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<r«nt!au«d From iMtrrdt;.) 
"A stork?” echoed Sakr El-Bahr, 

thoughtfully. Ho could call to mind 
no tueh English blazon, nor did it 
seem to him that It could possibly be 
English. He caught the sound of a 
quickly indrawn breath behind him. 
He turned to And Rosamund standing 
in the entrance, not more than half 
concealed by the curtain. Her face 
showed white and eager, her eyes 
were wide. 

"What is It?" he asked her shortly. 
“A stork, he thinks,” she said, as 

though that were answer enough. 
‘T faith an unlikely bird,” he com- 

mented. "The fellow is mistook.” 
"Vet not by much, Sir Oliver. 
"How? Not by much?" Intrigued 

by something in her tone and glance, 
he stepped quickly up to her. whilst 
below the chatter of voices increased. 

“That which he takes to be a stork 
la a heron—a white heron, and white 
Is argent in heraldry, is't not?” 

“It is. What then?” 
“D’ ye not see? That ship will be 

the Silver Heron.” 
He looked at her. 'S life!” said he. 

“I reck little whether it he the silver 
heron or the golden grasshopper. 
What odds?” 

“It is Sir John's ship—Sir John Kil- 
ligrew's," she explained. “She was 
all but ready to sail when 
when you came to Arwenack. He was 
for the Indies. Instead—don't you 
see?—out of love for me he will have 
come after me upon a forlorn hope 
•of overtaking you ere you could make 
Barbary." 

“God's light!” said Sakh-El-Bahr, 
and fell to musing. Then he raised 
his head and laughed. “Faith, he's 
some days late for that!” 

But the jest evoked no response 
from her. She continued to stare at 
him with those eager yet timid eyes. 

"And yet,” he continued, "he comes 
opportunely enough. If the breeze 
that has fetched him is faint, yet 
surely it blows from heaven.” 

"WTere it .?” she paused, fal- 
tering a moment. Then, "Were it 
possible to communicate with him?” 
she asked, vet with hesitation. 

“Possible — ay," he answered. 
“Though we must needs devise the 
means, and that will prove none so 

easy." 
“And you would do It?" she'inquir- 

ed. as undercurrent of wonder in her 
question, some recollection of it in 
her face. 

“Why readily,” he answered, "since 
no other way presents Itself. No doubt 
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By O. O. M’lNTYRE. 
New York, June 10.—This little ser- 

mon is from a sort of “Autocrat of the 
Automat.” There are only a few of 
us left In New York with the cour- 

age to "saucer” our coffee even In 
private. Eating is becoming one of 
the lovely arts. Those who do' not 
know how to hold the little finger at 
proper angle feel as self-conscious as 
a lone lap dog In a limousine. 

The youth who used to save dimes 
for a set of red, white and blue sus- 

penders now Invests his savings in a 

mail order course in “The Art of 
Correct Eating." As a result every 
man who falls In business invents a 

dyspepsia tablet and grows rich. 
The fellow who once enjoyed squar- 

ing off on a high stool and ordering 
No. 3 on the menu—which was 

everything including a kiddie kar— 
finds himself nibbling at some an- 

aemic tid bit and wondering if he is 
using the right fork or what-havc- 
you. 

It haR always struck me food is a 

dominating influence in our lives 
and we should be kind to it. Most 
men do the best work after a full 
meal or while thinking of a good 
meal to come. Napoleon was the 
snappiest after he had gorged. 

Tables do' not groan any more. 

They merely whisper. The average 
table resembles something Tiffany de 
signed—delicately flanged glass, gold 
and sliver doo-dads. It might be all 
right for an ostrict but you cannot 
help but wonder what has become of 
the food. 

When I was a boy my idea of gran- 
deur at the table was an initialed 
pewter napkin ling. I used to carry 
mine in my pocket just to impress 
the girls. But what a change! To- 
day the napkin is the "serviette" and- 
they give you jeweled silver spike3 
for an ear of corn. 

Where the revolving cruet used to 
rest there is now a platinum vase 

filled with orchids. And the side of 
the plate resembles the torture plat- 
ter In front of the dentist's chair. 

