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SYNOPSIS,

Baraka, a Tartar girl, became enamored l
of o gollen bearded stranger who was
prospecting and studying horb# In the |
vicinity of her home In eontral Asla, and
revenled to him the locantiod of & ming
of rubles hoping that the stranger wotld
fove her fn roturn for her disclosure.
They wers followed to the cave by the
glrl's relntives, who blocked up the en-
travee, and drew off the water supply.
Ieaving the couple to die. Baraka's cousln
Snnd, Hor botrothed, nttempred to climb
down n clift overlooking the mine; but
the traveler shot him. The stranger wns
revived from & water gourd Samd our-
ried, dug his way out of the tunnel, amd
departed, deserting the girl and carrving
a bag of rublea. Barakn satherad all the
goma she could carry, wnd started In pur-
st Margeret Donne  (Margariia  di
Cordova), a famous prima donnm, beckme
engnged in London to Konstantin l.o-
atheil, o wealthy Greek fnaneler, Her

ntimate friend wias Countoss  Leven,
Known aa Lady Maud, who=e husband
had beon killed by a bomb In 8t. Peterss

burg: and Lady Maud's most intimnle
friend wns Rufus Van Tuorp. an Ameri-
cnn, who had boen o n-\\'lm?" in early
life, but had become one of e richest
men In the world, Van Torp was In love
with Margaret, and rushed 1o London ns
goon as he heard of her betrothal, Tle
offerad Lady Maod $5,000,000 for her pet
charity If she would uid him in winning
the slnger from Logothetl

CHAPTER lil.—Continued,

“I gald 1 was a wicked woman,"
Margaret sanswered, rising; “and
what's more, 1 belleve 1 am. But 1
quite forgot you were there, Potts, or
1 probably should not have sald It
aloud."

“Yes, ma'am,” answered Potts meek-
Iy, and she went back to her uupack-
ing.

Margaret had two maids, who were
oddly suited to her two natures. She
had inherited Alphonsine from her
friend the famous retired soprano,
Mme. Bonanni, and the cadaverous,
¢lever, ill-tempered, garrulous dresser
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was as necessary to Cordova's theatri-
enl existence as paint, limelight, wigs
and an orchestra. The English Potts,
the meek, silent, busy and Intensely
respectable maid, v!mrimm]ly made it
clear that her mistress was Miss
Donne, an Engligh lady, and that Mme.
Cordova, the celebrated singer, was
whit Mr. Van Torp would have called
“only a sideshow." b

The letter that had bheen torn up
before it was finished was to hare
gone to Lady Maud, but Margaret her-
self had been almost sure that she
would not send it, even while she was
writing.

She had written that she had done
very wrong in engaging herself to Lo-
gotheti; that was the “wickedness”
she accused hersell of, repeating the
saelf-accusation to her astonished maid,
because It was a sort of relief to say
the words to somebody. She had writ-
ten that she did not really care for
him in that way; that when he was
near she could not resist a sort of
natural attraction he had for her, but
that as soon as he was gone she felt
it no longer and she wished he would
not come back; that her ideal of a
husband was so and =0, and this and
that—and here fietion had begun, and
she had put a stop to it by destroying
the whole letter Instead of crossing
out a few linea—which wns a pity; for
if Lady Maud had received . it, she
would have told Mr. Van Torp that he
needed no help from her sinee Mar-
garet herself asked no better than to
be freed from the engagewment.

Logotheti did not come out to Ver-
sailles that afternoon, because he was
plentifully endowed -vith tact where
women were concerned, and he ap-
plied all the knowledge and skill he
had to the single purpose of pleasing
Margaret. But before dinner he tele-
phoned and asked to speak with her,
and this she could not possibly refuse.
Besides, the day had seemed long, and
though she did not wish for his pres-
ence she wanted something—that inde-
scribable, mysterious something which
disturbed her and made her fee! un-
comfortable when she felt it, but
which she missed when she did not
gsec him for & day or two,

“How are you?" asked his voice, and
he ran on without waiting for an an-
swer. “I hope you are not very tired
after crossing yesterday. 1 came by
Boulogne—decent of me, wasn't it?
You must be sick of seeing me all
the time, so I shall give you a rest for
a day or two. Telephone whenever
you think you can bear the sight of
me again, and I'l be with you in 35
minutes, [ shall not stir from home
in this baking weather, If vou think
I'm In mischief you're quite mistaken,
dear lady, for I'm up to my chin in
work!"

