
AO Wallingford teen any- 
tlui4 intt a wealthy bach- 
elor ut accustomed to hav 

ag everythin* be wanted, 
the circumstance* suuM 
base sec mod lets of a 

calamity. 
He had been on bU way 

to Aar rnarbcu to *1 end Cbrlstmaa 
with hu fasontr o-amed sister, and 
h*:jwa< in the u»o-’ barren deaert i? 
the country a bmt* bad been swept 
away by winter gale* Ilia deatlna- 
t*.< r «<.14 not possibly be rearbod un- 

tfl Otriat&as was well orer 

Wa. t. rd ii>! a rlance out oter 

t.e « ce stretch of rolling plains with 
or y a few t< altered shacks' !<> break 
*•-:r <:.u.tn waste, and then he 

< back to bis bulging suit < use 

The ,»-e»t and moat wonderful toys 
te .id bud In the city shops were 

'fwsSti nta fbat big for bis s.ster'a 

or.iy boy. Tter cot raring whether 
or if a highwayman might be looking 
la a* *he window of the parlor car. 
»e c-k a small be* frem his walst- 

i-ot ke? and looked sorrowfully 
a- a ring from which three exquisite 
d-atLi>d» flashed back at him 

Via ingford leaned back In bis 
a*'r and m iinag.nation pictured bis 

• » ,e<y when slipping fbat ring 
her huger He could bear ber 

t him for b.s eviratagance and 
liS t o. for basing no one else for 

• W to buy such baubles. He sighed 
and returned it to bis pocket much 
a* b* might Late cast it to the depths 
o: the sea it would do him as much 
g-4 there as it would In bis pocket 
etder the present circumstances 

As nerts tumbled tiem selves about 
ft t s brail Wallingford pictured 

.a.self sitting alooe and friendless 
eat er hi* Christinas dinner in some 

fi rnfe hotel of the prcines. There 
>< L-merabie hum* noat- 

»tnH Bided when circling hi* plate 
aid .m e»« h there mould be a scant 
portion erf a uatery vegetable Per 
I .pm on tie outside of tkii array—If 
fc- * as lucky—(berm would be an es- 

"a saucer graced by a piece of 
saoed plum piidd'.r.r Wallingford 

» gh*d sea a—canned plum pudding 
• take tie place of the old-fashioned 

s* » '.reamed of from year to year, 
iii wh: ti.; sister never failed to 

make for hist He shuddered In con- 

••land determined that such 
• -'A not be hi* lot even If he had 

ro from door to door and beg to 
1- alter, is for dinner. 

7 shack of a station at which 
•• *■ t'aia had stopped held not the 
• «■ttewt possibility. Wallingford had 

t- • telegram to his sister Inform 
ng her of 'he delay and regretting 

'hat be m .st turn and go back east 
»r? ree.rg her Business had 
g et «a si ort le'stire. 

reconciled to a 
t .* ut-- over a lunch coun 
'• ** e 'i tht the name of 

Tanksllle probably boasr- 
• i: i. sand inhabitant, yet 

► i» e cpe,ted the name of 
r > Ja k Eeerly When Wallioc- 

bud »*• heard of Jack Everly 
.atier »a- kv ated In Yankrille. 

«as seme eighteen months be 
: .t ther- was no reason why he 
• *ild pot U- there still 

•a.«d tIs .* everyone In Yank- 
ae» e Kveriy homestead. It 

»- ■ he cly .me of any proportions 
lr the village 

The red r'ow from an open Are 
• ’i t cheered Wallingford's numbed 

i:.e* an he rang the hell at the 
li erlj door 

r. tfc* face of b»r who opened the 
« i-r surprise was the prieclpai ex- 

-«~f- jt For Wallingford, bis siu- 
encased in a great fur coat 

all ^angling with glistening snow 

lead sad his handsome plowing face 
looking frankly into her omn. was a 

surprise for nay eyta 
w cio not * lit tar elm to explain 

V* errand but with the matron's priv- 
'.“ge at hospitality invited him Into 
the warmth of the bouse. 

