’ she said, as
she gave him her hand. “You will
call, won’t vou?”’

Drayton could only trust himself to
thank her and say he would. Then he
surrendered his slender baggage to a
persistent cabman and was whirled
away toward his modest hostelry of
past Palermo days, the Pension Suisse.

Why it was called that, Drayton had
never been able to determine, except
because it was cheap and comfortable.
“ Pension Suisse "’ is pretty apt to mean
these things in Italy, but in this par-
ticular case the name seemed even less
nationally descriptive than usual. It
was Sicilian through and through, Sicil-
ian in ownership and service and table
and guests, and it occupied the ancient
Palazzo Monteleone, with its delightful
terrace and rich gardens, whose gigan-
tic pine trees looked down, for aught
one knows, upon the slayers and the
slain of the bloody “ Vespers.”

It was pleasant to be greeted by old
friends, and here they were so indeed,
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at least in the warmth of their greet-
ings. There were the pine trees that
nodded their great bushy heads and
said nothing. There was the slim,
black mustached Sicilian Count with
the cigarette stained fingers, and the
fat Roumanian Princess, who had both
lived here perhaps not quite so long as
the pine trees, but who said much
more; and, last but not least, there was
the spry, round, little Pietro, major-
domo, headwaiter and general facto-
tum of the establishment.

With how grand a manner, such asno
servitor of tourists’ hotels could ever
match, did Pietro’s huge candlestick
lead the way up the broad, dark stair
with its hand grip of heavy purple
cording festooned and tasseled! Be-
hind came Giuseppe, the facchino and
Annunziata, the cameriera, all bub-

bling with welcome. The signor Amer-
icano had not forgotten them! The
famous artist was glad to return? Did

he know that Luigia, the wife of the
portiere, had another bambino? And
that it was christened Vittoria? That
the padrona’s daughter was to be mar-
ried next month? That Pio, the lean,
black cat, had run away and they
feared—but he was in his big comfort-
able room now, with its windows look-
ing down on the garden, and these
warm-hearted, chattering children were
falling over each other to put things in
order for him. Under such conditions
even the most exemplary New Eng-
land housewife could not look too
closely at the dust in the corners or de-
mand an absolutely clean towel cover
for the rickety little table.

Dinner was such a function as greeted
that other homecoming of a prodigal
son, ounly the calf was kid, admirably
cooked, and the fish such as the Med-
iterranean gives and none but a Sicilian
chef can turn out. Pietro danced about,
urging repeated helpings of this dish
and that, and Drayton and the Count
and the Princess touched glasses brim-
ming with the Marsala that was ‘“on
the house” in honor of the ancient
guest’s return. Not till he had gone to
his room for the night and looked out
upon the moonlight and the pine

trees could pain find place again in
his heart.

Two days passed, days of mental
wrestlings, before he went to the Hotel
des Palmes and sent up his card. He
had decided definitely that he would
not go and he knew all the time that
he would. Probably she’d be off sight-
seeing that evening. The thought gave
him an excuse for going and deep anxi-
ety lest it should justify itself; but she
was at home and soon came down to
him in the salon.

“Oh, Mr. Drayton, how divine it all
is!”" she burst out, with what, he imag-
ined, was a nervous eagerness to take
the lead in the conversation and carry
it to harmless tourist topics. “I love
every bit of it: the air, the city, the
people. No wonder you come here so
often. We’ve been rushing every min-
ute of the time.”

“I'm glad you're not rushing now,”
said Drayton, but she led him back
again.

“I suppose you find lots of old
friends.”

“Yes,” he assented. rather wearily.
“They’re glad to see me at the pension;
but, then, you know, they get glad
pretty easily; just as they get sad or
angry or anything.”

For a moment the exchange of arti-
ficialities seemed to lag, and he watched
her with observing artist’s eyes, and
thought her less happy than her words
and manner tried to express.

‘“Are you really enjoying yourself?”
he asked.

‘e NO,”
“I feared not. Won’'t you tell me
why? I wish I could have taken you

around and shown you Palermo.”

““Oh, it isn’t that. Aunt Elvira has
been—well, she’'s been horrid. She
wants her way, and I suppose she’ll
have to have it, sooner or later. Why
didn’t you ask for her, too, when you
sent up your card?’’

“For several reasons,” said Drayton.
“In the first place, she didn't ask me.
tocall. Inthesecond, I didn't want to
see her, and, in the third, she and I are
at war and we might just as well recog-
nize the fact.”
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“But, don’t you see, it’s all used
against me? Logic and justice don’t
count, and perhaps you might see more
gf me if you made yourself useful to

er.”

Drayton shook his head. ‘“It’s &
outrance, and we both know it. She
wants to make you do what you don’t
want to. I'm not going to let her.”

“But you don’'t understand.”

“Yes, I do. She told me, and I've
been telling myself that I must not
trouble you. All the time I knew I
must, and I know it now most surely,
when you're unhappy. You need not
marry me, but you shan’t marry Mc-
Ardle if you don’t want to.”

She had heard him with quickly
changing expression. He saw the
flush of indignation when she realized
Mrs. Trevor’s act, and he thought he
detected something of relief and hope
when he spoke with an assurance he
knew he did not feel. Then another
flush came, and she answered hesitat-
ingly:

“Mr. Drayton, I'm afraid you think
me very mercenary and mean. It isn’t
quite that. Uncle and aunt have been
the only father and mother I've ever
known, and she’s very kind, even if she
does want her own way. Frankly, 1
like Mr. McArdle and I'd have married
him with a pretty clear conscience, and
aunt knows it, if—if—"’

“If what?” and Drayton leaned for-
ward.

“If I hadn’t met someone else on the
steamer,” she said, and her eyes rose
level with his.

There were others in the salon.
Drayton could only lay his hand on
hers. Then he rose, because he knew
that, unless he went away very quickly,
he’d take her in his arms, in spite of
the place and the shocked spectators.

“You've given me new heart,” he
said, still holding her hand closely im-
prisoned. “I know you won’'t marry
McArdle now, but I can’t think quite
clearly enough to know anything else
just yet—only, will you leave it all to
me? I’ll promise not to ask you to do
what will lose you anything but him
and his wealth.”

“T'1l do anything you tell me to,”
she said in a low voice; “and I don’t
care what I lose. You mustn’t think
too much about that side of it, and
Aunt Elvira has earned a little bit of
rebellion.”

She was standing close to him. and,
as she spoke, she looked up with a
flicker of the old smile. He bent
quickly and kissed her. Then he went
out. It seemed all so brother-and-
sister-like that the hotel crowd wouldn’t
know—only he and she,

VI

Dravroxn walked rapidly across the
Maria Square, walking on air rather
than pavement; but the pavement was
there, hard and uncompromising, and
he came down to it before he reached
the Via Cavour. He had made two
promises and he must keep them both.
How was another matter, if Mrs. Trevor
stood fast and held Trevor to his dis-
cipline, as he divined she would. After
that was the future, its door open to
happiness. So, planless but resolved
and with mind veering from exultation
to depression and back again, he gained
the Via Monteleone and the house of
his friends. A pipe on the terrace
would clear his mind and that refuge
would doubtless be empty at this
hour.

But the terrace was not empty.
Lying back comfortably in a reclining
chair was Count Ascanio, his ever-
present cigarette between his fingers.
He waved it sociably toward Drayton,
who realized suddenly that company
was not such a bad thing, after all,
when it breathed in its very presence
the simpatia of the Latin south. He
sat down beside the little Count and
they smoked a while in silence. That
was part of the stmpatia. He did not
even realize how closely his companion
was studying him out of the corner of
his eye.

The Sicilian dropped the ashes from
his cigarette with a graceful gesture.

“The signor is sad,” he said. *“Is
it of the sadness that goes away with
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words? If so, I beg you to remember
you are with a friend.”

Drayton felt strangely inclined to
confidence. He had by nature all the
reticence of his race, a reticence that
makes the heart a fortress to which
few can penetrate, but the Latin blood
knows not such reserve, and the Sicilian
moonlight, playing amid the darkness
of the Calabrian pines, works potently.
He felt that he really wanted to speak,
and yet he could not.

“The moon is very beautiful,” said
the Count dreamily. *She is kind to
lovers.”

Drayton started. There seemed to
him something uncanny in such intui-
tive knowledge, or was his heart in his
face? The Sicilian went on:

“When the young are troubled and
do not speak, it is money or love. The
signor does not play and he is an artist.
The money does not disturb him, there-
fore—"

“Yes,” broke in Drayton quickly.
*“But your moon is kind only to her
own lovers of the South. She does not
care for us cold Americans and Eng-
lish.”

‘““Ah, but she has of the hospitality
for the strangers who come to us and
who yield allegiance to her power!”

It seemed easier to speak now; much
easier. In some mysterious way, Dray-
ton felt himself, for the moment, of
the very soil. God knows, he had
wanted to talk—had felt that he must
to someone, and his words, once
loosed, poured forth into willing and
appreciative ears.

Count Ascanio lighted another ciga-
rette and listened to all the story of the
steamer and the rival and the aunt and
uncle with their purpose and their
power. Of course, the money part that
had seemed so sordid to the American
would loom vital and very reasonable
to the Sicilian mind. It was a nat-
ural feature of the complication, and,
though Drayton tried to impress his
hearer with the point of honor that
alone affected him, he was conscious
that the Count’s ideas would embrace
it from all its sides. He found himself
resenting this probable misconception

in advance, but there is an intuitive
tact that avoids perils outside its com-
prehension.

He ended his tale almost defiantly,
and the other spoke gravely, after a
moment of soothing silence.

There was much of good fortune in
his friend’s affair. The lady he loved
loved him and would be guided, but
he was right in feeling he should not
guide her to the losing of her patrimony.
Doubtless the uncle and aunt would use
their power to the full. That was to
be expected, and, from their stand-
point, they must not be blamed. It
was for the lover to outwit them. What
was there of love without such obstacles
and their overcoming? The signor
must take courage. The place counted
for much. He was in Sicily, where
romance ever triumphed and he, As-
canio, Count di Calascibetta, would do
himself the honor, as the host of a
romance, to ponder over the matter
and advise.

There was not a word of it all from
which Drayton’s morbid sensitiveness
could shrink. He especially admired
the adoption of his own point of view,
however foolish or narrow it might
seem to his friend; and he realized, with
a certain sense of comfort, that the
Count’s confidence of winning the game
must include saving Miss Trevor's
money as well as gaining her hand.
After all, it didn’t make much difference
how that gentleman reasoned it out.
Let him think, if he pleased, that an
undowered maid was less desirable
than a dowered one. Drayton could
still stand firm on his principle that only
rank selfishness could permit a gener-
ous love to sacrifice everything for him.
He had a lurking suspicion that pride
had a good deal to do with his attitude,
and he found himself doubting with
positive satisfaction whether he would
not end by throwing every considera-
tion to the winds except marrying Con-
stance. Later, he went to sleep with a
cheerfulness he had not known of late
and a subconscious reliance on he knew
not quite what: something that did
not admit to itself the possibility of
failure.
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VI

Two days more had passed. Dray-
ton had seen Miss Trevor once, for a
few minutes, and two letters had come
from her. The situation had taken
shape on definite lines. There had
been a polite scene between her and
her aunt after his call; she had refused
to be advised into the McArdle alli-
ance, and Mr. and Mrs. Trevor had
made it quite clear that, in that event,
he, as her father’s executor, would feel
justified in exercising the power of
choice given him in the will. They had
put it this way. A hundred thousand
was little enough to start a young man
in these days. Fifty thousand was
nothing. It was in her power to as-
sure the family fortunes by a marriage
to which she had felt no repugnance
until the last few days. If, now, a
foolish whim led her to throw it aside
and practically jilt a man to whom
she had given every encouragement,
she could not complain if she was in-
vited to depend on her own choice or on
such generosity as her brother, when
he grew up, would doubtless show, in
the event of her remaining a spinster.
Here was no diversion of her father’s
estate; that the son should receive all
was not at variance with the ideas of
justice held in some countries and, un-
der the present circumstances, its jus-
tice was so evident that Mr. Trevor con-
sidered himself morally bound in the
matter. Either Frank Trevor should
go out into the world with the backing
of a multi-millionaire brother-in-law,
or he should have the whole hundred
thousand his father had left. Con-
stance could not fairly complain or ask
that a dutiful heir should suffer from
her unreasonable contumacy. All this
Drayton learned. She told it and
wrote it, laughing; because, she said,
if he took her now he must not expect
an heiress. She would not marry
McArdle if he were the only man living.
Better stenography than surrender.