“1 envy you,"” Margaret said, when
he paused at last. “I've nothing op
earth to do, and the plano here is out
of tune. But you're quite right, 1|
don't want to see you a little bit, and
I'm not jealous, nor suspicious, nor |
anything disagreeable. So there!”

“"How nice of you!"

“I'm very ntce,” Margaret answered |
with laughing emphasis. “1 know It |
What sort of work are you doing? ll':-.i

|
|
|

only idle curlosity, so don't tell me {f
you would rather not! Have you got
& new rajlway in Brazil, or an over-
land route to the other side of be
yond?"

“Nolhing so easy!
my Tartar."

“Brushing up what? 1 didn't hear”

“Tartar—the Tartar language—T-a-r
=" he began to spell the word.

“Yes, | hear now," Interrupted Mar
garet “But whet in the world s the

I'm brushing up
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use of knowing 1t7 You must be aw-
fully hard up for something to do!"'

“You can be understood from Con-
stantinople to the Pacific ocenn if you
can speak  Tartar” Logothetl an.
swered In a matter-of-fact tone.

“1 daresay! Dut you're not golng
to travel from Constantinople to the
‘acific ocean—"

“1 might. One never can tell what
one may like to do."

“Oh, If it's because Tartar I8 use-
ful 'agajnst the bites of sharks,” " an-
swered Margaret, quoting Alice, “learn
it by all wmeans!”

“Desldes, there are all sorts of peo:
ple in Paris. I'm sure there must be
gome Tartare. T might meet one, and
it wonld be amusing to be able to talk
to Hhim.”

“Nonsense!  Why should you ever
meet a Tartar? How absurd you are!"

“There's one with me now-—close
beside me, ot my elbow.”

“Don’t be silly, or I'll ring oit.”

“If you don't belleve me, Hstent!™

He sald something in a language
Margaret did not understand, and an-
other voice answered him at once in
the same tongue, Margaret started
slightly and bent her brows with a
puzzled and displeased look,

“Is that your teacher?’ she asked
with more Interest in her tone than
she had yet betrayed,

“Yes."

“I Dbegin to understand. Do
mind telling mo how old she is?"

“It's not ‘she,” it's a4 young man. 1
don't know how old he is. I'll ask
him if you like."”

Again she heard him speak a few
Incomprehensible words, which weare

you

answered very briefly in the same
tongue,

“He tells me he Is 20, Logothetl
said. “He's a good-ooking young fal-
low. How is Mrs, Rushmore? [ for-
| got to ask.”

“She's quite well, thank yon. But 1

should like to know—"*

“Will you be so very kind as to re.
member me to her, and to say that 1
hope to find her at home the day after
to-morrow?"

“Ceortainly. Come to-morrow if you
llke. Hut please tell me how yvou hap-
pened to pick up that young Tartar,
It sounds so interesting! He has such
a sweet voice."

There wag no reply to this ques-
tlon, and Margaret could not get an-
other word from Logdtheti. The com-
munieation was apparently cut off.
She rang up the central office and
asked for his number again, but the
voung woman soon said that she could
get no answer to the eall, and that
something was probably wrong with
the instrument of number one-hundred-
and-six-thirty-seven.

Margaret was not pleased, and she
was silent and absent-minded at din-
ner and in the evening,
¢ “It's the reactlon after London,” she
snid with a smile, when Mrs. Rush-
more asked If anything was the mat-
ter. “I find 1 am more tired than I
knew, now that it's all over.”