:* *»» too eold to stand outside.” 
she explained and waited for hia 
question 

*1 am Boh Wallingford." he began 
meeting the easy cordial expression 
at her Mae eyes. “I am one of the 
belated passengers of the bridge tle- 

p and derided to run over and see if 
Jack Everly would take pity on an 

old friend and—'* 
Jack Everlr left Yankvtlle.” a 

smile played about her lips at men 

rise at the ill os’ riots village, "some 
six or seven months ego—" 

Embarrassment, disappointment and 
» :rinse mlr-gled ‘-oually in Walling 
f -re *■ fare and did not escape the 
• «» of j*y!»is Vale. Sue spoke with 
m»dy tart 

Tai-- oS that great rat, anyway, 
and come into the fireside. It’s no 
atclt to be out” 

Wt. eglotd followed the slim gray- 
ad fgure in a decidedly chaotic 

v r.tr f mnd Mingled i.-ith his em- 
barrassment at having walked into 
it nbs-'il-te stranger's house, was the 
awdfet tira-tion he felt for this girl 
v *t*. tie sue lit hair. Something—the 
combination perhaps—wns making him 
feel like a tongue-tied schoolboy It 
was a most unusual state of mind for 
Bob Wallingford 

T-ere was a patter of little feet 
and a tiny boy of three yearn threw j 
tlmrelf Into Wallingford's arms 

~t%-h' Are you Santa Claus?” he 
r-i#d gleefully. “I beard your sleigh 
bell* and aaw your big farcy coat! 
Vssrma last be Santa Claus?” 

The child's mother would hare 
spokes but Wallingford's eyes plead- 
ed for silence 

You young rascal! You caught 

old Sarny this time, didn't you? And 
be cam* especially to find out what 
you wanted him to bring down tbe 
chimney—“ 

"Wallingford! How In the name of 
all that'a possible did you get here?" 

Dick Elkina, an old chum of New 
York day*, stood 1". the doorway and 
held out a glad hand cf welcome. 

A weight of relief fell from Walling- 
ford's shoulders. He was no longer a 

stranger in a strange house. And did 
he imagine It, or did a glad light come 

also into the eyes of the woman? 
“How about yourself?" he asked 

when they had shaken hands. 
"This is my own bouse and my own 

sister." laughed Elkins. "Hut where 
in the world did you and Mrs. Vale 
strike i.p an acquaintance?" He cast 
an interrogative glance at his sisetr. 
"Sis. you never told me—" 

Sylvia glanced quickly at Walling- 
ford and a deep blush mingled with 
tbe glow from the Are :n her cheeks. 
She explained the circumstances and 
Wallingford was quickly made to feel 
that he had come to tbe right house. 

"1 will stay under one condition 
ouly." he said finally, “and that is that 
you all will accept, without protest, 
tbe Christmas gifts which 1 brought 
for my sister and her family—with- 
out question." 

There was a moment’s silence and 
the promise was made, laughingly. 

"Hut we will have to return the fa- 
vor." brother and sister spoke as one 

voice. 
So it w as decided. 
"Too had Vale couldn't get here.” 

remarked Elkins, later in the evening 
wh**i the small boy having been 
tucked into bed. the three sat about 
the blazing fire. 

"Yes—we would have made a jolly 
quartet." said Sylvia. 

Wallingford was almost guilty of a 

gasp. The calm, unconcerned way in 
which she remarked that her husband 
would have completed a quartet on 

Christmas eve had he been able to get 
there, was rather disconcerting. 

Dick Elkins arose ar.d left tbe room 

to get the boy's toys. 
"Bring down the suitcase in my 

room." cried Wallingford. He was as 

excited as a boy. 
You will not regret having prom- 

ised to accept what I had bought for 
mv 'Sister?" Wallingford leaned 
slightly toward Sylvia's gray dress 
at.d through the strands of her golden 
hair, aud the man In him had a strug- 
gle before quenching the light in his 
own eyes. It was the girl herself who 
was unable to hide a tremor. 

“I promise." she said unsteadily. 
"But it seems—odd." 

Wallingford tried to say that he felt 
her husband would not raise any ob- 
jection under the circumstances, but 
somehow- mention of her husband 
w as impossible. 

Dick returned, staggering under a 

load of toys. Then they ail jumped 
gladly into the spirit of Christmas 

“When my husband was living." ; 

said Sylvia as she pinned up a tiny 

Invited Him Into the Warmth of the 
House. 

stocking, "he always spoke of the day 
when he could do this-" The end 
of her sentence was drowned in the 
clatter of a huge box of blocks drop- 
ping to the hearthstone. 

‘‘Cheer up,” said Wallingford; 
“wooden blocks don't break.” 