Drayton could not but feel that if
Aunt Elvira had yearned for McArdle
as a nephew, she had played her hand
badly. Her niece had been driven

frankly into rebellion and he, the poor
suitor, had been carefully freed from:
every scruple of duty or pride that
might have aided her ambition. He
was going to marry Constance. A few
stolen minutes in the ruined cloisters
of the Eremiti had settled that—hardly
time enough for a kiss which no hotel
lounger, let alone the old Garibaldian
custode, could have mistaken for broth-
erly. Hardly conscious of his hearers’
lack of interest, that worthy’s vivid
narrative had got to where the bells
of this same Eremiti had once rung in
the Sicilian Vespers. ‘Ting-a-ling-a-
ling,” and he drew his hand quickly
across his throat and uttered his gur-
gling cluck with ghastly fidelity. Then
he woke up to his environment; a slow
smile broadened behind his beard, and
he slipped away with a magnificent
disregard for both his climax and his
fee.

Here was the upshot. Everybody’s
trip was smashed to flinders; every-
body’s plans and several lives had been
changed, all by the mere chance that
two young people had happened to
drop into the same steamer. McArdle
was going north with a praiseworthy
desire to study the great Krupp plant
at Essen; the Trevors would sail for
home next week, and Drayton, for the
peace of Constance’s voyage, would go
by the next ship. Once in New York,
she should soon be free from Aunt El-
vira's nagging. Meanwhile, McArdle
sulked and the Trevors saw sights with
a feverish energy that helped preserve
the externals of their strained rela-
tions.

Drayton had poured the tale of the
soon-to-be happy outcome of all his
doubts and troubles into the ears of the
sympathetic Count, who had smoked
and smiled and never said a word of the
dollars so blithely sacrificed on the altar
of love. Somewhat to the American's
surprise, these seemed to affect him as
lightly as they did the forestieri. He
was deeply overjoyed in his young
friend’s happiness and asked only such
questions about the plays in the fast
ending game as his polite and kindly
interest prompted.
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VIII

It was the evening before the Trevors’
steamer sailed. Drayton had received
a line from Constance in the morning
that they were going to spend the last
day in the long drive out to Piano dei
Greci, because Aunt Elvira was eager
to see the Albanian costumes of the
place. They would return late, prob-
ably, and, as they sailed early, he might
not have a chance to see her again until
they met in New York. She was sorry,
but, after all, what were a few weeks
when they would soon be together for
all time? Perhaps it was just as well.
Aunt Elvira might be less disagreeable,
and her own last month with her family
would be relieved from new causes for
regrettable friction.

Drayton fumed. He thought he
recognized the motive of Aunt Elvira’s
interest in peasant dress; but there were
other things in the letter that went to
soothe and console him, and he could
not but see the wisdom of his own and
Constance’s acquiescence in present
fate, when the fast-nearing future
promised so much.

For all this, the day was not a cheer-
ful one. Only a month of separation,
to be sure, but how much that was
untoward might happen in a month!
Evening came. The dinner was good,
but not to Drayton’s taste, and he was
glad when it was over. The Count was
dining out that night, and the Princess
had been tiresome. He lounged into
the salon, debating whether, in spite of
all, he would not go to the Des Palmes
and try to see Constance. There was
a chance of catching her in the short
time that might be between her return
and retiring. It was Pietro who ap-
peared in the doorway, somewhat flus-
tered and with a card in his hand.

A gentleman to see the signor.”

Drayton took the card with a sense
of irritation. Then he started in sur-
prise.

It read:

Mr. WiLLiam S. TREVOR

“The gentleman was waiting in the
\ big halt. He seemed much disturbed,”

supplemented Pietro, bobbing his head
up and down like a sparrow.

Drayton hurried through the long
passage, full of a dazed surprise, in
which anxiety was beginning to take
shape, and Trevor met him with a rush.

‘““She’s gone!”” he almost shouted.
“They got us all, but Elvira and I es-
caped, God knows how! The Consul’s
away for two days and the hotel people
are damn fools! My God, what shall
we do?”’

“Who got her?” said Drayton, in a
voice strangely calm.

‘Brigands!” cried Trevor.

He was pacing back and forth across
the square hall, wringing his hands,
and Drayton noted how disheveled he
looked. He himself was still very calm
and he wondered vaguely at it.

“You must try to keep your head,
Mr. Trevor,” he said, ‘“and tell me just
what has happened.”

“What a fool I was!” went on Tre-
vor. ‘“What a fool any civilized man
is to let himself be dragged to such a
God-forsaken country as this!”

“Don’t be a bigger fool, then.
me what has happened.”

There was a stern ring in Drayten’s
voice that seemed to bring the other
to his senses. He still paced the floor,
but he began to pour out the story of
the day:

“We never dreamed there was any
danger. The tourist agent and the
hotel people said there wasn’t; and we
got there all right, and a quarter of the
way back. Then something broke
about the harness, and the driver be-
gan pottering withit. God, how he pot-
tered! And then it began to get dark.
We hadn’'t much more than started
again when three or four villainous-
looking creatures jumped out and held
us up. I don’t know how many there
were, but they had a couple of guns.
I'd have fought, though, if they killed
me, but poor Elvira went into hysteries
and I guess the driver did, too. Any-
how, he got down and wallowed in the
road and prayed.”

“And Constance?” asked Drayton
guickly.

**Oh, Constance did better than the

Tell
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rest! As I remember, she justlooked
dignified and superior. Then they
made us get out of the carriage and
took us across a field, only Elvira threw
fits, and, at last, two of 'em went on
with Constance and a couple tried to
get Elvira along and dropped behind,
till T saw my chance—they hadn't
seemed to bother much about me—and
I let one fellow have it in the jaw—not
so bad for an old fellow, was it? —
and he dropped. The other scuttled,
and I grabbed Elvira and got her back
to the road and kicked the driver into
the box. He ran his poor old bags of
horse bones all the way back, and the
Consul's off for two days. I can't talk
Italian. For heaven’s sake, what shall
Ido?”

He began to go to pieces again, but
Drayton brought him up sharply.

“So you left Constance, did you?”

“My God, man, how could I help it?
It was better for somebody to escape,
s0 as to be in a position to get her free.”

“I should think Mrs. Trevor would
have stayed,” said Drayton grimly.

“I tell you Elvira didn’t know what
she did. She’s had hysterics ever
since.”

“I don’t wonder. Our modern mas-
terful women aren’t as good as the old
kind when it comes to something that
ought to be mastered.”

Trevor looked at him dully. He
was too far gone to be indignant.

Meanwhile, Drayton’s thoughts were
getting into shape. It was no time
now to give way even to anxiety. He
must keep all his coolness and energy
under full command. Years ago the
road to Piano dei Greci had been con-
sidered unsafe, but of late no one
seemed to have given it a thought.
Nothing unpleasant had happened for
along time. To be sure, Sicilians don't
like to talk about such things. They
prefer to pull the wool over their own
eyes to admitting that any danger
might beset visitors to their island, an
inclination that is partly due to pride,
partly to pocket. Still, Drayton had
imagined he knew the situation pretty
well. He would not have been es-
pecially surprised if a party had been

held up in certain districts by ordinary
footpads and relieved of their valu-
ables, but that there should be a re-
crudescence of organized brigandage, a
kidnapping within ten miles of Palermo,
and of foreigners at that, seemed an
almost unconscionable anachronism.
The fact, though, was indisputable.

The first measure to be taken seemed
clear. They must notify the cara-
binieri at once. Pray heaven, some
higher officer was in command at the
barracks tonight—or one of an intelli-
gence that could advise them as to the
wisdom or danger of different courses!
The Count’s aid and counsel might have
been invaluable, but Drayton did not
know where he was dining or when he
would be back. Therefore, they must
go alone to the barracks, and then look
up whoever was in charge at the Amer-
ican Consulate during the Consul’s ab-
sence. Not that the native secretary
would be apt to be of much use, but
it would be necessary to get in touch
with his superior as soon as possible for
whatever his knowledge and action
might be worth.

IX

DrayvroN hurried to his room, got
his hat, and, as he plunged down the
dark stairs again, nearly dashed into
Giuseppe, the facchino, who was ascend-
ing leisurely. Before they had un-
tangled themselves the latter had a
chance to gasp that he was seeking the
signor with a letter left for him with
the portiere. Drayton seized it and
hurried on to the hall. A glance, when
he got within range of the lamp, made
him catch his breath and stop short.

It was one of Constance’s cards with
a few words penciled by her on the
back.

Well treated and safe.
paid.

Ransom must be

Trevor stared open-mouthed at the
younger man, as he raced by him down
through the court and out to the por-
tiere’s lodge under the vaulted en-
trance.

“Who left this?” he demanded.
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It is a mistake to ask a Sicilian any-
thing excitedly or as if the answer were
vitally important. Whether it puts
him on guard or whether it merely
rattles, is a question, but he is apt
either to shut up tight or become in-
consequentially garrulous.

Drayton made this mistake, and
Jacopo and Luigia and all their plenti-
ful family thronged at the little win-
dow, but gave practically no informa-
tion.

“It was a man,” said Jacopo. ‘““He
did not know him,” and then shook
his head and would say no more.
Luigia and the two grown daughters
and the many children said much, and
Drayton gathered that the messenger
was anywhere from fifteen to seventy
years old, full-bearded and wearing
only a mustache, dark, tall, slender,
blond and thickset, well and rather
shabbily dressed. At last he threw up
his hands in despair and returned to
his visitor, raging within, but knowing
the folly of external wrath.

He showed Trevor the card, much to
that gentleman’s relief, and together
they set out for the barracks of the
carabinders, found the captain in com-
mand and told the story of the kid-
napping in Drayton’s excellent Italian
and Trevor’s indignant English.

The officer was amazed and he
showed it. ‘“Not for many years—not
during his service or knowledge—had
such a thing happened.” In fact,
Drayton thought he detected, under
the Italian’s mask of sympathetic cour-
tesy, a doubt as to the truth of their
yarn. “It was most inconceivable,”
he said; but he made elaborate entry
of the foreigners’ statements and as-
sured them there would be immediate
action. He thought they need fear no
violence. The day for such things had
long passed. As for the ransom—he
shrugged his shoulders. He would ad-
vise doing nothing at present. It was
natural the signorina should desire to
be free, but no amount was mentioned.
They must wait until the brigands
made their proposition. The card and
the authenticated writing of the pris-
oner seemed to stagger his assurance

a little that it was all a mistake of some
kind, but, with another shrug and a
most affable smile: “* Surely no ransom
could be paid till one was asked.”
Meanwhile, the machinery of his or-
ganization should be set in motion.

Trevor came away fuming; raging
at the country and its people and its
government, but Drayton had begun
to weigh the circumstances of the case.
His anxiety was quieted, but he was
none the less eager that Constance’s
keeping should be exchanged from the
hands of the most considerate of brig-
ands to the perhaps less considerate
but more conventional chaperonage of
Aunt Elvira. Now that he could for-
mulate his ideas, it seemed probable
that some blunder had been made. He
knew, despite Sicilian reticence on the
subject, that the kidnapping for ran-
som of wealthy natives was not a dead
industry; only he felt more and more
certain this molesting of foreigners had
been a case of mistaken identity by in-
experienced workmen who, now that it
was done, might try to realize on it to
the best of their ability.

The visit to the Consulate next morn-
ing added little to their knowledge or
their reassurance. The Consul himself,
a recent appointee, would be back in
two days. He had gone to Trapani.
Meanwhile, his factotum, a Sicilian, was
rather uncommunicative, but promised
to make statement and complaint to
the authorities. That was all he could
do. ‘‘Perhaps, when the Consul should
return, he would communicate with the
American Minister at Rome, but the
carabiniers would be the only reliance,
after all.” Drayton got a sort of im-
pression that this man, too, doubted
or preferred to doubt. Then he flew
back to the pension. The Count would
be at home now and up, late riser
though he was; and it was upon him
and his advice that the artist most re-
lied. He had made no effort to seek
or disturb him before, because the other
things had to be done, anyhow, and he
knew his friend’s deliberateness and
love of formality well enough to realize
that nothing would be lost by consid-
ering them. Besides, it is always well
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to go to the ultimate adviser with the
fullest budget of facts, minor advice
and routine measures, provided always
you have been careful to run no risk
of a false step.