Mrs, Rushmore was quite of the
same opinion, and it was still early
when she declared that she herself
was sleepy and that Margaret had much
better go to bed and get a good night's
rest.

But when the prima donna was sit.
ting before the glass and her maid
was brushing out her soft brown hair,
she was not at all drowsy, and though
her eyes looked steadily at their own
reflection in the mirror, she was not
aware that she saw anything.

“Potts,” she sald suddenly,
stopped,

“Yes, ma'am?' answered the mald
with meek interrogation, and without
checking the regular movement of the
big brush.

“Potts,” she began again, “you are
not very imaginative, are yon?"

“No, ma'am,” the maid answered,
because it seemed to be expected of
her, though she bhad never thought of
the matter.

“Do you think you could possibly
be mistaken about a volee, if you
didn't gee the person who was speuk-
ing?

“In what way, ma'am?"

“I mean, do you think vou could
take a4 man’s voice for a woman's at
a distanee?"”

“Oh, I see!” Potts exclaimed. "“As
it might be, at the telephone?”

“Well—at the telephone, if vou like.
ar anywhero else, Do voy think you
might?"

"It would depend on the volce
maam,” ohgerved Potts, with caution

“Of course it would,” assented Muar-
garet rather impationtly

“Well, ma'nm, I'll say this, since you
ask me, When I was last at home |
was mistaken in that way about my
own brother, for I heard him calling
to me from downstairs, and 1 took him
for my slster Milly."

“Oh! That's Interesting!" Marga
ret smiled. “What gort of volee has
your brother? How old is he?"

"He's eight-and-twenty, ma’am: and
as for his volee, he has a sweot coun
tér tenor, and sings nicely. He's a
SOng-man at the cathedral, ma'am."

“"Really! How nlce! Have
volee, Ltoo? Do you sing at all*"

“Oh, no, ma'am!" answered Potts in
a deprecating tone, “One in the fam-
ily I8 quite enough'"

Margaret vaguely wondered why, but
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did pot lnguire.
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“Potts,” She Said Suddenly, and Then
Stopped.

“You are quite sure that it was
your bhrother who was speaking, I sup-
pose.” she sald.

“Oh, yes, ma'am! T looked down
over the banisters, and there he was!"

Margaret had the solid health of a
great singer, and it would have been
a serlous trouble indeed that eould
have interfered with her unbroken
and dreamlesg sleep during at least
eight hours; but when she closed her
eyes that night she was quite sure
that she could not have slept at all
but for Potts’ comforting little story
about the brother with the “counter-
tenor” voice. Yet even so, at the mo-
ment before waking in the morning,
she dreamt that she was at the tele-
phone again, and that words in a
strange language came to her along
the wire in a4 soft and caressing tone
that could only be a woman's, and
that for the first time in all her life
she knew what it was to be jealous.
The sensation was not an agreeable
one,

The dream-voice was silent as soon
as she opened her eves, but she had
not been awake long without realiz-
ing that she wished very mueh to see
Logothet! at once, and was proloundly
thankinl that she had torn up her let-
ter to Lady Maud. She was not pre-
pared to admit, even now, that Kon-
stantin was the ideal she should have
chhosen for a husband, and whom she
had been deseribing from imaglnation
when she had suddenly stopped writ-
ing. But, on the other hand, the mere
thought that he had perhaps been
amusing himself in the society of an-
other woman all yesterday afternoon
made her so angry that she took
refuge in trying to believe that he had
spoken the truth and that she had
really been mistaken about the volee.