There is everything from a fils- 
greed fork to a sieve spoon. The fel- 
low who can use them all without a 

handy reference book is entitled to 
the hand-knitted rock crusher. James! 
The corn beef and— 

Broadway numerically has more 
publications than Manhattan proper. 
A dozen or more periodicals scre %h 
of its Wonders, shams, laughs, and 
tears. Variety and Zlt'g are devoted 
to the stage. The Clipper has a 
Broadway tang but is more interested 
In the general amusement field. 
Broadway Brevities Is a zippy month 
ly whispering inside gossip nnent 
boulevardlers. The New York Star 
and The Review are theatrical news- 
papers. Then there is The Tatler 
and the Times Square Dally, which 
calls Itself the "world's worst daily.” 
‘Wid'g Weekly" is devoted to the 
motion picture field. There is the 
Racing Form and three other publi- 
cations of daily issue for lovers of the 
turf. Cast and the Metropolitan 
(lulde are devoted to general Informa- 
tion about the Roaring Fdrtles. The 
most successful of the dally news 

papers for Broadway is The Morning 
Telegraph. It is said the chorus 
girl's breakfast is "a clgaret and The 
Morning Telegraph.” It is owner by 
10. R. Thomas, a well known sports- 
man and patron of the white lights 

-Who Is as famous at Monte Carlo 
or Ismdon as ho Is on Broadway. 
There are many more lesser publica- 
tions that seem to make a fair 11 v 

lug. The most successful theatrical 
paper Is Variety owned by Sirin’ 811 
verman, who Is fearless In giving 
stage truths. 

An srtlst, who has for years been 
illustrating the stories of a rortaln 
writer had never met hint. The ar- 

tist arrived from California the ether 
day and the writer frohi I’arls. Knch 
expressed a desire to meet the other. 
But they began celebrating their ar- 
rival In New York before they met. 
After five day* the editor of the mag- 
azine collared the writer and took 
him to the art gallery: "I’ve produced 
my jsg " he said "Now you produce 
yours.” And up to the time lids Is 
Is written they have not met but 
their friends haft hopes. 

(tsei ^suxatia) 1 

't will cost some lives." he added, "but 
then And he shrugged to 
complete the sentence. 

"Ah, no, no! Not at that price!" 
she protested. And how was he to 
know that all the price she was think- 
ing of was his own life, which she 
conceived would he forfeited if the 
assistance of the Silver Heron were 
invoked. 

Before he could return hbr any an 
swer his attention was diverted. A 
sullen, theatentng note had crept In- 
to the babble of the crew, and slid 
denly one or two voices were raised 
to demand insistently that Asad 
should put to sea at once and remove 
his vessel from a neighborhood he 
come so dangerous. Now. the fault 
of this was Margate's. His was the 
voice that first had uttered that timid 
suggestion, and the infection of his 
panic had spread instantly through 
the corsnir ranks. 

Asad, drawn to the full of his gaunt 
height, turned upon them the eyes 
that had quelled greater clnmors, and 
raised the voice which in its day had 
hurled a hundred men straight into 
the jaws of death without a protest. 

"Silence!” he commanded. "I am 

your lord and need no counsellors 
save Allah. When I consider the 
time come, I will give the word to 
row, but not before. Back to your 
quarters, then, and peace!" 

He disdained to argue with them, 
to show them what sound reasons 
there were for remaining in this se- 

cret cove and against putting forth 
into the open. Enough for them 
that such should be his will. Not for 
them to question his wisdom and his 
decisions. 

But Asad-ed-HIn had lain overlong 
In Algiers whilst his fleets under 
Sakr-El-Bahr and Blskaine had scour- 
ed the Inland sea. The men were no 
longer accustomed to the goad of his 
voice, their confidence in his judg- 
ment was not built upon the sound 
basis of past experience. Never yet 
had he led Into battle the men of 
this crew and brought them forth 
again in triumph and enriched by 
spoil. 

So now they set their own Judg 
ment against his. To them it seemed 
a recklessness—as. Indeed, Marzak 
had suggested—to linger here, and his 
mere announcement of his purpose 
was far from sufficient to dispel their 
doubt. 

The murmurs swelled, not to he 
overborne by his fierce presence and 
scowling brow, and suddenly one of 
the renegates—secretly prompted by 
the wily Vigitallo—raised a shout for 
the captain whom they knew and 
trusted. 

"Sakr-El-Bahr; Sakr-El-Bahr! Thou 
will not leave us penned in this cove 
to perish like rate!" 

It was ar a spark to a train of 
powder. A score of voices instantly 
took up the cry; hands were flung 
out towards Sakr-El-Bahr, where he 
stood ahove them and In full view 
of all, leaning impassive and stern 
upon the poop rail, whilst his agile 
mind weighed the opportunity thus 
thrust upon him, and considered what 
profit was to he extracted from it. 