Ascanio, Count di Calascibetta, was
indeed awake, and he received the tale
with all the interest and sympathy
Drayton could have asked. Here, at
least, there was no atmosphere of irri-
tating doubt. He quite agreed as to
the possibility of a mistake in identity
having been made, but, once made,
the problem confronting the kidnap-
pers was the same. It was absurd
to doubt the facts. A ransom would
doubtless be demanded, probably
through a confederate in Palermo,
while the girl was kept in some farm-
house in the mountains. Under the
circumstances, he was inclined to ad-
vise paying anything in reason.

“Everything would be in reason,”
cried Drayton, “if we're going to pay
at all. I confess the idea makes me
pretty hot; but it’s she, and we've got
to do it.”

Calascibetta waved his cigarette.

“Yes, assuredly; and will not the
money come out of what the signorina
would not otherwise get the benefit
of?”

Drayton assented, smiling grimly.
That phase of it had not occurred to
him.

Then the Count rose. He was at the
service of his friend and the lady’s
family for all time. Would Drayton
like to present him and his aid to Mr.
and Mrs. Trevor?

The suggestion seemed a wise one.
Trevor had gone from the Consulate
back to the Hotel des Palmes to notify
his wife of their progress, and Drayton
sent for a carriage.

“Above all, my dear friend,” said
the Count, as they drove through the
streets, ‘‘do not disturb yourself with
fears for the young lady’s safety. From
my knowledge of such matters I could
assure you she would be in no danger,
even had she been silent. Evidently
she is not at all in discomfort or terror
as well, only,” and he smiled sweetly
at his cempanion, “I do net think I

will say these things to the signor uncle
and to the aunt. It is perhaps better
they be not too much assured, and we
will get her back quicker and at, to her,
no loss.”

Drayton said nothing. Naturally he
could not altogether rid himself of
anxiety, but there was a serene confi-
dence about his friend that had its
effect. The carriage drew up at the
hotel and old Trevor flustered out to
meet them. Drayton found himself,
for the moment, lost in a comparison
of widely divergent types as affected
by environment.

Trevor, in a strange land and igno-
rant even of its language, seemed like a
helpless child beside the Sicilian, and
yet he was undoubtedly an able and
resourceful man of a race in which
ability and resourcefulness are national
characteristics.

Drayton introduced them and Trevor
groveled in an abasement of gratitude
and dependence. Calascibetta pre-
sented his condolences and begged to
ask after the health of the signora.
Trevor steadied himself a bit.

“Thank you, my wife is better,” he
said, ‘‘but she has had a severe shock
and a bad night.”

The Count spread out his hands in
comprehension and sympathy.

*1 think she’d like to see you,” went
on Trevor. ‘‘She’s badly shaken, but
it might do her good if we all talked it
over together.”

Calascibetta bowed. He would be
delighted to make the signora’s ac-
quaintance, and Trevor led the way to
his suite of apartments, Drayton won-
dering vaguely whether McArdle was
in Palermo and, if so, where he stood
in all this turmoil.

X

TrREvOR answered the unworded
query as he knocked on the door.

“Mr. McArdle is with Mrs. Trevor,
you know. I telegraphed him te Ca-
tania last night, and he came back at
once. Decent, wasn’t it?”

Drayton admitted that it was, but
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he could not quite see what good Mc-
Ardle could do, and his presence might
complicate things in several ways.
Blunders were easy and a young mil-
lionaire on the ground, who'd always
had his own way, seemed to multiply
the chances of them. Then they en-
tered, and the introductions were ac-
complished. Mrs. Trevor was sub-
dued and tearful, McArdle glum and
silent.. Trevor opened the conference.

“The- Count di Calascibetta, my
dear,”” and Drayton thought he de-
tected a hushed awe in both the speak-
er and the hearers, ‘‘has been good
enough to offer to aid us in saving our
poor mniece from these scoundrels. I
knew you'd be delighted to see and
thank him.”

Mrs. Trevor expressed her thanks
with fitting deference.

At that moment a knock at the door
drew Trevor away, and he returned
with a none too clean envelope, ad-
dressed in Italian, which he gazed at
hopelessly.

“You will permit me,” said the
Count. ‘““Ah, 1t is for you! Isit your
desire that I open and read?”

Trevor. assented eagerly and the
Count ran his eyes down the page.

“It is as I had feared,” he said.

They gathered around him, and he
handed the communication to Drayton
to be translated. The latter’s brow
darkened.

“Well,” he said, “it's simple and
straightforward enough. We're to pay
fifty thousand dollars for Constance.”

“What?" cried Trevor. ‘“Every
cent she has? Not by a damn sight!”
Mrs. Trevor wept silently, and McArdle
glowered. Perhaps he could not see
just where he stood in the matter now,
—unless the Trevors expected him
to ransom a girl who'd jilted him.
Well, maybe he’d do it, but, for the
moment, he was rather sick of every-
thing and everybody. Drayton felt
conscious of an atmosphere of rein-
forced disapproval of himself on the
part of his compatriots. A sane per-
son might be fooled into going to such
a country as this once, but a man
who'd go three times was beyond com-
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prehension. That was how he inter-
preted the sentiment. The Count
waved an unlighted cigarette at him.

“I am a friend of your American
artist,” he said, ‘“‘a friend for many
years, and I adore the beautiful ladies
of your country,” with a low bow to
Mrs. Trevor. ‘‘Therefore, I am alto-
gether at your distinguished service.”

“What had we better do?’’ asked
Trevor humbly.

“You have the money—or the young
lady has?” said the Count. ‘Then,
frankly, my friends, I think I would
pay it.”

“ Fifty thousand?”’ exclaimed Trevor.

“She’s worth it, isn’t she?’’ broke in
Drayton savagely. ‘' It’s worth every-
thing to save her an hour in the hands
of such people.”

“Oh, they will not be so unpleasant,”
said the Count deprecatingly, “not for
a while—until they learn they will not
be paid or that the carabinier: are near
them. Then, I do not know. They
are desperate men or they would not
have done such a thing and they must
guard themselves.”

Mrs. Trevor’s face blanched.

“Oh, pay them, William; pay them
anything they want,”” she bleated,
“and let’s get away from this place as
soon as we can.”

Calascibetta smiled winningly, re-
gardless of the insult to his dear Pa-
lermo. Drayton, for all his outburst,
felt vaguely disappointed. Without
quite knowing why, he had hoped for
something else from his friend than
placid acquiescence in the demands of
the kidnappers. If only he or some
other man were the victim! It wasa
girl, though—Constance. No. Count
Ascanio was right, tame and spiritless
as this yielding seemed.

“How are we supposed to pay it?
How much time do they give us?”
asked Trevor.

Drayton glanced again at the paper
in his hand.

“It says the money is to be paid the
second night from this, at nine o’clock,
to a fisherman, who will be in a small
boat at the quay in the Cala opposite
Santa Maria della Catena, and who will
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place his right hand upon his heart.
Then, in the morning the signorina will
return to us.”

“That’s the play, is
McArdle. “Well, we'll
right—with the police.”

The Count shook his head, smiling
one of his gentle smiles. Probably it
meant pity for McArdle’s ignorance.

‘“And what then?” he said. “You
will have but the man and you will
learn nothing from him, even if he
knows, which is doubtful; and, should
you harm or imprison him, there is al-
ways the vengeance.”

Mrs. Trevor shuddered.

“It will take three days, anyhow,”
calculated Trevor, ‘““to cable New York,
sell Constance’s share of the holdings,
and have the money cabled back.”

“I would suggest, then, that you be
there with a letter for the man, re-
questing that he come again the next
night,” said the Count, “and, above all,
let me advise the best of faith.”

Trevor caught the grim inference
and winced.

“It seems all the faith is to be on
one side,”” he said. *“How do we know
these villains won’t want fifty thousand
more?”’

“It is on the honor of the Sicilian
that you may safely rely,” said the
Count stiffly.

“Their what?” cried McArdle, and
even Drayton laughed; but he under-
stood. Calascibetta seemed to com-
prehend dimly the humor of his remark
in American ears.

“It is of the business, as you call it,
of these men,” he explained apologet-
ically. “They are, truly, criminals,
today, but they donot knowit. There-
fore, they will keep to their word, bet-
ter, perhaps, than your broker of the
exchange.”

“Think they’'d take any less?” sug-
gested Trevor. He was more at home
at this stage of the game.

The Count shook his head.

*“That, too, is of the honor,” he said
mildly.

“Convenient kind of honor,” sneered
McArdle. “Well, you may draw on
me, if you need to, but I'd rather spend

it?’”’ broke in
be there, all

a hundred thousand to hang the gen-
tlemen.”

““Constance has the money,” spoke
up Mrs. Trevor sharply. *She would
come to Sicily and she may as well pay
for it. I'm sorry for her brother,
though.” .

Drayton divined that Aunt Elvira
was beginning to feel more like herself.
There was a flavor of satisfaction in her
voice.

“Well, then,” said Trevor, after a
pause, “I suppose it's settled. We're
to knuckle under considerately and
Constance is to pay her fifty thousand
for her Sicilian tour. If Mr. His
Grace here will give us the points, we'll
beg the party with his hand on his
heart for an extension—better make
it forty-eight hours to cover possible
delays.” The Count nodded. ‘That
means Constance prolongs her visit four
days more.”

Drayton’s brow contracted, but Ca-
lascibetta pressed his arm.

“1 am quite sure that she will be safe
and not uncomfortable,”’ he said.

McArdle had glowered more and
more densely as the plan-of surrender
took definite shape. Now he burst
out:

“1I want you to take notice that I
consider this a pretty cowardly busi-
ness all around, and that I sha'n’t sit
still one hour, let alone four days. I'll
spend all that’s necessary, and I'm go-
ing to fight these fellows. If I don’t
find Miss Trevor before any of you do,
it will be because money isn’t appre-
ciated in Sicily by the right people,
and I haven’t noticed any backward-
ness anywhere yet.”

Trevor seemed to waver; Count As-
canio straightened up at the word
“cowardly.” Then he smiled very
sweetly.

“I suppose the customs of the sig-
nor’s country do not permit his holding
himself responsible for his discourtesy,”
he suggested; but McArdle flushed,
growled something under his breath,
and flung out of the room.

“He can truly do nothing,” said
Calascibetta scornfully, and Trevor
wilted again. The procedure for Con-
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stance’s release was agreed to on the
proposed lines.

Drayton’s feelings had been badly
mixed. Every drop of his blood, every
prompting of temperament and na-
tionality, called for fight and revolted
at the idea of ransom. On the other
hand, familiarity with the situation and
environment, together with a measure
of common sense, told him that, with
Miss Trevor at the mercy of the kidnap-
pers, they were hopelessly overmatched
and that her safety was the stake Mec-
Ardle would play with; a stake that
might well be lost, even in the event of
that gentleman’s victory. It was too
big. He'd gladly risk his own life to
save her, but he'd risk his reputation
for courage and manliness rather than
add a grain to the weight of her peril.
Perhaps she would not understand;
women are not apt to go beyond the
obvious in such matters. Perhaps Mc-
Ardle, with the means at his command,
might even blunder upon success.
Well, he’d sooner risk that, too: lose
her, if must be, to the man who could
help her better than he.

After all, though, the latter questions
were really academic. The practical
problem was more disturbing. Both
Drayton and the Count understood the
possible danger of militant intervention,
and the carabinteri would be cautious
enough in that direction. If, however,
McArdle went in for war, as he had pro-
claimed, he might worse than neutral-
ize the united efforts of them all; for,
while they negotiated, his acts would
show as the rankest bad faith and
might easily provoke some blindly furi-
ous revenge.

XI

As the American and the Sicilian
drove away from the hotel anxiety
settled more heavily on the former’s
mind, despite the buoyant cheerfulness
of his companion.

“We will have her for you soon, my
friend. We will have her,” cried the
Count gaily.

“How will it be if they find that ass

is trying to catch them?” said Drayton
gloomily.

The Count laughed. ‘“But he will
not come so near that they will ever
find he is trying. Of him I think as
of the froth on the beer.”

Little as Drayton admired his com-
patriot, he had a feeling that the subtle
Italian mind might, in its contempt,
do scant justice to certain of McArdle’s
capabilities, and when he reached his
room, he found his problem there be-
fore him in the shape of the subject of
it himself, smoking vigorously and evi-
dently waiting for him.

“I wanted to see you,” said McArdle,
rising, “so I came straight over and
told the chap below that you expected
me and I'd wait upstairs. It worked
all right. Hope you'll pardon the lib-
erty. Look here, Drayton, are you
with me in this, or do you stand to
pay out to these curs every cent Miss
Trevor’s got? I suppose we're rivals,
and I tell you fair I haven’t quit yet;
but I'm pretty helpless on this par-
ticular job without their guinney lingo,
and I may make a mess of it. What I
want to ask is, will you chuck the
rivalry for the present and help?”