It was all very well to talk about
learning Tartar! [HHow could she be
sure that it was not modern Greek, or
Turkish? She could not have known
the difference. Was it so very unlikely
that some charming compatriot of his
ghould have come from Constantino-
ple to spend a few weeks in Parls?
She remembered the mysterions house
in the Boulevard Pereire where he
lived, the beautiful upper
the statue of Aphrodite stood, the
doors that would not open like other
doors, the
caustic painting of Cleopatra in the
drawing room—rmany things which she
distrusted

Besides, supposing that the languag:
was really Tartar—were  there not
Russians who spoke 1t? She thought

there mwust be, because she had a
vitgue idem that all Russians were
more or less Tarfars, There was a

proverh about it.  Moreover, to the
English as well ag to the French, Rus
glang represent romance and wicked

Ness

She would not go to the telephone
hersell, but she sent p message to Lo
gothetl, and he came out in the eool
time of the afternoon. She thought
he had never looked so handsome and
g0 little exotic gince she had known
liim

He was received by Mrs, Rushmore
and Margaret together, and he took
noticeable pains to make himselfl
agreeable to the mlstress of the house,
At first Margaret was pleased at this;
hut when she saw that he was doing
his best to keep Mrs. Rushmore from

hall where |

strangely-disturbing en-|

| then she suddenly looked at him with

He Became Very Gloomy and Thought-
ful.

room, as she
would have done, Margaret did not
like it. 8She was dying to ask him
questions about his lessons In Tartar,
und especially about his teacher, and
she probably meant to cast her in-
fquiries in such a form as would make
it preferable to examine him alone
rather than before Mrs, Rushmore;
but he talked on and on, only pausing
an instant for the good lady's expres-
sions of interest or approval.

He was telling her what a prime
minister had told an ambassador
about the pope, when Margaret rose
rather abraptly.

“I'm awfully sorry,” she sald to Mrs.
Rushmore, by way of apology, “but I
really must have a little air. I've not
been out of the house all day.”

Mra. Rushmore nunderstood, and was
not hurt, though she was sorry not to
hear more, The “dear child” should
go ount, by all means, Would Mons,
Logotheti stay to dinner? Na? She
was sorry. She had forgotten that
she had a letter to write in time for
the afternoon post. 5o she went off
and left the two logether

Muargaret led the way out upon the
lawn, and they sat down on garden |
chalrs under n big elm tree. She sgald
nothing while she gettled hersell vory
deliberately, avolding her compan-
fon's eves till she was gulte ready, and

leaving the probably

a sort of blank stare that would
have disconcerted any one lesg su-
perlatively sell-possessed than he was
It was most digtinetly Mme. do Cor
dova, the offended prima donna, that

Possibly he had brought about exactly
what he wished, and was satisfled to

awalt tha inevitable result. It came
befare long.
“1 don't undersinnd vou at all”

Margaret sald less lelly, but with the
sad little alr of & woman who be.

Heves herself misunderstond. It was
very odd yesterday, at the telephone,
you know—very odd Indeed. 1 rup-
pose you didn’t reallze it.  And now,
this afternoon, you have evidently
been dolng your best to kKeep Mrs.
Rushmore from leaving us togother,

You would still be telling her storiea
about people If 1 hadn’t obliged you
to comne ont!”

“Yeos," Logothell asserted with ex
asperafing calm and meekness, “we
should still be there,"

“You did not want to be alone with
me, | suppoge.  There's no other ex.
planation, and it's not a very fNatter
ing one, Is 1t?"

“1 nover fBatter you, dear lady,” anid
Logotheti gravely.

“But you da! How can you deny
it?  You often tell me that | make
you think of the Victory in the
Louvre—"'

“It's quite true. I the statue had a
hend it would be a portrait of you."

“Nonsense!  And In your moments
of enthusinsm you say that I sing bet-

ter than Mme. Bonann! in her best
days—"
“Yes, You know quite as much

as she ever did, you are a much hetter
mugician, and you began with a better
volee, Therefore you sing belter, 1

malntain "
“You often maintaln things you
don't believe" Margaret retorted,

though her manner momentarily re-
laxed a little.

“Only in matters of business,” an-

swered the Greek with Imperturbable

ealm.

“Pray. 18 ‘learning Tartar’ a matter
of businesp?"  Her eyves sparkled
angrily as sho asked the question.

Logotheti smiled; she had reached
the point to which he knew she must
come hofore long,

“Oh, yes!™ ho replied with alacrity.
“Of course it is.”