He stooped to pick the fallen toys 
and wondered if the woman pinning 
up the stocking beside him heard the 
thumping of his heart. A small box 
found its way into Sylvia's hand. 

“Mrs. Vale. I can't keep this anoth- 
er minute.” Wallingford said. 

“Oh. I say!” exclaimed Dick when 
the flashing diamond ring was un- 

wrapped. “You shouldn't expect to 
make sis take-" 

“You promised " The eyes of the 
two men met and Elkins knew then 
and there what Wallingford's lips 
would speak. 

With two of the oposite sex against 
her Sylvia had little chance to demur 
and with a tingling sensation In every 
nerve she slipped the rjng on her 
right hand. 

It was late the next night when the 
child had again been tucked in bed to 
dream of a wonderful day In the king- 
dom of toys with three grown up peo- 
ple to play with him. that the three, 
again sat about the open Are. 

"! never spent a happier Christ- 
mas.” 6aid Wallingford with a glad 
ring in his voice. 

“Nor Iput In Dick. "Vale missed 
a good time all right.” he added sleep- 
ily "Sis and her brother-in-law are 

quite smitten.” And unaware of the 
havoc he had created in Wallingford’s 
heart be took his departure for bed, 
leaving the two in silence. 

But the silence was a complete one 

—one in which spoken words and 
thoughts were unnecessary. After a 

moment Wallingford leaned forward 
and compelled Sylvia’s eyes and while 
be did so be took her right hand and 
removed the ring and put it firmly on 

the third finger of her left hand. 
“Next Christmas,” he said tenderly, 

“we will spend at our own fireside. 
It Is all very sudden and very wonder- 
ful. Sylvia, but I always do important 
things suddenly and—love is always 
wonderful.” 

AChristmas Al- 
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UTSIDE the little sta- 
tion at Cava del Tir- 
renl, three days before 
Christmas, a crowd of 
interpreters, porters, ho- 
tel-touts and cabmen 
were awaiting the ar- 

rival of the quick train 
from Naples. As it 
drew up in the station 
and the first travelers 
made their appearance 
at the exit there rose a 

Babel of voices. Con- 
spicuous among the ve- 

hicles in waiting was a 

smart English-looking 
four-in-hand, driven by 

a canasome, aquiune-iacea younp 
man, so dark of skin that be might 

i well have passed for an Italian. At 
! the beads of the impatient horses 
1 stood an Impassive English groom. 

Young Lord Belever, who was driv- 
ing his own coach, scanned eagerly, 
from under the brim of his smart 
bowler, the persons who came crowd- 
ing out of the station. His eyes light- 
ed with pleasure as a girl appeared 
in the doorway, followed by an older 

! lady, and two porters, carrying lug- 
gage and wraps. A dash of Parisian 
smartness in the lines of the well-cut 
traveling dress and the perfectly fit- 
ting boots, a more than Anglo-Saxon 
frankness and independence of car- 

riage, announced the girl as an Amer- 
ican. 

A driver bent down from the box 
of his carriage, and. in answer to a 

question from the young lady, in ele- 
mentary Italian, demanded 14 francs 
for the drive to Amalfi. 

“But ‘Baedeker' says the tarifT is 
five or six," expostulated the girl. Her 
Italian was fluent, if the grammar 
was a little shaky. Lord Belever, 
from his high box-seat, heard every 
word. 

"Baedeker!” The Italian driver 
snapped his Angers with a gesture of 
contempt. "Fourteen francs is the 
fare.” 

The girl bit her lip. She thought 
she was being cheated and that made 
her angry. 

“Perhaps we had better take him 
and have done with it. dear,” suggest- 
ed the elder lady. “It doesn't matter 
much, you know. There are not 
many carriages left. If we bargain 
too long we may get none.” 

"Mamma.” exclaimed the beauty, 
“I hate to be cheated!” 

She looked around, and catching 
sight of Belever’s pawing, glossy bays, 
her pleased eyes traveled In one 

glance up to the box-seat, where the 
young man sat looking eagerly down 
on her. 

"Why, mamma.” exclaimed the 
girl, "if there isn't a perfectly lovely 
coach, and I believe the man wants to 
drive us!” 

“It’s sure to be more than the cab, 
dear.” 

how mucn to drive us to Amain? 
cried the girl. 

“Five francs each, ladies.” was the 
prompt answer in good Italian, the 
language in which the coachman had 
been addressed. 