For the first time Drayton was con-
scious that the Pittsburg man might
not be altogether a bad sort. His atti-
tude was folly, fast enough, but it was
good American, such an attitude as he
himself would have taken were he less
familiar with the situation or the stake
less vital. The pig-headed know-it-
allitiveness of the chap was the thing
to be condemned, and it was most
characteristic. Doubtless McArdle was
the kind that would have argued vio-
lently with Edison on electrical ques-
tions had he met the wizard. Such
things were of McArdle and his type.
On the other hand, Drayton had a clear
comprehension of what the Count would
advise, a heaven-disclosed course he
would be quite unable to grasp an
American’s 1ability to take. Throw
in his lot with his rival by all means;
divide with him all the credit for mili-
tant measures, and, meanwhile, steer
him aside into innocuous and futile
paths. No, he couldn’t bring himself



20 THE SMART SET

to that exemplification of the “fine
Italian hand,” even to win Constance.
Verily, his situation was one for quick
thought and slow speech. McArdle
eyed him impatiently.

“Well?”’ he said.

Drayton’s resolution was taken.

“Look here, McArdle, I'd like noth-
ing better than your methods in this
thing, but I can’t use them. Don't
you see the risk, man—to her?”

The other’s lip curled and his face
looked ugly.

“I suppose there is some risk,” he
said, “‘and, if you don't like it, all
right. As for risk to her, if you think
Italy’s going to have an American
woman kidnapped and assassinated
here, I guess you don’t know how
Uncle Sam stands in these days.”

Drayton controlled himself with an
effort, under the taunt.

“But it isn’t Italy,” he said. “The
Italian government counts for mighty
little in such things. We open nego-
tiations. You try to seize the girl and
punish her captors. Ignorant, desper-
ate and hot-tempered men kill her to
protect or avenge themselves and pun-
ish our bad faith. What good will it
do us, if the carabinters catch and pun-
ish them six months from now? Meth-
ods and reasoning here aren’t American
or English. A few years ago, when I
knew less about it, I asked a little bar-
ber once why he'd move heaven and
earth to save the assassin of his brother
from the police, and perjure himself in
court to clear the fellow if he was ever
caught. ‘Assuredly,’ said he. ‘Were
the man seized and convicted, he might
be imprisoned ’—there’s no capital pun-
ishment in Italy, you know. ‘Five, ten,
fifteen years later he might get out,
and then, perhaps, I am dead.” It's
all perfectly simple when you under-
stand it. I do and you don’t. Won't
you take my advice?”

“No,” said McArdle shortly. “Keep
your advice to yourself. It’s safe for
youtofollowit. Iseethat much,andI'll
find another interpreter, buy up a rival
lot of brigands and have the girl out
before the rest of you can pay away her
money. That’s my way, and it goes.”

He rose, and Drayton faced him,
filled with rage at the stupidity and
boastfulness of the man.

“Let me tell you, then, with equal
frankness,” he said, “that I'll do all
I can and in what way I see fit to keep
you from doing any harm.”

“Whatever you please and be
damned!” cried McArdle. ‘“And if
Miss Trevor’s the girl I think she is,
she’ll admire your performance.”

He rushed out and slammed the
door. Drayton heard him blundering
down the dark stairs; ominous prelude
to the more perilous blundering he
would doubtless bring about amid the
darkness of Sicilian intrigue. Calasci-
betta was probably right in his scorn
of what McArdle could accomplish.
The danger was that he underestimated
the amount of noise the millionaire
might make. Meanwhile, the artist
contemplated himself rather ruefully
in Constance’s eyes, posed as the op-
ponent of her more heroic rescuer’s
endeavors. Despite her advice to pay
a ransom, he could count fairly well,
he thought, on feminine misconstruc-
tion in such a case.

XII

Two days passed, and, on the second
night Drayton found himself on the
quay at the Cala, watching eagerly for
the “boatman with his hand on his
heart,” to whom he should deliver the
letter promising payment in forty-
eight hours. The two days had not
been without incident.

Trevor had cabled, wavered, stormed
and finally yielded to the Count’s dic-
tation. Mrs. Trevor had alternately
wept over Constance’s plight and be-
moaned her own misfortune in having
such an obdurate, ungrateful and alto-
gether troublesome niece. The Consul
had returned, wabbled around help-
lessly and done nothing. The cara-
binters had ransacked the countryside
(so they said) most diplomatically, and
finally intimated with much polite cir-
cumlocution that there were indications
of a love element, perhaps an elope-
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ment, in the affair, that would remove
it effectually from their province.
Whence they had extracted this sus-
picion neither Drayton’'s insistence nor
Trevor's violence nor the Count’s in-
vestigations could disclose, but the Con-
sul clutched eagerly at the theory. The
idea of brigandage was ridiculous—and
it made it all so much easier for him.
Trevor’s profane animadversions were
scattered too promiscuously to affect
anyone very much.

Meanwhile, McArdle had certainly
made a noise. Even Sicilian journal-
ism, with its rooted antipathy to news
less than a week old and to anything
reflecting on public order and safety,
took appreciative note of the disap-
pearance (they termed it disappear-
ance) of the beautiful American heir-
ess and the romantic pursuit of her
millionaire lover. Drayton had ground
his teeth and grown pale with the fear
of what effect this might have. Count
Ascanio alone had been suavely undis-
turbed and reassuring.

‘“Courage, my friend!’’ he exclaimed.
“It is not of such as he that my coun-
trymen take heed.”

Now, at the Cala, Drayton would
learn if the situation was still the same.
If the boatman appeared, all would be
well thus far. If not, it would be dis-
turbing evidence that the malefactors
had taken alarm and feared to treat.

Ten o'clock had struck, amid the
usual confusion of bells, before he heard
the noise of oars in rowlocks. A clumsy
boat crept out of the night and neared
the quay, a queer, nondescript craft,
such as Sicilian fishermen use, that in
lines and decoration suggest here a
Greek, there a Norman, parentage. He
could see the form of a man standing
in the bow and another in the waist
bucking leisurely at the oars.

Drayton sauntered toward the point
where the boat was heading, his hand
upon the letter in his pocket. As he
did so, he became conscious of foot-
steps and shadowy figures behind him
in the passage that opened out from
the Via Cassaro. Then the incoming
craft touched the stone pier and the
man in the bow placed his hand care-

lessly on his heart. The American
drew out the letter and was about to
reach it down, when the patter of foot-
steps changed suddenly into a rush.

A quick glance behind showed half
a dozen men running rapidly toward
him, as yet invisible to the man under
the quay. With a leap he landed full
in the boat, almost sweeping the mes-
senger overboard as he came.

“Back out—out!” he cried.

Fortunately his own impetus had
carried the rocking craft a few feet
from the quay. The fellow in the bow
staggered, recovered himself, and his
knife flashed in his hand, but he at the
oars saw more and seemed to grasp the
situation. With two or three quick
strokes he swept the boat back a few
yards, and Drayton caught the other
by the wrist.

“Fool!” he hissed. “This is no
treachery of ours. It is of others.
Row—row hard! Here is the letter—
our word. We agree to the terms.”

He could not altogether blame the
dazed messenger for his slowness of
comprehension, but the oarsman was
now rowing out and one peril at least
seemed past. He of the knife made
no further struggle and Drayton loosed
his wrist. The men on the quay were
running backward and forward, and
nolwiv one of them whistled a low, clear
call.

Drayton swept a glance over the
dark water around them. He saw a
shadow looming farther out, as of some
larger craft, and caught the splash of
oars.

“Your friends?” he questioned sharp-
ly, but the man shook his head, and
a second whistle came from the
group on the quay. The other boat,
too, was nearer, heading straight for
theirs, with quick strokes, and the
American could make out that it con-
tained at least seven or eight men.
The trap was evident.

“An oar each!” he cried, snatching
one from the hand of the rower and
thrusting it into an empty rowlock
while he pushed the messenger toward
it. “Over to the Pi¢ di Grotta!”

He had taken in the situation quick-
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ly, asthere was need. The larger boat,
with more men and oars, made escape
out by the Antemurale hopeless. The
only chance was to cut straight across
the Cala, land before their pursuers,
leave the boat and lose themselves in
the dark streets above the Piazza del
Castello. Even the success of that
looked doubtful, if the other rowers
divined their purpose soon enough to
cut them off or the confederates on
shore had the sense, energy and speed
to win in a race around the harbor.
The latter contingency might fairly be
ignored, for they probably could not
do it at the best, and, whether from
laziness, stupidity or reliance on their
marine allies, they still did nothing but
trot up and down the quay.

Meanwhile the peril from the real
pursuers was imminent. Drayton’s
impressed crew took his orders readily.
Whatever might have been their com-
prehension or interpretation of the
things that were happening, they could,
at least, see that others were trying to
catch them and that their passenger,
captain or prisoner, however they re-
garded him, was working for their es-
cape. Therefore, they bent furiously to
their oars and the clumsy boat made
good headway.

For a minute the other crew had
failed to note the objective of the chase
and had lain on their oars, seemingly
confident in their ability to block es-
cape toward the sea. Perhaps they
relied in turn on the shore contingent
to guard its own side, but now a glim-
mer of the facts and the possibilities
came to them. There was an instant
of confusion, a babel of voices over the
water, and they swung about to cut
across the bow of Drayton’s boat, and
began to row with the strength of many
arms, if not with overmuch science or
skill.

The American’s eyes, as they ran
over the lines of his new command,
read her name: Corpus Domini, and
he smiled in the midst of his anxiety.
Would she make good? That was the
question. Half the Cala was crossed
now, and the pursuers were coming up
fast, steering, as he had feared they

would, to cut him off from the shore
and the little chapel and the market
that loomed up ahead. He could make
out a man standing up in the bow and
urging on the rowers. His own men
bent to their task with a will. Agents
of brigands as they were, they had
much to lose. To lie in an Italian
prison was far less pleasant than
lounging in the entrance of a cave-
dwelling on the ground floor of some
old palazzo, humming endlessly repeat-
ed Sicilian songs in minor keys and
watching Carmelita or Emilia nurse
the youngest bambino. What if food
were none too plenty or too good?
Labor also was but now and then, and
leisure plenty; and there were always
the forestieri from the steamers to be
fleeced for the asking. So they threw
their weight against the oars, while
Drayton’s eyes measured the decreas-
ing distances and the chances.

He began to hope. Apart from the
dangers and the complications that cap-
ture involved and an appreciation of
his own strong position if he saved his
men, he found himself carried away by
the game itself. For the moment he,
too, was a brigand, a rebel against the
law, one of Constance’s captors—not
so bad a part to take, after all, in
Sicilian drama. Then he realized that
if the other boat held to its course it
would fail and, almost at the same in-
stant, the pursuers realized it, too, and
steered a new diagonal. Would they
come side by side to the quay, or would
it be a length or two one way or the
other? It looked now as if he might
win by the narrowest of margins.

Suddenly the man in the pursuing
bow shouted. Drayton felt no surprise
that the voice that came over the water
was McArdle’'s or that he called in
English to men he must have supposed
were Sicilians:

‘“Stop, or I'll shoot!”

‘“Ass!” muttered Drayton viciously,
but he was rather glad his crew couid
not understand.

The next moment a shot rang out,
and then another and another, as if
McArdle were working his self-cocker
as fast as he could crook his finger,
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With the bullets came volleys of ex-
cited Sicilian. Every man in the other
boat seemed to be shouting at once.
Drayton’s fellows screamed as well—
oaths, invocations to saints, he could
not distinguish which—and bucked
frantically at their oars.

A second later, whether splintered
by a shot or broken by a sudden im-
pact of frightened strength, the sweep
of the chap who had stood and pushed
snapped off at the rowlock and, with
a shriek of ““ D7o mio!"’ the man pitched
forward upon his companion. The
boat swung around, scarcely a length
from the quay and straight across the
path of McArdle's craft, which drove
into it amidships. In an instant Dray-
ton found himself struggling in the
Cala.

He struck out, grasped at something
before him—a man—and, clinging fast
to it, swam away toward the Carbone.
The confusion in the other boat left
him undisturbed or unseen in the dark
water, and he soon made the stone quay,
fortunately at a point where several
steps led down for a landing. Up these
he dragged his charge.