“That accounts for everything,
sinee yon are admitting that 1 need
not even try to believe it was o man
whom 1 heard speaking.™

“To tell the truth, I have some sus-
picions about that myself,” answered
Logothet!.

“1 have a greal many." Margaret
laughed rather harshly. “And you be-
have as if you wanted me (o have
more, Who g thig eastern woman?
Come, he frank. She is some one
from Constantinople, fsn't she? A
Fanariote like yourself, | dare say—aian
old friend who ig In Paris for a few
days, and would not pass through
without seeing you, Say so, for heav-
en's sake, and don't make such o mys-
tery about it!"

“"How very Ingenlous women are!"
observed (he Greek, “If I had thought
of it I might have told vou that story
through the telephone yesterday., But
I didn’t.”

Margnret was rapldly becoming ex-
asperiated, her eyes flashed, her firm
young cheeks reddened handsomely,
and her generous lips made scornful
curves,

“"Are you trying Lo quarrel with
me "
The words had a fleree ring; he

glanced ot her quickly and saw how
well her look agreed with her tone.
She was very angry.

“It 1 were not afrald of boring you,”
he sald with gqulet gravity, “1 would
tell you the whole story, but—" he
pretended to hesitate,

He heard her harsh 1ittle laugh at
once,

“Your wors. enemy could not ae-
cuse you of belng a hore!"™ she re-
tortad. "“Oh, no! It's something
(quite different from boredom that I
feel, 1 assure vou!”

“I wish 1 thought that you cared
for me enongh to be jealous,” Logo-

thetl said earnestly.

*Jealous!™

No one can describe the tone of in-
dignant contempt in which a thorough-
ly jealous woman digelpims the least
thought of Jealousy with a single
word; a man must have henrd It to
remeniber what it is like, and most
men have, Logothetl knew it well,
and at the sound he put on an expres-
sion of meek Innocence which would
have done credit to a cat that hod
just eaten a canary

"I'in g0 sorry,” he eried in a
like a child’'s. "I didn’t mean to make

volice

spoke ul last, and not Miss Margaret
Donne, the “nice Engligh girl”

What in the world has got into |
you?" she inquired in a chilly tone

He opened his almond shaped eyes
a little wider with an excellent u(-'
fectation of astonishment at her words |
and manner,

“Have I done anything you den't |
lHike?" he askod In o tone of anxiety
and concern. "Was | rude to
Rushmore?”

Margaret looked at him a moment
longer, and then turned lher hend |
away In sllepce, as If scorning to an-
swer such a sllly question. The look |
of surprige disappeared from his rucn,ﬁ
and he became very gloomy and

Mrs. |

| more Injured.

you angry, I was only wishing aloud
Please forgive me!”

“If your idea of caring for a wom-
an Is to make hor Jealous

This was such an obvious miginter-
pretation of his words that she
stopped short and bit bher lp.  He
glghed andibly, as it he were very
sorry that he could do nothing to ap
pease her, but this only made her feal
She made an effort to
speak coldly.

“You seem to forget that so long
ag wo are supposed to he epgaged |
have some lttle clalm to know how
you spend your time!"

“1 mnke no secret of what 1 do.
That s why you were angry just now.
Nothing could have been easier than

thoughtful but sald nothing moro.ltor me to say that [ was busy with
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one of the matters vou suggested.”

"Oh, of course! Nothing could be
aasler than to tell me an untruth!"™

This certainly looked like the fem-
inine retort-trlumphant, and Murgaret
delivered It In a cutting tone

“That s precisely what you seem to
fiply that I did,” Logotheti oblected.
"Hut If what I told you was untrua
Your argnment goes to pleces, There
was no Tartar lesson, there was no
Tartar teacher, and it was all a fabri-
ontion of my own!"™

“Just what 1 think!"” returnod Mare
garot. "It was not Tartar you spoke,
and there wag no teacher!"