“Bene.” came the quick reply, and 
the girl signed to the porters to put 
the bags and wraps inside the coach. 

The groom, hiding a grin, ran with 
a ladder; the elder lady mounted to 
a place behind the driver, the beauty 
climbing to the box-seat. With a 

flick of the long whip the bays dashed 
forward. 

“I call this too glorlpus tor words!” 
The beauty’s cheeks were tinged with 
carmine, brought there by the ting- 
ling sea air that blew up the ravine; 
her eyes sparkled. “Aren't we in luck, 
mamma, to have got seats in this 
splendid coach, and with such a 
driver, too? See how well he handles 

: the reins! And his profile looks as 
If he were cast in bronxe.” 

"Take care. I.esley! Are yon sure 

he doesn’t understand you. dear?” 
“Oh, that's all right! \Very few of 

these Italian drivers know more than 
two or three words of English.” 

Then the girl began to talk Italian 
to the coachman and he answered her 
in the same tongue, fluently and cour- 

teously. Belever could speak Italian 
nearly as well as his own language 
and Lesley’s knowledge was not deep 
enough to detect his few slips. He 
felt guilty, but dared not betray his 
nationality, lest the ladies should in- 
sist on being put down at the next 
village. 

“Well, mamma.” cried Lesley, turn- 
ing in her place, “we’ve had a splen- 
did time in Europe, haven’t we? 
We’ve seen and done such a lot of 
things. But I believe I like Italy best 
of all. Of course. Egypt was gor- 
geous and Greece was lovely—“ 

“And England—” prompted the 
mother. 

“England was sweet. But It was 

disappointing in one way. Only fancy 
our not meeting one single, solitary, 
real, live lord. I shall be ashamed to 
go home. My country expected it of 
me. And—I failed. Such a shame 
we should have missed Lord Belever! 
When I brought three new dresses on 

purpose, too!” 
Belever started. This was a nice 

scrape he had got himself into. But 
he didn’t see any way out of it now. 
He could not suddenly exclaim. “Be- 
hold. I am Lord Belever!” He had 
seldom been more uncomfortable; 
but the worst of it was that he found 
himself base enough to snatch a fear- 
ful Joy from the situation. 

“I dare say be would have been 
most uninteresting when you came to 
know him.” the girl’s mother proceed- 
ed to console her. 

“But the Dering-Lacys said he was 
awfully clever and good-looking, don’t 
you remember? I was so looking for- 

ward to our one country-house visit 
in England; and. of course, it was 

very nice, but it did seem an anti- 
climax when the very man I’d been 
Invited to flirt with never turned up 
at all. Oh, what he missed!" and 
she laughed. 

Belever could cheerfully have 
kicked himself. To think that he 
might have met this divine creature 
In a decent, self-respecting manner, if 
only he hadn’t sent an unworthy ex- 
cuse to those good but dull people, 
the Dering-Lacys. 

Through inquiries he had learned 
at the Bristol that the ladies were 
Mrs. and Miss .Fleetwood, but some- 
how he had failed to associate the 
name with that of the American heir- 
ess with whom the Dering-Lacys had 
tried to tempt him a few weeks ago. 
And in his blindness he had rejoiced 
in the thought of meeting the girl at 
Amalfi, whither he had ascertained 

It Was She! 

from the hotel porter that they were 

going, and whither he bad already 
purposed driving In his coach, which 
had lately won honors in the coaching 
meet at Naples. 

These desperate reflections drove 
the hitherto loquacious coachman 
into an abstracted sflence. He an- 

swered vaguely the questions with 
which Lesley did not cease to ply the 
"perfectly lovely coachman with the 
bronze profile.” He was actually re- 
lieved when he stopped his horses at 
the foot of the long flight of steps 
that wound up the cliff to the Hotel 
Cappuccini. 

His mind was in a tumult. He, too. 
was due at the Cappuccini, where his 
room was engaged; but now he hesi- 
tated to go and claim it and to ap 
pear iu his own person before the 
American ladies. The craven thought 
came into his mind that he should 
run away; then he half resolved to 
declare himself at once. He had been 
unable to decide upon a course of ac- 
tion when the ladies prepared to de- 
scend from the coach. Then he over- 

heard Lesley whisper to her mother: 
“He’s been so nice and Intelligent, 
don’t you think we might give him a 

couple of francs for himself?” Be- 
fore he could speak, the girl had j 
placed 12 francs in his hand, wishing 
him a smiling goodby. 