XIII

THue fellow was only half unconscious,
but there was no time to bring him
around. The men from the other side
of the harbor might be upon them at
any moment, and the American, with
a strength he had never known he pos-
sessed, swung the boatman over his
shoulder and plunged across the Piazza
del Castello and into one of the narrow
streets beyond.

Help here was prompt and willing.
It was an escape of some sort, and, of
whatever kind, appealed to Sicilian
nature. Two or three villainous-look-
ing loungers relieved him of his burden;
an ill smelling, windowless room off the
street, evidently a low wine shop, of-
fered its refuge, and the heavy door
was closed and bolted behind them.
Then the good Samaritans stood around,
dumb and unquestioning, while Dray-
ton proceeded to bring his companion

back to full consciousness. Doubtless
both etiquette and fellow-feeling taught
them the value of reticence in such
cases.

Soon the rescued man was able to
be supported to his feet and swallow a
glass of wine, though still pretty seedy.
Drayton found him to be the one to
whom the letter had been given, and was
quick to realize the importance of get-
ting him back as soon as possible to the
people who had sent him, lest pro-
longed absence might lead to suspi-
cions and the chance of reprisal. He
emptied all his loose change into the
willing hands of their silent and con-
siderate hosts and explained the need
of hasty departure.

“Dio mio!”’ said their eyes.
it was serious.”

With natural aptitude they under-
took to scout at neighboring corners,
and the American, taking the arm of
his charge, now fast recovering, thanks
to the warming wine, made his way
into and up the Via Bambinai, wonder-
ing vaguely what the next chance of
the game would disclose and whether
gratitude might not even go so far as
to guide him to Constance’s prison.

But once across the Argenteria, the
fellow halted awkwardly. He was al-
most himself again and eyed Drayton
with wavering indecision.

“The signor had better go no
farther,” he said at last.

“Very well,” said Drayton careless-
ly. “As you please. I hope your
friend escaped and that you still have
our letter with word we will pay?”

The man felt in the pocket of his wet
jacket and nodded. Still he hesitated.

“The signor has saved my life,”" he
began again; “also he has called me
‘fool.””

Drayton almost laughed out, but re-
strained himself in time. It took him
a few seconds to remember his hasty
word when he had jumped into the
boat and assumed command. Then he
smiled and held out his hand.

“You will accept my profound apol-
ogies,” he said, with all the manner he
could muster, and the face of the Sicil-
ian lighted.

“Then
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“Then I can freely thank the signor
for my life, now that he gives me back
my honor,” and he bent over and kissed
Drayton’s hand. * Believe me, I would
help you further, but I cannot. It is
the order of the padrone, and the sig-
nor will understand it is best.”

He dropped the American’s hand and
strode away toward the Corso, leaving
Drayton wondering vaguely whether
the etiquette of Sicilian vagabondia
might not have regretfully substituted
knife for kiss had he lacked the tact to
apologize. It was a complicated ques-
tion. Perhaps the Count might be able
to solve it, but, after all, it wasn’t im-
portant now, and he turned his face
toward the Pension Suisse with a grow-
ing consciousness that the night had
been an eventful one and that he was
wet and very tired.

XI1v

DravToN woke the next morning,
none the worse for his experience, and,
when the Count had appeared, as he
did at a much later hour, the story of
the pursuit and escape was told to him
and to Trevor, who now haunted the
Via Monteleone in a chronic state of
pathetic dependence. The latter might
naturally have been expected to sym-
pathize with McArdle’s plan of cam-
paign, both on racial and financial
grounds. That he did not was best
evidence of the abject estate to which
he had fallen. He was at least enough
man of affairs to know when he knew
nothing of a subject and to rely, how-
ever painfully, upon the representative
to whom he had intrusted it. There-
fore, he cursed McArdle and all his do-
ings and approved fully of Drayton’s
interference. This, when the Count had
highly complimented the artist on his
admirable judgment, courage and pres-
ence of mind.

‘It was the most grand diplomacy,”’
he said, waving his cigarette, ‘““and of
a bravery always American.”

Trevor grunted a grudging supple-
mentary indorsement. He evidently
preferred damning McArdle to praising
Drayton.

As for the latter, he was not free
from twinges of self - condemnation.
One cannot always do acts that seem
like treason to every national and per-
sonal instinct, however wise and neces-
sary they are, without a certain meas-
ure of native repugnance. Therefore,
his tone was apologetic rather than
vainglorious.

“T was sorry,” he said, when he had
finished his recital, “but there seemed
to be nothing else for it.”

“It is you who have again saved the
life of the signorina,” declared the
Count, “and that is everything. This
other—pouf! He is but a fool.”

“I guess you're right on that,” said
Trevor; and then, after a pause: “The
money’ll be along some time tomorrow.
I suppose we have to pay it over in the
evening. Will that half-drowned devil
dare come there again?”’

“He will dare much for such a sum,”
said the Count; “and this Signor Mc-
Ardle, I think he does not know equally
of the place of payment—that it is the
same. It may be also that we have
word to change it.”

“I wonder what became of the sec-
ond chap in my boat?’’ suggested Dray-
ton, with drawn brows. “Hope they
didn’t get him.”

Ascanio smiled. “ Doubtless he swam
to somewhere. If he drowned, well,
it is not much—but they are hard to
drown, these Palermo harbor people.”

It seemed an easy point of view, and
reassuring. As for new efforts on Mec-
Ardle’s part, it certainly looked as if
his ill-aimed bolt was shot and that
further effective interference from that
quarter need not be very seriously
feared.

So Trevor went back to the Des
Palmes to acquaint the once all-con-
trolling Aunt Elvira how matters pro-
gressed, the Count di Calascibetta
politely took his leave, “to attend to
affairs of business,” and Drayton
lounged nervously about the terrace
and tried in vain to read or think.
Anyhow, it seemed as if all must be fair
sailing from now on.

Evening came, but the Count had
not returned to dinner, and the Ameri-
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can went to his room with a sense of
vague irritation against his friend. He
had never known the claims of business
so to absorb that gentleman of Medi-
terranean leisure, and he needed his
company now, even if it meant only
the odor of cigarette and an occasional
“coraggio!”’ He would not sleep much,
he supposed, but he knew that the
songs of the Princess in the salon, how-
ever charmingly she sang, would get
on his nerves. ‘Calascibetta might
have foregone his cards at the club and
a few francs one way or the other. He
was not generally so lacking in the
subtleties of friendly intercourse.”

With a mind working actively on
such lines, it was not surprising that
Drayten’s sleep was as unsatisfying as
he anticipated. How long he tossed
about and listened to the ever unintel-
ligible bells, he did not know, but the
gray of the morning had not yet begun
to filter through his blinds when his
half-waking mind became conscious of
someone knocking gently at his door.

In a moment he had sprung up and
opened it. Pietro stood in the hall, his
eyes shining big out of the darkness.
He tiptoed into the room, one finger
resting impressively on his lips, his
glance roving from corner to corner, as
if fearing they might be peopled with
spies upon his movements.

Drayton gazed at him in awakening
wonder. Here was a new conspirator
of some sort, if the hour and demeanor
stood for anything. Pietro, the ever-
restful, up at four a.m.! DPietro, the
little round rattlepate, dramatic!

“The signor is alone?’’ whispered his
visitor, still peering into every dark re-
cess of the room.

“The signor is never alone in the
presence of one of his good friends,”
said Drayton, bowing with all the dig-
nity pajamas would permit.

“Ah, it is indeed so!” cried Pietro,
and he beamed with gratification. “I
—1, Pietro Sangapulci—am ever the
friend of the noble signor Americano.
He shall find I speak truth-—always
truth.” (Drayton had not been im-
pressed with this quality in the pen-
sion’s factotum.) *“Is it that he de-

sires to see the beautiful signorina—
to save her and take her away with
him from the wicked family of her?”

“Something very much like that, my
dear Pietro,” said Drayton, smiling.

“Know, then, that it is I—I, Pietro
Sangapulci—who will aid him.” This
with five feet three inches drawn up to
its full height and a manner that an-
nounced: “Lo, it is done!”

“It sounds all right, Pietro,” said
Drayton.

“Listen! Tonight I take him to
the house where the signorina is—I,
Pietro.”

‘“Better yet, but we're going to get
her tonight, anyhow, after certain little
formalities. How about that?”

“Yes,” and the headwaiter came very
close, emphasizing each whispered word
with a jab of his finger toward Dray-
ton’s stomach, “but it is thus the
wicked family shall get her. Through
me, it is the signor who shall take her
from them all.”

“The scheme has its points, I'll ad-
mit.” The American was beginning to
be interested in spite of himself. His
new ally was certainly all seriousness,
and heaven only knew what might hap-
pen—in Sicily! Anyhow, from the mere
standpoint of psychological study, it
was worth following up. “How are
you going to do it, Pietro?”’

“It is for me to lead,” said the other
mysteriously. ‘“The signor shall fol-
low and all will be well.”

“Oh, yes, of course, but can't we
start a little sooner than tonight and
save the money?”’

“The money?"” echoed Pietro vague-
ly and in some confusion. ‘Perhaps;
but there is need of darkness, that I
lead the way.”

Drayton had never noted feline quali-
ties in his benefactor, but he nodded
comprehension. Somehow, he could
not get away from the joke viewpoint
toward Pietro’s aid, but for worlds he
would not hurt his feelings. Acquies-
cence with words and thanks was easy.
Later, the Count, too, would enjoy the
humor of it, and they could devise some
means to sidestep politely.

“All right, my friend,”” he said.
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“I'm consumed with gratitude for your
aid. Tell me when you're ready, and,
meanwhile, I suppose I'd better rest
a couple of hours more so as to be in
good shape for tomorrow. It's begin-
ning to get light.”

“That is wise. The signor is always
wise,”” and Pietro tiptoed out, closing
the door silently, while Drayton threw
himself on the bed and thought and
laughed.

XV

WHEN daylight at last broke, amuse-
ment at the new phase of the game still
went far to relieve the anxiety that op-
pressed Drayton, and both sensations
made it hard to await the Count’s ap-
pearance. To arouse him before his
hour or to interrupt the mysteries of
his toilet was, however, quite out of the
question, so the American lounged and
smiled and fretted until the welcome
““Buon giorno, signore!’’ came to his
ears. Then he drew his adviser out on
the terrace, and, while the Count sipped
his coffee and lighted his cigarette, told
the story of the night’s adventure.

Calascibetta listened attentively and
with his gentle smile that Drayton had
come to look upon as the most impene-
trable of masks. When he had finished,
the coffee pot was empty and the sec-
ond cigarette half smoked, but Count
Ascanio was still silent.

“Well,” said the narrator at last,
“why don’t you laugh?”

*“And why should I laugh?”’

“Because it’s funny, man. Think of
it—Pietro.” .

“He is an honest man. I think I
would go with him.”

Had a thunderbolt fallen at Dray-
ton’s feet he could not have been more
astounded.

“What!" he exclaimed.

“T think that I would go with him,”
repeated the Count. His face was per-
fectly serious.

This was funniest of all. Surely the
Sicilian could not regard the head-
waiter’s aid seriously, and when every-
thing was arranged to pay the money
and get Constance. Could it be that

Calascibetta feared some failure and
was disposed to grasp at any new meas-
ure, however ridiculous? Could it be
that he had learned something new
that made him willing to cast aside at
the last moment all the measures taken
under his advice and acquiesce to try
for a coup on McArdle lines, but ap-
parently far less promising? New
anxiety at once sprung up in Drayton’s
mind and sense of humor fell flat.

“But, but,” he stammered, search-
ing the Count’s face for some explana-
tion.

“Listen, now, my friend,” said Cala-
scibetta. ¢ How shall we say what our
good Pietro designs? But he is honest
and loves you—that is much. Also he
is mafioso.”” Drayton opened his eyes
wide. Pietro mafioso—in touch with
the mysterious Sicilian society, cult,
state of mind—no foreigner can ever
know which! “Tonight the Signor
Trevor pays the money. If but you
take the lady from these brigands, how
shall that not favor you with both?”

“But the danger to her?’” cried
Trevor, and, as the Count raised his
hand for lower tones: “ You yourself
feared it when McArdle tried to play
that game.”

“The Signor McArdle could not suc-
ceed, and the play had then but begun.
I think it is different now and with
you. Also there is always what Pietro
may know.”

Drayton thought he gathered part
of the sense of this enigmatic utterance.
Part seemed pure flattery and its de-
pendence on the little headwaiter ab-
surd. After all, though, it loosed him
to activity in the line he preferred, and
surely the Count would not favor any
step that imperiled Constance. He had
given ample proof throughout thathe
understood himself and of his grasp on
the situation.