"You have me there,” answered the
Grock mildly, “unless you wonld like
me to produce my young (riend and
talk to him befors you in the presence
of witnesses who know his langnage.”

“I wish you would! I would lke to
geo ‘him!' 1 should like to see the
color of ‘hig' eyes and hajet™

"Black as Ink,” sald Logothet).

“And you'll tell me that ‘hls' come
plexion Is black, too, no doubt!*

“Not at all; a sort'of creamy com-
plexion, 1 think, though I did not pay
much attention to his skin. Ho {s a
amallish  chap, good-dooking, with
hands and feet like a woman's, I
noticed that. As 1 told you, a doubt
occurred to me at once, and 1 will not
positively swear that it is not a girl
after all. He, or she, is really a Tar-
tar from central Asla, and 1 know
enough of the language to say what
WiE necessary."”

“Necessary!"

“Yes. Ho—or she—came on a mat-
ter of business. What 1 sald about a
teacher was mere nongense, Now you
know the whole thing."”

“Excepting what the business wan,"
Murgaret said incredulously,

“The business was an uneut atone,”
inswered Logotheti with indifference.
He had one (o sell, and 1 hought it
“He was recommended to me by a man
in Constantinople. He came to Mar-
seillos on a French steamer with two
Greek merchants who were coming to
arls, and they brought him to my
door. 'That I8 the whole story. And
here is the ruby. 1 bought it for you,
because you like those things, Will
yonu take jt?"

He held out what looked like a little
ball of white tissue paper, but Marga-
ret turned her face from him.

“You treat mo llke a child!" sha
sald.

To her own great surprise and Indig-
natlon, her volee was unstendy and
she felt pomething burning In her
eyes. She was almost frightened ag
the thought that she might be golng
to ery, out of sheer mortification.

Logothet] said nothing for a mo
ment. He began to unroll the paper
from the precious stone, but changed
his mind, wrapped it up again, and
put it back Into his watch-pocket be-
fore he spoke,

“I did not mean It as you think.” he
sald softly.

She turned her eyes without moving
her head, till she could just see that
e was leanlng forward, resting his
wrists on his knees, bending his head
and apparently looking down at hls
loosely hanging hands.  His attitude
expressed  dejection and  disappolnt-
ment, She was glad of it. e had no
right to think that he could make her
an nngry as she still was, angry even
to tears, and then bribe her to smile
ngaln when he was tired of teasing
her. Her eyes turned away agaln, and
she did not answer him,

“I make mistakes sometimes,” he
sald, spenking still lower, “I know 1
do. When 1 am with you I ecannot be
always thinking of what I say. It's
too much to ask, when a man is as far
gone as 1 am!*

“I should like to believe that,” Mar-
garet sald, without looking at him,

“Is It hard to believe?" he asked so
gently that she only just heard the
words.

“You don’t make it easy, yvou know,"
sald she with a little deflance, for she
felt that she was going to yield before
long.

“lI' don’t know how to
in the least cupricions—und yet—"

“You're mistaken,” Margaret an-
swored, turning to him suddenly., “I'm
the most eapricious woman in  the
world! Yesterday I wrote a long let-
ter to a friend, and then 1 suddenly
tore It up—there were ever so many
pages! 1 daresay that if 1 had writ-
ten just the same letter this morning
I should have sent it, If that I8 nat
caprice, what i3 {2

“It may have bheen wisdom
it up,” Logothet]l suggeested

(TO BE CONTINURED)

You're not

o tear

Decline of Anclent English Fair,

After belng held annually for 800
yenrs Stow Green pleasure falr has
practieally ceased to exist.

Established by charter of Henry I11,
it ranked as one of the largest fairs
in England for merchandlse and last-
ed three weeks, All the large travel-
ing shows In the country used to at-
tend und they covered nearly four
acres of ground. The fair Is now
limited to two days and when [t com-
menced Jt only consisted of & fow

catchpenny devices,

This year the magistrates curtalled
the hours for drinking and It 18 ex-
pected the falr will soon collapse alto-
gether.—London Standard.