Asad fell back a pace in his pro 
found mortification. His face was 

livid, his eyes glared furiously, his 
hand flew to the Jeweled hilt of hi* 
scimitar, yet forebore from drawing 
the blade. Instead, he let loose upon 
Marzak the venom kindled In his soul 
by this evidence of how shrunken 
was his authority. 

"Thou fool," he snarled. "Look on 

thy craven's work. Hee what a devil 
thou hast raised w^h thy woman’s 
counsels. Thou to command a galley! 
Thou to become a fighter upon the 
seas! I would that Allah had strick 
en me dead ere I begat me such a 
son as thou.!" 

Marzak recoiled before the fury of 
words that he feared might by fol- 
lowed by yet worse. He dared make 
no answer, offer no excuse; in that 
moment he scarcely dared to breathe. 

Meanwhile Rosamund in her eager 
r.ess had advanced until she stood 
at Sakr-el-Bahr’s elbow. 

"God is helping us!" she said in a 
voice of fervent gratitude. "This Is 
your opportunity. The men will obey 
you.” 

He looked at her, and smiled faintly 
upon her eagerness. "Ay. mistress, 
they will obey me.” he said. But in 
a few moments that were sped he 
had taken hts resolve. Whilst un- 

doubtedly Asad was right, and the 
wise course was to lie close in this 
sheltering cove where the odds of 
their going un perceived were very 
heavily in their favor, yet the men’s 
judgment was not altogether at fault. 
If they were to put to sea, they might 
by steering an easterly course, pass 
simJliarly unperceived, and even 
should the splash of their oars reach 
the galleon beyond the headland, yet 
by the time she had weighed asehor 
and started In pursuit they would be 
[well away, straining every ounce of 
muscle at the oars, whilst the breeze— 
a heavy factor in his considerations— 
[was become so feeble that they could 
laugh at pursuit at a vessel that de- 
pended upon wind alone. The only 
danger, then, was the danger of the 
galleon's cannon, and that danger 
was none so great as from experience 
SagrelBahr well knew. 

Thu* was he reluctantly forced to 
the conclusion that in the main the 
wiser policy was to support Asad, and 
since he was full confident of the 
obedience of the men. he consoled lum 
self with the reflection that a moral 
victory might be in store for him, out 
of which some surer profit might 
presently be made. 

In answer, then, to those who still 
called upon him, he leaped down the 

companion and strode along the gang- 
way to the waist-deck to take his 
stand at the Basha's side. Asad 
watched his approach with angry mis- 
givings; it was with him a foregone 
conclusion that tilings being as they 
were, Sakr-el-Bahr would be ranged 
against him to obtain complete control 
of these mutineers and to cull the 
fullest advantage from the situation. 
Softly and slowly he unsheathed his 

scimitar, and Sakr-el Bahr, seeing this 
out of the corner of his eye, yet af- 
fected not to see, but stood forward 
to address the men. 

"How now?" he thundered wrath- 
fully. "What shall this mean? Are 
ye all deaf that he have not heard 
the commands of your Basha, the ex- 
alted of Allah, that ye dare raise your 
mutinous voices and sav what is your 
will?" 

Suddon and utter silence followed 
that exhortation. Asad listened Is re- 

lieved Hinazement: Rosamund caught 
her breath in sheer dismay. 

What could he mean, then? Had 
he but fooled and duped her? Were 
Ills intentions tows rift her the very 
opposite to his protestations? She 
leant upon the poop-rail, straining to 
natch every syllable of that speech of 
his in the lingua franca, hoping al- 

most that her Indifferent knowledge 
of it had led her into error on the 
score of what he had said. 

She saw him turn with a gesture 
ol angry command upon Larocque, 
who stood by the bulwarks waiting. 

"Back to thy post up yonder, and 
keep watch upon that vessel's move- 

ments, reporting them to us. We stir 
not hence until such be our lord 
Asad's good pleasure. Away with 
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thee!" 
I>arocque, without a murmur, threw 

a leg over the bulwark* and dropped 
to the oar*, whence he clambered 
ashore a* he had been bidden. And 
not a single voice was raised in pro- 
test. 

Sakr el-Bahr's dark glance swept the 
ranks of the corsairs crowding the 
forecastle. 

(To Bo Continued Tomorrow) 
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