“All right,” said Drayton. “It's
Pietro and I, then. What hour do you
pay the money? I suppose it’s up to
us to find her first.”

Ascanio was silent for a moment,
and when he spoke it was with a vague-
ness new to him in the matter.

“Ah, yes; of the hour of the pay-
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ment I do not know precisely. It is
the Signor Trevor who desires to pay
it himself to the agent of these adven-
turers, doubtless at ten o’clock, unless
some other direction be received. I
shall see he has someone of reliability
to accompany him and, for myself, I
shall remain here. The General should
be always at his headquarters during
the battle, that the news of it reach
him most surely. For you, should you
succeed, you shall first escort the sig-
norina to me. I will arrange with our
good friend, the Princess, that she offer
her chaperonage. So? - Is it not best,
altogether?”

Drayton nodded. The Count had
become definite once more and the
plan, as to the General’s part in it,
seemed wise and far-seeing.

“Then I'm to wait orders from Lieu-
tenant Sangapulci?” said Drayton,
smiling.

“That is what I advise.”

XVI

THE day drifted along wearily, and,
until the hour of dinner, Drayton
waited. Then, at last, when Giuseppe
was bringing the coffee, he noticed his
new ally and commander making signs
to him from the doorway. The Prin-
cess had been peculiarly affable, almost
maternal in her friendly interest, and
the Count had sparkled with his best
wit. Even the conversation of the
German transients seemed lighted, per-
haps by some subconscious tonic of
impending events.

Drayton broke away from it all at
the first possible moment and joined
Pietro in the little writing room from
which he had signaled.

“Well?” he said eagerly.

“The signor is ready? Good! Then
it is I, his friend, Pietro, who will con-
duct him to the beautiful signorina,”
and he drew himself up to his full
height.

Drayton controlled his face. A new
question presented itself; one he would
have put to the Count had it occurred
to him before.

“I suppose I ought to take a re-
volver,” he said, “but I’ve never had
one here and—"

Pietro threw out his hands and burst
into voluble protest.

“Oh, but no!” he cried in a voice
full of terror. “It is no peril to which
I take the signor, no peril, upon my
honor, and no one must be injured.
There will be necessity for the fight,
oh, so little, and they will yield when
they behold us firm. You shall see,
yes, you shall see.”

There were points about this ha-
rangue that, taken together with the
personality of the speaker, puzzled
Drayton, nor did they altogether strike
him as convincing. However, he knew
well enough that thc possession of
firearms is not always an undiluted
advantage in a Sicilian row, with its
curious admixture of courage and
cowardice, chivalry and treachery. A
stout stick would answer many of the
requirements and avoid some of the
complications. Therefore, he nodded
carelessly.

“ All right, Pietro. You're the boss
of this expedition. Wait a minute till
I get my cap and cane.”

“I am the servant of the signor’s
pleasure,” bowed Pietro. “I amready.”

Drayton was back almost as quickly
as he was gone, and, after fifteen min-
utes’ impatient waiting for his “ready”’
guide, they hurried away down the Via
Monteleone at as rapid a gait as the
latter’s short, fat legs could negotiate.
Thence, along the Via Pannieri, across
the Corso and into the maze of streets
to the southward.

Here were rows of little shops, some
of them mere stalls, others with the
dark, cavelike homes of the shopkeepers
behind, churches, old decayed palaces
let out to twenty families. It was not
a prosperous section of the city.

Drayton had rather assumed, when
the direction became apparent, that
they were heading for the railroad sta-
tion, whence a train would take them
away among the hills to within striking
distance of some lonely hut where Con-
stance was doubtless detained. The
logic of the situation he was quite un-
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able to grasp. Unquestionably Pietro
had, or thought he had, one or more
allies among the kidnappers, but the
danger of the affair all around seemed
manifest, and the American found him-
self wondering again at the Count’s ad-
vising such a venture at a moment
when the success of all he had argued
and planned for was imminent. If, in-
deed, that gentleman had fears, or,
worse yet, information that made him
doubt the vaunted good faith of the
brigands and that prompted him to
change, at the last moment, his care-
fully arranged, orderly proceedings for
these desperate ones, the supposition
would not down, and it was most dis-
turbing, for the venture seemed little
less than desperate under such guid-
ance. To be sure, Calascibetta had
advised it with a smile that argued no
hesitation or anxiety, but he would be
likely enough to smile when he feared
most. Surely, though, Latin diplo-
macy would not involve shipping a
friend on a perilous quest without some
warning hint to place him on guard.
It was all confusing to the last degree,
and every way he viewed it, Drayton
could come at no satisfactory solution.
Then, having that quality of the good
soldier who, whatever doubt besets in
mind, relies indeed upon his General
and obeys orders, he put aside the
puzzle and went on, alert only to think
and act quickly the moment he should
seem to be thrown upon the necessity
for independent action.

At last Pietro stopped. The street
was narrow and unlighted and the dark-
ness of the night held possession. Dray-
ton could make out that the building,
stretching along the scanty sidewalk,
was one of those old palaces, half for-
tress, with no opening on the ground
floor save a frowning archway, above
which windows fantastic with Gothic
carvings told of the abode of dead and
gone nobles who knew not, when they
feasted and gamed, how soon might
come the call to defend the entrance
against the fierce onset of a rival house.

Pietro whistled and waited. Then
he whistled again and looked anxiously
around.

“Do you mean she is here, in Paler-
mo?’”’ whispered Drayton.

“T—TI do not know, I had thought—
there was to be—" .

Evidently Pietro’s assurance or his
courage had oozed out in the failure of
some cooperation on which he had
relied.

“Because, if she is, I'm going in to
find her,” and Drayton walked toward
the archway, beside which sat a very
small girl, evidently of the poorer class,
singing a low, monotonous chant.
Pietro grasped his arm.

“No, no; how shall you find her?
There are many apartments.”

“Then she zs here’; and Drayton
wrenched himself loose from the grasp
that held him. The fight was on now,
the enemy near, and his blood up.

Pietro followed, with an outpouring
of whispered protest, as Drayton en-
tered with quick, silent steps, his stick
grasped firmly, and looked eagerly
around the many corridors that opened
on the inner court. Two stone stair-
ways led up into opposite sides of the
building and a coat of arms was sculp-
tured here and there in the stone, but
so battered and worn as to be well-nigh
undecipherable even in the daylight.
If Constance was hidden somewhere in
this vast pile, the thought of the hope-
lessness of finding her prison oppressed
him, and he hesitated. He thought he
detected a movement behind a window,
as of someone watching, and a woman
came to the door at the head of one of
the stairs and eyed him with frank
Sicilian curiosity. Nine chances out of
ten it was a fool’s errand, after all.
What else could Pietro lead him on?
That was why the Count had not ob-
jected. He had wanted him out of the
way, and employed.

A man came quickly down the stair
on the other side and swaggered toward
him with a manner at once suspicious
and insolent.

“What is it that you wish here, sig-
nor?”’ he demanded.

. “Oh,” said Drayton carelessly, “an
interesting old palazzo this. I'm a for-
eigner, you know, an artist. I thought
I'dlike tolook it over. Any objection?”
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“Yes,”” mumbled the man sullenly.
“There are those that live here, and
they sleep.”

“All of them?”

Pietro had sidled up, as they were
speaking. Now he came close to the
fellow and, drawing him back, whis-
pered something in his ear. The other’s
expression changed. Then he said in
a quieter voice:

“It is late to view the palazzo and
the rooms are dark, but, if you desire
to follow me, I will show you some of
them.”

Drayton bowed in surprise. “That
is better,”’ he said; “if it would not
trouble you.”

The man turned with a quick ges-
ture and led the way toward the stairs
he had just descended. The American
studied his back, puzzled more and
more at the whole performance. It
struck him that his new guide was not
a resident of the city. His clothes and
gait were rather those of one of the
small wine-growers of the countryside.
Therefore, he hesitated to offer the
money he had instinctively drawn from
his pocket. It might easily be a trap
of some sort, for the hall which they
now entered was very dark; but no;
Pietro now seemed quite in touch with
the situation and Pietro was at least
faithful. He noticed that the head-
waiter had remained behind in the
court. At any rate, he was in for the
adventure, whatever it portended, and
if the puzzle was too deep for him, bet-
ter to put it from his mind.

They mounted a broad flight of stairs,
once stately, no doubt, but now worn
and unkept. He knew that squalid
apartments opened from right and left
on the hall above.

“Have you the eyes of the cat, sig-
nor?”’ said his conductor over his shoul-
der, as Drayton stumbled slightly.

“No,” he said, “but I have ears of
the dog to follow your steps—and a
stout cane to feel my way.” He might
have added, “nose of the dog,” for the
bad odors that beset the place.

Another stairway, narrower than the
first, led him up to a floor where a dim
light played through several narrow

windows and showed, to his surprise,
a half-open door leading into what
seemed a suite of apartments, clean,
and with definite pretensions to com-
fort, if not elegance. Then he heard
the rapidly retreating footsteps of his
guide and then, nothing.

XVII

VeriLY, the mystery deepened, but
he was there to solve it. He pushed
open the door and stepped into a little
square hall with a great table of inlaid
woods and a handsome mirror with an
intricate Florentine frame. Light shone
through the broad cracks around a sec-
ond door just in front of him, and he
hesitated for the first time. Should he
knock and plead the stranger who had
lost his way?

At that moment there came to him
through the narrow windows from the
court below a sudden, sharp challenge
in Sicilian, a loud, angry answer in the
more Italian dialect of the city and
then a sudden uproar as of a dozen men
shouting at once—oaths and hissed
defiances. Soon, if he knew the na-
tive, there would be knife-thrusts that
he would not hear and shrieks that he
would.

The door with the light around it
opened suddenly, letting a flood out
into the hall, and a stately, white-haired
dame in a gown rich, but old-fashioned
and well worn, stood facing him. Be-
hind her he saw the startled eyes of
Constance.

“You will defend us, signor?” said
the old lady. His presence seemed no
cause of terror to her; and Drayton,
amid all his amazements, wondered
least at the medieval request. It fitted
perfectly into the setting.

His gaze, oblivious of everything
else, was upon Constance, as if her
presence here might be only a part of
some weird dream, and then, suddenly,
she recognized him and rushed forward,
and he took her in his arms, as a mat-
ter of course, and kissed her again and
again. He had not fully realized, until
in the revulsion of that moment, how
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deep had been his anxieties. There were
words each spoke, hardly knowing what
they said, words that were common-
place and inconsequential enough, and
that did not matter in the least, and
were but half heard.

Meanwhile, the old lady stood there,
looking at them with an expression be-
nign yet uncertain, and changing more
and more to dismay as the noises from
below seemed to be increasing and
drawing nearer. Now there was a
trampling of feet and a sound of many
voices, muffled and mingled somewhere
in the halls below.

“You will defend us, signor?” she
repeated. ‘‘They are coming up the
stairs. There will be aid soon.”

Defend them! Drayton would fight
to the last drop of his blood against all
the brigands in Sicily. He had not the
most remote idea what anything meant,
but some persons were evidently com-
ing whom she who seemed to be Con-
stance’s friend feared. That was
enough, and much more than he had
had to guide him of late.

“Take her inside,” he said, loosing
the girl from his arms, “and shut the
door.”

“I won't go and leave you here to
them. Oh, who are they?” she cried,
but Drayton pushed her gently back.

“Don’t you see, dear. I'm good for
any number on the stairs and in the
dark! If I have to think of you I'll
be a coward, and it's usually the cow-
ards who get hurt. Quick! Shut that
door!"”

The sudden authority of his tone
and the old dame’s arm swept Con-
stance back, and the door closed be-
hind him. He heard the rush of steps,
now just below them, and he grasped
his stick and crouched in a deep shadow
at the head of the stairs.

There was short time to wait. At
least half a dozen men were blundering
up with as aggressive speed as the
darkness permitted. What manner of
foes they were Drayton could not know,
but his cue had been given, in the vague
plot of this particular drama, to fight
someone, which was certainly a great
relief, and the newcomers seemed to

fill the requirements of the villains’
part. Therefore, he struck at the first
head and body that loomed in sight,
and he struck hard and true, with all
the reserved forces of four days of sup-
pression.

There was a grunt, and the man
toppled over, falling, evidently on a
confederate just behind, who cursed
viciously in the low Palermo patois.
Now was the moment to follow up and
get the full benefit of the surprise; a}nd
Drayton, lowering his head, threw him-
self against the two with all his weight.