Belever hesitated. To speak, or not i 
.o speak—which was wiser in the ; 

mind of man? But he found hlmseir 
maintaining his part by uttering a 

deferential “Molte graaie, signorina.” 
Belever turned his emoking team, 

and walked them back to their stable 
In the town, where ho left coach and 
horses in the hands of his groom. 
Strolling slowly back to the Cappuc- 
cini steps, his courage suddenly re 

turned to him. He would face the 

music, brave out the situation and 
trust to his own tact and the ladies' | 
sense of humor to save the position. 
One thing only was Impossible—to ] 
give up the adventure and see the | 
girl no more. He mounted the many i 

steps, received a warm welcome i 

from the handsome ‘and effusive Ital- 
ian landlord, and in the visitors’ book 
set a firm, clear "Belever. England,” 
immediately under the clever, charac- 
teristic writing in which Lesley had 
inscribed the names of “Mrs. and Miss 
Fleetwood, New York. tJ. S. A.” 

Until the gong ciasnea out tne Hour 
of dinner Belever kept his room, writ- 
ing letters, slowly changing into his 
evening clothes, stopping every now 

and then to lean upon his window- 
ledge and gate out upon the incom- 
parable beauty of Amalfi. He was 

among the earliest persons In the 
long, vaulted dining-room, once the 
refectory of the Capuchins, and a 

word in the ear. and a coin in the 
hand of the head-waiter, procured him 
a place next to Miss Fleetwood. This 
arranged, he retired a little and 

mingled' with the throng of Germans. 
English. French and Americans who 

Were trooping in to dinner. In a mo- 

ment or two be saw Mrs. Fleetwood 
and her daughter coming in from the 
reading-room, Lesley in a simple but 
charming white evening dress, shin- 
ing. in his eyes, among the other wo- 

men. like a flower among weeds. 
When the two ladies were seated 

Relever grasped his courage in both 
hards and. with a thumping heart, 
took the vacant place by Lesley's 
side. The girl looked up. Her eyes 
widened with Wonder as she gave him 

Christmas Eve in Havana 
It Is the Real Holiday Time of the 

Season and Enjoyed in Full 
Measure. 

It was Christmas Ere In Havana, 
the beautiful. In fact, it was Christ- 
mas Eve in various and sundry places, 
bat perhaps not so much so any place 
else as in Havana. Christmas is the 
real holiday time of the season there. 

and the Cubans enjoy It In full meas- 

ure. 

Up and down the Prado, that most 

beautiful of boulevards, which extends 
from the bay through the chart of the 
city, people In gay attire promenaded. 
Here and there a boy or man carried 
a pig which squealed vociferously, ap- 
parently aware that Its time had come. 

Pig la the Christmas dish of the Cu- 
bans, just ail, the turkey comes to for 

a quick, surprised glance; then a 

gieau of merriment flashed into her 
face, and a rich, warm blush reddened 

j her cheeks, tinging even the shell- 
like ear. Belever saw, with infinite 
relief, that the first encounter was to 
be decided in his favor. He smiled 
and bowed, looking very handsome in 
his evening dress. 

“I hope,” he ventured, "that you 
are not tired after your drive.” 

Mrs. Fleetwood was looking at him 
across her daughter. 

“Is it possible—?" she bad begun. 
“I'm afraid it is, mamma,” Lesley 

cut in mischievously. “Somewhere 
there’s been a very big mistake. 
Whether it’s our fault or this gentle- 
man’s. I don’t know." 

“Let me take all the blame,” said 
! Belever. hastily, “if blame there be. 
for letting myself appear to be what 
I am not. It was hard to withstand 

1 the temptation of having two ladies 
as companions on the drive.” 

“And 1—made personal remarks, 
and gave you two francs for your- 
self!” Lesley threw up her two little 
hands in horror. 

“It was the sincerest compliment I 
ever received,” said Belever. “I shall 
always keep the coin in recollection 
of the pleasantest drive of my life.” 
I la was wonderfully happy again by 
this time. 

“And that was really your own 
coach and you are not an Italian?” 

“I am as little Italian as you are. 

i I drive my coach for my own pleasure 
; about this coast. I hare rented one 

! of those old watch towers which we 

j passed on the way and am having it 
: furnished and fitted up for me now. 

j It would give me great pleasure if 
you and your mother will take tea 
with me there one afternoon.” 

| “That would be delightful.” Lesley 
exclaimed; but her forehead had a 

! little, thoughtful pucker and she 
j spoke abstractedly. Belever feared 

} that she was trying to recall the 
things she had said in English to her 
mother in the course of the drive, and 
to keep her from a reflection that 
might be dangerous to himself, he 
dashed into conversation. 