Never in his old college days had he
bucked the center with better will;
never with nearly so much effect. The
stunned receiver of the first blow and
the comrade, half staggering to support
him, were both borne back upon the
crowd that thronged the stair behind
them. None could reckon the number
or resources of the attacking party and
each man, as he lost his footing, be-
came transformed into a virtual assail-
ant of the rest. How Drayton kept
from falling headlong amid the howl-
ing, tangled mass of humanity that
landed in the hall below seemed little
less than a miracle, but he succeeded,
and regained his place at the head of
the stairs to wait what might happen
next.

As for the aid that was to come, he
did not count very heavily on it. Cer-
tainly, from his knowledge of things
Sicilian, it could not be expected from
the other tenants of the building. It
is not etiquette to meddle in or even to
see a row wherein one has no personal
interest. Therefore, every door in every
hall had remained tight shut, despite
a pandemonium that might have roused
the curiosity of the dead. What Dray-
ton mainly relied on was a doubt that
must pertain as to how many people
he was, a doubt that he could see little
chance of his antagonists solving, so
long as those still able to discuss the
question confined themselves to pro-
miscuous profanity. He felt quite able
to stand off a score of unfriendly brig-
ands indefinitely, for he had come to
the conclusion that the assailants were
Constance’s unregenerate captors, who
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had learned of his coming. Doubtless
Pietro had held them at the entrance
as long as possible; and then a good,
round, Anglo-Saxon damn rose above
the babel of names of saints and of
things unsaintly.

This was a new mental facer, and he
listened, scarce believing the evidence
of his ears.

“Come down out of that, you damn-
ed brigands, or T'll shoot!” called a
voice in English—McArdle's, by all that
was amazing! Drayton smiled amid
the tumbling of his assumptions. It
was so much more English than Amer-
ican to expect Sicilian outlaws to under-
stand one’s own language that he felt
quite justified in ignoring compatriot-
ism with his rival for the time being.
Here were he and McArdle joining bat-
tle, each on the assumption that the
other was Constance’s kidnapper. Per-
haps each was trying to be, in an Amer-
ican way, but Sicily had, for the second
time, set them by the ears accord-
ing to its own standards. There was
humor in it. Therefore, Drayton, hav-
ing a sense of humor, smiled, and, smil-
ing, ignored his rival’s command. The
next moment the dark hall re-echoed
with shot after shot, and the bullets
splintered around him on wall and ceil-
ing.

XVIII

DrayroN crouched down, grasping
his stick, the fight instinct again para-
mount against this inspired idiot. Then
the door behind him opened. He heard
Constance’s quick step and, frightened
thoroughly at her peril, he sprang to
his feet.

Fortunately, the man below had
emptied his revolver and was probably
reloading. Her voice came clear and
indignant. Somehow she seemed half
to divine the situation.

“What do you mean by this? Iam
under Mr. Drayton’s protection.”

“Constance! Is that you?” called
McArdle. “Have I found you?”

“You certainly have,” said she, with
truly feminine pitilessness, “but Mr.
Drayton has found me first and is here.
Won’t you please go away?”’

Drayton almost laughed out at the
picture in his mind of what must be
McArdle’s confusion.

“But—‘”

She had seized Drayton’s hand,
drawn him back into the apartment
and closed the door. The old, white-
haired lady looked up peacefully from
what could have been but the pretense
of embroidery. Drayton threw himself
down on a sofa and shook his head
hopelessly.

‘“Constance,” he said, “I really
haven’t the faintest idea of what all
this is about, but—but, it’s funny.”

“I suppose it is,”’ she said, with still
a touch of anti-McArdle indignation
in her voice. ‘I think you’'ve been
very brave.”

“So has he.”

“But he’s a fool.”

There did not seem to be a grain
of logic or cohesion in any of their
“Through a Looking Glass” tangle,
but he sprang up and kissed her,
and the old lady smiled approvingly.
There was a gentle knock at the door.

“1 wonder if that man has the impu-
dence!” and the girl turned, flushed
and again indignant.

The knock was repeated, soft and
deferential. Drayton shook his head,
laughing.

“That’s not McArdle,” he said. “I
fancy he’s started for Pittsburg,” and,
stepping forward, he opened the door.

A man stood in the hall, a Sicilian,
his cap in one hand and a parcel under
his arm. There was no sense in being
surprised at anything now, but it
dawned slowly on the American that
he had seen this fellow before. Yes,
surely, he was the messenger of the
Cala, the chap he had dragged ashore
and revived in the wine shop.

The recognition was mutual. The
man had been bowing repeatedly, and
lower each time, till his head bade fair
to reach the floor. He approached
slowly, took Drayton’s hand and kissed
it. Then he turned to Constance, and,
with a last and lowest inclination,
placed the parcel in her hands, speak-
ing a few quick words in Sicilian dia-
lect:
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“For a betrothal gift, with the de-
votion of the most illustrious cavalier,
Count Ascanio di Calascibetta.”

The old lady beamed and Drayton
stared from one to the other, more
helpless than ever, but Constance
laughed.

“Poor Uncle Will and Aunt Elvira!
Perhaps you'd better keep this for me,
Penfield. It's my fortune, you know.
At least, I suppose it is.”

Drayton took the parcel mechanic-
ally. A new footstep sounded on the
stairs, the bearer of the parcel stood
aside, and the Count himself entered,
smiling his inscrutable smile. The little
mustaches seemed to curl up more
jauntily than ever. He turned quickly
to the messenger, to Constance and to
Drayton, and bowed profoundly. Then
he kissed the old lady affectionately on
each cheek.

“I fear I have many apologies to
offer,”” he said slowly. ‘““Some I make
with the utmost of humility; others—
it is that they would not be received
in the spirit. Therefore, unless there
is demand—" and he shrugged his
shoulders. ‘I trust that the signorina
has been comfortable and content.
Signor Drayton, I beg to present you
to my most honored mother, the Prin-
cess Ravinelli.”

“My dear Count,” said Constance,
and her manner seemed strangely of
Sicily; “you allowed my fright to be
so short that I have forgotten it, and
I thank you for your kind plot and its
success. For the delightful chaperon-
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age of your dear mother I can never
thank you enough.”

Calascibetta kissed her hand. He
was radiant, but he shot a side glance
at Drayton, half timid, half inquiring.

As for the latter, full comprehension
was gradually coming over him. He
grasped Ascanio’s hand.

“You dear old medieval devil!” he
said. “You've given me a big scare,
but it’s all right and so are you. I'm
afraid our foolish Western affairs have
been an awful bother to you.”

“Ah, my friend,” cried the Count,
“you must not say that! I am trans-
ported to have served you, and in so
charming a cause. My men were 1n
the country, not far away, and my
mother has always pleased to occupy
this floor of our ancient palace. The
society of your beautiful American sig-
norina has been for a delight to her.
Only I regret that Luigi was taken in
the water and that he permitted him-
self to be frightened or bribed by your
very foolish millionaire. It has been a
source of much trouble and of a danger
that I could not foresee. Luigi we will
attend to. That he was born in March
I did not know. I think he had better
go away with this Signor McArdle.
Sicily may not be well for him."”

“Poor chap,” said Drayton; “he
was up against it,”” but the Count
frowned. Then his smile beamed
again.

“Did I not tell you,” he exclaimed,
“that my country was ever most hos-
pitable and friendly to lovers?”
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THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT-
HEADED BRIGADE

By FRANK R. WALTON

AN and wife, man and wife,
Man and wife onward,
All to the court room went,
Wedded Four Hundred.
Forward the huge brigade,
All for divorce now prayed,
There in the crowded court,
Stylish Four Hundred!

Forward the huge brigade.
Was there a one dismayed?
No, for they all were glad,
Glad to be sundered!
Theirs not to make a sigh,
Theirs not to sadly cry,
Theirs but to break the tie,
Seeking a quick divorce,
Eager Four Hundred.

Lawyers to right of them,
Lawyers to left of them,
Lawyers in front of them,
Argued and thundered;
Deafened by voice and word,
Calmly they sat and heard
Talk from the jaws of them,
Talk from the mouths of them,
Patient Four Hundred.

Flash’d many bright eyes there,
Flash'd, but they didn’t care,
Though all the lawyers there
Told many scandals, while
Simple folk wonder'd.
Dressed in the height of style,
Waiting with hopeful smile,
Women and husbands,
Then in a little while
All were quite sundered.
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Much could the kind judge do,
Making each one now two,
Four hundred pairs were now—
Now just eight hundred!

Oh, they were fickle men!
Each chose a wife again

Out from those sundered.
Honor the pairs new made,
Honor the huge brigade,

Once more Four Hundred!
All were rewedded there,

All of those ladies fair,

Who once had blundered,
Thought they would try again,
Picking out diff'rent men,
From those Four Hundred.

Simple folk wondered!

Bt B %8

SHADOWS

By MAUD A. BLACK

'Y'OU live where the dream flowers grow,
And under the silver moon,
The whispering trees of Slumberland
Sway to a dreamy tune—
And I know, whatever the world may say,
You hear and you understand,
When we walk each night 'neath the silent skies
"Mid the shadows of Shadowland.

Amid the rush of the busy crowd—
The hum of the noisy day,

I walk with my silent soul apart
Alone, on my lonely way—

And I long for night and the hour to come
When together we two will stand

In that mystical light, where soul meets soul,
"Mid the shadows of Shadowland.



WE DANCE AT THE PRINCE'S

By R. K. WEEKES

were standing together on the

white marble balcony which
overlooked the ballroom of the royal
palace of Lichtenberg. Dorrel, as maid
of honor to Her Highness, the Princess,
wore a gown of thick white satin,
straight and heavy, its short-waisted
bodice sown thick with the pearls that
had descended from generation to gen-
eration in the house of the Von Etel-
mars. Her brother was attired in a
court suit of dark green velvet em-
broidered with silver, and a velvet
cloak lined with white satin and fas-
tened with clasps of silver. Both were
fair, pale and aristocratic; but whereas
Dorrel’s blue eyes and serene brow had
merely the prettiness of youth, Alexis
was so strikingly handsome that his
gorgeous costume seemed no more than
a fitting frame for such a figure. In
all Lichtenberg, a city where good looks
were at a premium, there was no man
so remarkable as Alexis von Etelmar.

“Who's your next partner, Dorrel?”
he asked, as they watched the pictur-
esque crowd of the dancers below.

“Only Bruno von der Heide.” Dor-
rel’s tone was a disparagement.

“Don’t you want to dance with
him?”

“Oh, I don't mind,” said Dorrel.
“But, you know, he is not born.”

Alexis laughed. ‘“ He has a hundred
and fifty years to his name.”

“ A hundred and fifty years!” Dor-
rel's little chin expressed scorn of a
lineage that went back no farther than
a hundred and fifty years. “I like
Bruno well enough, of course.”

“And he likes you, doesn't he?”

“ Alexis!”

DORREL and Alexis von Etelmar

Alexis laughed again. He had him-
self a full share of family arrogance,
but Dorrel’s outreached his. He did
not wish to see his little sister married,
partly because he wanted her for him-
self, and partly because in Lichtenberg
it was not wise to love and marry, to
give hostages to fortune; but it amused
him to tease her about the suitors she
disdained.

“If you wait to dance till you find
your equal in birth, my child, you will
wait a long time. There is no one in
Lichtenberg fit to stand up with a Von
Etelmar.”

“There are one or two.”

“I do not know them.”

“Well, the Prince himself is born,”
objected Dorrel with a touch of re-
proof.

“True. Sometimes I am driven to
wonder whether birth is, after all, such
a privilege,"” returned her brother in
his negligent voice, fine in timbre, stu-
diously pure in accent. Dorrel sighed
a little and knit her brows.

“I do wish—"

“Well?”

“I wish you would be more careful
what you say, Alexis. You know how
risky it is, and yet I've heard you say
these things even before his very face.
Of course, His Highness is—is—"

“An irredeemable scoundrel?”’ sug-
gested her brother.

“He is—not all he should be,” said
Dorrel firmly. The divinity that doth
hedge a king tempered her expressions.
“But he has always been just to us—
kind, even. Why, it's only a week
since he made you Master of the
Horse!”’

“Yes—for the purpose of seeing me

35



36 THE SMART SET

look an utter fool,” responded Alexis,
glancing down at the green velvet
which was the official costume for the
post he held. “Did it never occur to
you that His Highness has a passion
for dressing dolls?”’

“Oh!” said Dorrel. It never had
occurred to her; she was not, like
Prince Heinrich, a connoisseur of pure
beauty. She looked doubtfully at her
brother. In her eyes he was the
goodliest sight in the world, and she
could not find it in her heart to con-
temn the green velvet, preposterous
though it was; but she did not ascribe
similar feelings to others, who did not
love him. “You do look nice, of
course. But I don't think he could
really have done it for that reason, it
seems so childish! I expect that’s
what. Jacinette was hinting at the
other day,” she added in a reflective
tone. ‘“‘She told me you would never
go to the scaffold so long as you didn't
break your nose. I couldn’'t think
what she meant. I wonder if it really
is true?”

Alexis looked as though he would
have liked to break his nose on the
spot. “I doubt if my features would
save nie if Heinrich discovered that 1
was a member of the League.”

“But you aren’t a member of the
League,” pointed out Dorrel, who was
of a literal turn of mind. “We are not
disloyal, no matter what the Prince
may choosetodo. Besides, the League
is only composed of shopkeepers and
peasants.”’

“You think so, do you?” said Alexis.
“Ah! Well, here comes your partner
to claim you.”

The two men exchanged a brief salu-
tation; but while Dorrel and Von der
Heide descended the broad and shallow
steps, Alexis leaned on the balustrade
and watched the dancers. The ball-
room at Lichtenberg had been the
chapel of the palace, until Heinrich
abjured the Catholic faith and con-
verted it to its present uses. From
their niches the patient saints looked
down upon a scene as beautiful and
wicked as the visions of a dream. All
the exquisite tracery of arches and pil-

lars was overwreathed with living roses,
white and golden, mixed with long,
light garlands of tropical fern. Among
this greenery hung lamps of silver,
burning scented oil. The dancers were
dressed in a thousand lovely pale hues
of satin and silk. Beauties were there,
of European fame, whose robes were
scarcely less diaphanous than those of
the sirens of the Venusberg. Alexis’s
face grew contemptuous. Darker feel-
ings lay in him than stirred his sister’s
placid youth; his eyes had the power
of hatred, and the foreshadowing of
tragedy.

Meanwhile Dorrel was floating round
the room on her partner’s arm. Bruno
Von der Heide was a tall and rather
ugly young man, with a pair of melting
dark blue eyes which were fixed some-
what ardently on Dorrel’s blond head.
He knew very well what he wanted,
but he scarcely expected to get it. It
was not easy to dance in that crowded
hall, and before long the pair withdrew
to the terrace, which ran the whole
length of the palace, cool, unlighted,
pure with the scent of the woods. Dor-
rel sank into a chair with a sigh of con-
tentment.

“It is tiring in the ballroom,” she
said sedately.

“It is, trying to dodge people. I've
come to the conclusion that it's poor
fun dancing at the Palace after sup-
per,” responded Bruno, sitting forward
on the bench to fan her. “They're a

rowdy lot. You oughtn’t to be here
at all, you know.”
“I must.”

“Oh, you mean that you can't very
well get out of it, being maid of honor?
I meant that I wonder the Graf lets
you go on being maid of honor. It’s
—well, it really is pretty beastly for
you here.”

“We Von Etelmars are loyal,” ob-
served Dorrel, as she had observed
before, and with much the same
haughty lift of her little chin. Bruno
laughed.

“Yes, I know the Graf’s politics—
loyal quand méme, and all that sort of
thing. You're about the only people
left in Lichtenberg who are, you know.
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I'm thinking of going over to Valentin
myself soon.”

“You join the League?’ Dorrel
opened her blue eyes in frigid surprise.
“T thought that no one but the lower
classes joined the League.”

“Oh, Lord, no! 1 dare say two-
thirds of these people here are in
it.”

“T include them in the lower classes,”
said Mademoiselle von Etelmar.

Bruno looked chastened. * Perhaps
you include me in the lower classes,”
he said meekly.

“No, I don't; I shouldn’'t have been
so shocked at the idea of your joining
if I had.”

“No, by Jove, I'd forgotten that!
Well, that's some consolation. But
honestly, mademoiselle, the League’s
not what you think. There are all
sorts in it. Of course I don’t know
officially, but I've heard it said that
even Prince Max—" He nodded in
the direction of a handsome, dark-eyed
young cousin of the Prince’s, who had
just appeared on the terrace.

“Then I think the less of Prince
Magx,”’ said Dorrel calmly. “I'm proud
to think Alexis will never join."”

Bruno looked as though there might
be two opinions on the point, but he
did not contradict her. “It’s rathera
fine object, though, don’t you think—
the freedom of Lichtenberg?”’ he urged.
“And, anyhow, Valentin himself is a
fine chap—heroic, and all that. Every-
body says so.”

“Valentin is the son of a shop-
keeper. I do not admire the sons of
shopkeepers."”

“Nor do I,” said Bruno hastily,
throwing Valentin and his League over-
board together without a pang. “I
don't approve of rebellion at all, really.
One ought to be loyal to the powers
that be and support them, even if they
are a bit queer at times.”

“One ought never to support them
in what is wrong.”

“Oh!” said Bruno.

He continued to fan her patiently.
Dorrel’s face turned slightly toward
him. There was a faint twinkle of
amusement in her demure eyes. “You
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really are rather good tempered,’’ she
acknowledged handsomely.

“I'd let you trample on me to any
extent.”

“But you shouldn’'t be good tem-
pered to any extent. You ought to
have spirit enough to stand up for
vourself when the proper time comes.”

“Oh, I don't say I couldn’t, with
other people! I only said with you.”

“That is silly.”

“All right, I am silly!” Bruno de-
clared recklessly. “You know I am,
mademoiselle. I'm more than silly;
I’m—”

“Dull?”

Bruno looked at her reproachfully;
then, averting his eyes, he heaved a
profound sigh. Dorrel contemplated
her victim with a touch of naughty
satisfaction—it was fortunate that her
brother could not see her—and rapped
him on the arm with her fan. “Come,”
she said; “we've been out here long
enough, and there’s another dance be-
ginning. Take me back to the ball-
room.”’

Bruno offered his arm with another
deep sigh. His love affairs had been
many and cheerful, but this was not
quite of the same type; he had a sad
prevision that Mademoiselle von Etel-
mar would not allow herself to be for-
gotten so easily as his previous lady
loves. Nor had he much hope that
she would relent. She might coquet a
little demurely, but she would not per-
mit herself to marry a Von der Heide,
even if her heart desired it. Family
pride was part of the religion of the
Von Etelmars. They were almost the
only surviving representatives of the
ancient aristocracy of Neuber Lichten-
berg. Loyal throughout the centuries,
they were loyal still when others left
their fatherland, or went over to the
party of revolt; loyal even to the ex-
tent of letting fair Dorrel hold her tra-
ditional post as maid of honor in Prince
Heinrich’s discreditable court, where
no woman was safe. Old Von Etelmar
would have allowed himself and his
children to be cut to pieces, but never
would he have raised his hand against
his Prince. Bruno, who, in spite of his
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cheerful levity, possessed a long head
and had a clear view of the perils of
the situation, wished ruefully that they
were not quite so loyal. In a mood of
unaccustomed seriousness, he fell to
pondering about the future. Dorrel
and her father, they who worshiped
Alexis; what would they say when they
knew—"’

“Look!"” said Dorrel suddenly, press-
ing his arm. “There is the Prince—
talking to Alexis.”

They had just crossed the threshold
of the chancel door, and from where
they stood could see into one of the
side chapels, which had been curtained
off and left in semi-darkness for such
as liked seclusion. Warm though the
night was, a fire was burning on the
hearth to please Prince Heinrich, who
liked to live in a hothouse, and beside
it he was standing—a man of middle
height, frail and slender, but truly royal
in his bearing. Ill healch and dissipa-
tion had set their marks on his pale,
irregular features; twenty years of ab-
solute power spoke in every movement.
The contrast between the fragility of
his body and the strength of his will
would have made him noticeable in any
assembly of men.

Alexis stood opposite, leaning his
elbow on the mantel shelf. His ex-
pression horrified Dorrel; she had long
known that her brother did not like
the Prince, but she had never dreamed
that he had it in him to feel such active
hatred as now looked out of his dark
gray eyes. The two were alone, nor
did they notice Bruno and Dorrel
among the shadows by the door. *‘Lis-
ten—oh, listen!”’ murmured Dorrel, as
Heinrich prepared to speak again.
Bruno was rather pale; he listened full
as eagerly as she.

“My dear Alexis,” said the Prince
in his light, cold voice, *“1 suppose you
hope to persuade me that I have been
misinformed. But when I tell you that
it was I myself, with my own eyes, who
saw it pass from him to you—"

“I have never denied receiving a
letter from Von der Heide. I do deny
your right to interfere with my private
correspondence.”

“Oh, rights! My subjects have no
rights,” said Heinrich insolently. “1
act as I think fit, and shall continue to
do so. Whether you approve is matter
of indifference; you will certainly sub-
mit. 1 have a curiosity to see this let-
ter. You are not a friend of Von der
Heide's; you don’t even regard him as
your equal. Why, then, are you two
in secret correspondence? He gave it
to you with a very furtive air, when he
thought himself unobserved. That, in
the present state of Lichtenberg, is a
little suspicious, my Alexis. In fine,
reason or no reason, I intend to see that
letter. You have it on you still?”’

“I have.”

Heinrich stretched out his hand.
“Give it to me, then.”

“T regret to refuse Your Highness.”

“If I were six inches taller and had
lived a clean life, as you have, I'd take
it from you myself,” said Heinrich.
“ As it is, you will force me to summon
the guard.”

Bruno felt Dorrel’s hand clench itself
on his arm. “Oh, speak and tell him
what is in it!”’ she breathed.

“1 daren’t,” said Bruno.

“Daren’t!”

“Dorrel, it would hang your brother.”

Dorrel whitened so suddenly that
Bruno thought she would fall. He put
his arm round her, but she pushed it
away and listened, the sweet youth
hardening out of her face. Alexis was
speaking again.

“Do I understand that Your High-
ness is about to summon the guard, in
order to take by force and read a letter
addressed to me?”’

“You understand rightly,” smiled
Heinrich.

Quick as light, Alexis snatched the
letter from his pocket and held it to
the flames. Heinrich sprang forward,
but the younger man seized him by the
wrist and warded him off, overpower-
ing him easily with one hand. There
was a moment’s struggle; then Hein-
rich, deadly pale, disengaged himself
and stepped back with a bow.

“You have proved your guilt, Cap-
tain von Etelmar,” he said, pointing to
the fire, where the thin sheet was al-
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ready crackling in ashes. “I do not
think you would have ventured to lay
hands on your sovereign on your own
account. That paper contained the
names of others who are confederates
with you and Von der Heide in the
service of Valentin.”

“I'll freely admit that only extreme
need could have induced me to touch
Your Highness,” said Alexis. A faint
look of distaste at his own hand com-
pleted the sentence.

Heinrich smiled.

“After all, I care less for your ac-
complices than for yourself. You, I
imagine, are about as sensitively proud
as any man in Lichtenberg. It is
agreeable to me to inflict punishments
that are appreciated. 1 strongly dis-
liked to feel that you were my superior
in strength, but I think, my Alexis, I
can repay you to the full.”

Alexis bowed.

“I shall send you to the triangles,”
continued Heinrich. He had the tri-
umph of seeing the involuntary, un-
controllable change that went over
Alexis’s face. ‘“And if you anticipate
your punishment by shooting your-
self,”” he continued mercilessly, “by
heaven, I'll send the Graf in your
stead! Like father, like son; I dare
swear you are both tarred with the
same brush.”

“Your Highness—"

It was Dorrel who spoke. She had
slipped from Bruno's arm and stood
now, white and tense and cool, at Hein-
rich’s elbow. Alexis started violently.

“Take her away, Von der Heide!”
he said.

“No, she shall stay,” interposed
Heinrich. To him it was 2 moment of
pure pleasure; his critical eyes passed
from one face to another. * What have
you to say to me, mademoiselle?”

“Only this, sir. I can tell you what
was in that letter.”

“Dorrel, I order you to be silent!”

said Alexis. But Dorrel met his anger
without fear. Heinrich waved him
back.

“] command here, not you, sir.
Now, mademoiselle, how can you tell
me that?'’

“Because I wrote it myself.”

Heinrich did not fail to perceive the
flash of utter amazement, the quick,
mute question that passed between the
two men. ‘“Indeed!’’ he said politely.
“You wrote it yourself—and to whom,
then? To your brother, if I may ask?”

“No, to Herr von der Heide.” Vivid
color rose over Dorrel’s face, but she
went on unfaltering. “My brother
would not allow me to marry him be-
cause he thought he was no