“By the way.” Lesley was saying, 
“we saw in the visitors’ book that 
Lord Belever is in the hotel. He seems 
to have arrived to-day, for his name 
is just under ours. Do you happen 
to know him?” 

Lesley had glanced curiously as she 
spoke along the row of diners linger- 
ing over their nuts, and now she 
turned full to her companion. In 
spite of himself he flushed scarlet. He 
was beginning a stammering reply, 
when the look on the girl's face 
checked his words. The truth had 
flashed into her understanding like a 

lightning stroke ^nd she was endur- 
ing bitter mortification when she re- 
membered how freely she had spoken 
of him in his own hearing. Her face 
first crimsoned, then froze into icy 
haughtiness. Belever looked at her 
beseechingly and would have spoken 
had she not stopped him with a ges- 
ture. She murmured something to 
her mother, both ladies rose, and, 
turning their backs on Belever, with- 
out a word or sign, they joined the 
crowd movtng from the room. 

The lamps in the long, white bouse 
were nearly all extinguished when at 
last Belever went to bed. but not to 

sleep. As soon as it was light next 

morning, he was dressed and out, 
and, taking a small boat on the beach, 
he pulled out beyond the tiny pier 
that forms the harbor of Amalfi. Rest- 
ing on his oars, he looked up to the 

quaint, white hotel. 
Suddenly a window was thrown 

open and a graceful figure, dressed 
in some loose, white morning wrap- 
per, stepped out on the balcony. It 
was she! Betever's heart beat fast 
ns he looked up at the girl he had 
loved at first sight standing with oae 

little hand shading her eyes from the 
sun. drinking in the beauty of the 
scene. Presently she looked down, as 

it seemed, into his very eyes. He 
thought she recognized him. for with 
an impatient movement she hastily 
went in. closing the window after her. 

Dejectedly Belever rowed ashore 
and mounted the long flights of steps 
to the hotel. He thought of packing 
up his things at once and finding an- 

other lodging until his own place 
should be ready for habitation; but a 

certain obstinacy In his nature held 
him from his course. After all, was 

he so much to blame? Had he done 
a thing too bad for forgiveness? If 
he frankly apologized to the ladies, 
ought they not to forget his impulsive 
error of taste and receive him again 
on a footing of friendship? He deter- 
mined to seize the first opportunity 
for an explanation. 

Me nau UUl iuiik u> wait., tui as uc 

was passing down the long corridor 1 

on his way to the salle-a-tnanger for 
breakfast a door opened in front of 
him and Lesley herself appeared. 

“Miss Fleetwood—" He had begun 
appealingly, when she turned on him 

,a look so full of resentment that the 
words died on his lips. She passed 
him with a hardening of the dainty 
features and her pretty chin in the 
air. Belever fell back, biting his lip. 
For the nest two or three hours he 
wandered wretchedly about the 
ancient town and presently found him- 
self again at the little port, where he 
began to talk with one of the Italian 
masons employed on the works for 
strengthening the pier. Suddenly 
this man broke off in an explanation 
be was giving of the means by wnich 
they transported and sunk the heavy 
blocks of concrete and raised a warn- 

ing finger. With startled eyes he was 

looking up at the great cliff that rose 

above the harbor. 
“Did you hear that, signore?" he 

asked In an awed whisper. “It is the 
mountain working. That is the third 
time since breakfast I have heard it 
crack and strain. At six this morn- 
ing the Hotel Santa Caterina cracked.” 

‘Good heavens! Do you mean that 
the cliff will fall?" 

I think there is great danger. 
fortnight’s signore. We have had a_„_ 

rain, and the building of the Hotel 
Santa Caterina there has weakened 
the base of the mountain. I shall go 
and call the syndic.” 

Far above him Belever could see 
that many persons had come out of 
the Hotel Cappuccini and were as- 
sembled on the terrace looking 
toward the overhanging part of the 
mountain. He recognized the flowing 
whiskers of old Signor Yozzl, the 
landlord, and could see the white 
aprons and the bright dresses of the 
servants mingling with the darker 
costumes of the hotel guests. Then, 
on the terrace to the left of the house, 
beyond the cloisters. Just under the 
grotto, he detected a gleam of poppy 
color, and, staring hard, he recog- 
nized Lesley Fleetwood, walking slow- 
ly up and down, all unconscious of the 
danger that threatened her. 

With a sh^ut, Belever started for 
the grotto. It was approached by a 

long flight of steps which turned two 
or three times until they reached the 
terrace of the grotto. 

The girl looked up suddenly, and 
her face flushed. She turned from 
him impatiently. 

“Miss Fleetwood, there is great 
danger; the mountain will fall." he 
cried excitedly. “You must come at 
once.” 

“Must!” repeated the girl, with a 

surprised lifting of the eyebrows. 
“This is no time for ceremony," he 

answered; “the peril is near. Your 
mother and everyone has run uu> 
from the hotel.” 

“Are you afraid?" She looked at 
him half mockingly, half disdainfully. 

“I am afraid for you. I entreat you 
to come at once!" 

“Thank you. I prefer to stay where 
I am. and to be alone." 

With this there came from above a 
shower of loose stone and dust that 
poured from the edge of the cliff over 
their heads. 

"You see!” he cried. “My witness." 
“Nonsense!" said Lesley, sharply. 

“A servant told me those stalactites 
and things always fall after rain. 
Pray lose no time in saving yourself 
from the terrible danger!” 

Down came another stone. There 
was a strange sound, mysterious. In- 
describable. that came from the 
mountain. It was as if a giant im- 
prisoned inside were stirring cau- 
tiously. 

xne man and the girl looked Into 
each other’s eyes, defiance In hers, 
pleading in his. But suddenly a hot 
wave seemed to rush through Bele- 
ver's veins. With a wild shout from 
below ringing In his ears, he caught 
the girl in his arms as it she had 
been a child. The mountain groaned. 
Belever sprang from under the arch 
of the grotto and. as if that fettered 
giant grudged the loss of his prey, 
there came a great roaring, which 
filled the air and confused the young 
man’s senses. With a tremendous 
crash, a huge mass of rock plunged 
down from the foot of the grotto upon 
the very spot where, an instant ago. 
the two had stood, smashing into 
fragments the concrete pavement of 
the platform. The ground shook un- 
der Belever’s feet; the earth seemed 
to quake as if it were turned to a 
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jelly. Deafened, half blind, unable to 
think, he still ran on. Lesley Quiet as 

death against his shoulder. i 

Running down the few steps toward 
the hotel, which lay below the grotto 
in the rock, he reached the cloisters. 
Something seemed compelling him to 
look up. The whole mountain ap- 
peared to be falling. In the midst of 
t rushing mass from above three hu- 
man figures detached themselves, 
shooting downward, limp as dolls 
made of rags, yet dignified into su- 

premest tragedy. 
“A few seconds and we shall be 

like that." were the words that 
dashed through Bclever’s brain. Still 
though he was hopeless now. instinct 
made him run on—on for iwu life. 

Hardly had the thought of what 
might come printed itself before his 

eyes, when the whole great, over- 

hanging mass of cliff broke away and 
fell headlong. 

Now they were in the chapel. It 
was like a dream to be there. The 

similar honors la the States. All 
along the boulevard and throughout 
the city the open cafes, brilliantly 
lighted, were filled with people eating 
and drinking, laughing and tuning 
the outer rows of tables so close to 
the walks that one could reach In and 
touch the diners as he passed, for 
there are no walls between the cafes 
and the streets. Huge automatic pi- 
anos drawn on wheels from place to 
place played here and there, while 
the boys attending them, entering the 
cafes, passed their ragged caps about 

Beggars lounged up and down In front t 

of the cafes, holding out their dirty \ 
hands Tor alms, and occasionally going , 
Inside to solicit from table' to table.— 
\V. A. Chamberlain in the New York ( 
Evening Post, 

To Tax Advertising Signs. 
( 

A bill to tax advertising signs and t 

billboards at least thirty cents a s 

square toot In cities of the first class, i 

and twenty cents and ten cents, re- 

spectively. in cities of the second class i 

soft dusk, the peace, the faint sug- 
gestion of Incense, the lighted candles 
—in honor of the Christmas season— 
on the altar, and dotted about among 
the quaint little oriental figures of 
the “crib,” or "prescipio,” all seemed 
unreal, a mirage of peace in the pres- 
ence of great danger. The rushing 
noise, like an advancing tidal wave, 
grew louder. From the doorway 
through which he had Just come Bele- 
ver could see what was happening. 
He saw a huge flying boulder strike 
the roof of the hotel, crush it in, and 
break away the wall beneath, as if 
the solid, ancient structure, which had 
weathered the storms of 800 years, 
had been a house of cards, set up by 
the hands of a child. 

For a moment he believed that the 
whole building would go, and the girl 
he loved with it. But he heard the 
thunder of the landslide as it swept 
down to the sea. engulfing the Santa 
Caterina as it went and throwing a 

towering wall of water that rushed 
in upon the beach. Then a great si- 
lence fell, broken only by the far- 
away shouting of human voices 
sounding strangely small and feeble 
after nature’s savage uproar. Noth- 
ing more happened. They were saved. 

Lesley had clung to him speechless, 
almost breathless, and Belever had 
clasped her tightly, hardly knowing 
how tightly. But now he gently re- 

leased her. As he did so. she fell 
away from him, half fainting, and he 
caught her again, with his arm 

round her waist. 
“For heaven’s sake, tell me that 

you’re not hurt—that no stone struck 
you as we came,” be stammered. 

“No,” she whispered, for all 
strength was gone from her. and she 
could not speak alond. “No—but you 
—there's a streak of blood ob your 
forehead. Oh, how can I ever forgive 
myself? You might have been killed. 
It was all—all my fault I was a 

wretch. You ought to have gone and 
left me." 

“I’d rather have been killed than do 
that” said Belever. He had forgot- 
ten to let her go. She bad forgotten 
to draw herself away, and so they 
still stood together, these two ene- 

mies, she leaning slightly against 
him, he with his arm round her waist. 

“Oh, why do you say that?” she 
faltered. “I was so obstinate—so 
wicked. I deserved anything. I won- 

der you cared.” 
“But, you see. I loved you.” said 

Belever, quite simply. “If the end 
had to come I wanted it to come for 
me, too.” It did not seem in the least 
strange that he should be telling her 
this, though she had never seen him 
until yesterday and bad refused to 

speak to him this morning. They ba<t 
known each other always, now. i 

they could never go back to l>*-. 
strangers again. 

She did not answer, or even appear 
surprised; but, wben her eyes left his 
they wandered all about tbe chapel, 
thinking how beautiful it looked and 
how sacred it seemed and how good 
It was to be there. 

*T hope—” she began; but what she 

hoped Belever was not to know, for 
i pale woman appeared at tbe door 
eading into the chapel from the ho- 
tel opposite the entrance from the 
jlolsters, and. at the sight of the two 

Sgures standing together in the Jew 
sled twilight broke into sobs. 

“Lesley—thank heaven!" she ejacu- 
ated. “I've searched everywhere for 
?ou. They tried to keep me from com 

ng back to the house, but I would.” 
Lesley ran to her mother. “He 

>aved my life,” she said. 
The elder woman held out both her 

lands to him. 
now can uuui you; sne cnea. 

“By forgiving me—if you will." He 
ipoke to her. but he looked at Lesley. 

“We start newly from this mo- 

nent,” said the girl. Her eyes were 

wonderfully soft and sweet in the 
hapel's dusk, jeweled by the candle 
ights. 

“Come away quickly,” Implored her 
nother. “Who knows yet If it Is safe 
■ven here? It has all been so sud- 
len. so horrible. I saw everything 
rom the terrace—the peasants fati- 
ng over the cliff from above, the flsh- 

ng boats crushed—oh. I shall dream 
if It always. 8tgnore Vozzl says, 
iven if all is well after this, every 
me must leave the hotel as soon as 

re can get our things together. Do 
ome! 

She turned toward the door again. 
Irawing Lesley with her. Belever fol- 
owed and at the door Lesley turned 
lack. He hardly dared to believe 
hat he had read aright .what her eyes 
aid. 

md in all other places, will be reln- 

roduced in the legislature two 

nontbs beacc, says the New York 
Mmes. U these minimal sums fall 
telow ten per cent, of the rental value, 
he tax increases to this ratiio. and re- 

aatns constant even though the adver- 

lstng device desplayed within the as- 

essed space shall be changed from 
lme to time. The tax will not con- 

tltute a license. If a statute or ordi- 
lance forbids the placing of such 

igns. it shall not be construed as per- 
aittlng their erection or maintenance. 


