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Mr. Van Torp
SYNOPSIS.

Baraka, o Tartar girl, became enamored
af n golden bearded stranger who was
prospecting and studying herbs in  the
vicinity of her home in eentral Asia, and
revealed to him the location of o mine
of rubles hoping that the stranger would
love ber In return for her disclosure.
They waore followed to the cave hy the
girls relatives, who Llocked up the en-
trance, and drew off the water supply,
leaving the couple 1o die, Barnka's cousin

sSaad, her betrothed, attempted to elimb
down a cliff overlooking the mine; but
the traveler shot him. The stranger was
revived from a water gourd Saud enr

vied, dug hig way out of the tunnel, s
depinrtad, deserting the girl ond careying
& bug of rubles. DBarakoe gathered all the
goema ghe could carry, and startad dn puy

wult Margarot Donne (Margatita oo |
Cordova), v fimous primia dornn, boeiome
engiged In Lomdon to Konsiantin  1Lo-
gothetl, o wenlthy Groek fnancler,  Hoer
intimute friond woas  Cougtess  Leyvon,
known o8 Tady Maud, wlose husbaml
hind been killed by v bomb th 8t Petera-
burg: and Lady Miaund's most Inthnage
friend wns Rufus Van Torp, an Anier]
i, who had boen o cowbay in eirly
MUfe, but had beeome one of the plehest
men In the world, Van Torp was In love

with Margaret, and rushied te London ns
soon ad he heard of her betrorhind 1+
offoredd Lady Maud §5,006000 Yorr her et
charity 1f =she would wid him o winning
the alngor from Logothetl, Barakn ap-
proached Logotheti ar Versailles  with
rublea to soll,  Lle preosented o ruby to
Murgaret. Van Torp bought o yachy and
gent It to Venlee,  He was visited by

Baraka in male attire,

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

But Barak now understood what he
was going to do, and ran before him,
and stood before the door In an attl-
tude which expressed entreaty so
clearly that Mr. Van Torp was puz-
zled.

“Well," he said, standing still and
looking into the beautiful Tmploving
eves, “what on earth do you want
now, Miss Barrack? Try and explain
vourself."

A very singular
signs now hegan,

RBarak pointed to the walsteoat pock
et into which he had put the sione
The matter conecerned that, of course,
and Van Torp nodded. Next, though
after considerable diffieulty, she made
him understand that she was asking
how he had got it, and when this was
clear, he answered by pretending to
count out coins with his right hand
on the palm of his left to explain that
he had bought 1t, There was no mis-
taking this, and Barak nodded quickly
and went on to her next guestion,
She wanted to know what kind of a
man had sold him the ruby. She jm-
provisad n pretty little dumb show in
which she represented the seller and
Mr. Van Torp the bwyver of the raby,
and then by gestures she asked I the
man who sold it was tall,

Van Torp raised hand several
inches higher than his pwn head. e
bad bought the ruby from a very tall
nan. Putting both hands to her chin
and then drawing them down as I
stroking a long beard, she inguired if
the man had one, awl again the an-
swer was afflrmative. She nodded ex
eltedly and polnted flvst to Wan Torp's
sundy halr and then to her own short
black locks. The American polnted to
his own, and then touched hizg wi

conversation by

his 1

n
chain and smiled. The man's b
was falr, and even golden, By a sim
flar process she ascertained that hi

eyves wera blue and not black
excilement grew,

und hes

Was Puzzied.

to ask where the man was, but it was
some time before she could make Mr.
Van Torp understand what she meant.
As if to help her out of her difficulty,
the sun shone through the clouds at
that moment and streamed into the
room; she pointed to It at once,
turned her back to It, and then held
out her right hand to indicate the
east, and her left to the west.

“Oh, yes,” sald Van Torp, who had
seen Indians do the same thing, “it
wis west of here that I bought it of
him, a good way west.”

He pointed in that
thrust ot arm as if he wonld
make it reach much  further if he
could, At this Darak looked deeply
digapnointed, Several times, to show
that she meant London, or at least
England, she pointed to the floor at
Lher fect and lookoed inguiringly at Van
Torp, but he shonk his hend
pointed to the west again, and made a
gasture  that meant crossing c
thing. He spoke to her as §f she could
understand.

“T've
“You're

direction, and

his

H0Ine-

.

g0t your
after

anid,
the
rubies

meaning,” he
the big man with
yellow beard, who 18 selling
from the same place, and has very
lHkely gone off with vours. He looked
like n bad egg in spite of his hand-
soma fuee”

He turned his eyes thoughtfully to
the window, Darak plucked gently at
his sleeve and pretended to write in
the palm of her left hand, and
went through all the descriptive ges-
fures again, and then onee wmore pre-

| tended to wrlte, and coaxingly pushed

him towards a lttle table
she saw writing materials,
“You'd like to have his address
would you, Miss Barrak? [ wonder
why you don't call in your interpreter
and tell me It would be much
simplor than all this dumb erambo.”

Once more he mide a gtep lowards

on which

=LY

| the door, but she cauzht at his sleeve

Last of all she tried |

and entreated him in her
guage not to call any one; and her
volee was so deliciously soft and be-
seeching that he yielded, and sat down
at the small table and wrote out an
address from memory. He handed her
the half-sheet paper when he had
dried the writing and had looked over
It carefully

own lan-

“"Poor little he

thing!" safd in a
tone of pity. “If yvou ever find him
he'll ent you.™

PBarak again showed signs of great
cmotion when she put the address
into an in®des pocket of her man's
cont, but . was not of the same kind
ns before She took Van Torp's big |
band ia both her own, and, bending
down, ghe Indd it on her head, mewnine
thit he might dispose of her life over
alterwarids But he did not ynder-
trnd

“Yeou want my blesking, do vou, Miss |
PBuariuek? 3 peaple don't think
Hrassy Van Torp's blessing worth
much, young lady, but you're welecome
toy 1L, such ng it is.”

Ile patted her thick hair and amiled

s whe looked up, and her eyes were

dewy with teurs.

nnd |

then |

“That's all right, my dear,” he sgald.
“Don't ery!”

She smiled, too, hecange hig tone
was kind, and, standing up, she took
out her lttle Toathern bag again quick:
v, emptied the twists of paper into
her hand, selected one by touch, and
slipped the rest back. She unwrapped
a large stone and held it up Lo the
Hght, turning it a Hitle as she did 2o,
Yan Torp watched her with cnrlosity,
and with an amused auspieion that
shie had perhaps played the whole
scene in order to mollify him and in-
duee him to buy something, So many
poople had played much more elaho
rate trieks in the hope' of getting
money from him, and the stones might
be Imltutions after ail, in spite of Lo

tion,

But Barak's next
Torp by surprige,
pressed the ruby Heghtly to her
heart, then to her Hpe, and lagt of all
to her forehead, and bhafore he knew
what she was doing she had plheed it
in his right hand and elosed hig fin-
gers upon it It was o thank-aoifering

“Nonsense!" objected  the million-
Inre, smiling, bhut holding out the stone
to her, “It's very sweet of you, but
yvou don't mean it, and I don't take
presents like that, Why, it's worth a
thousand pounds in Dond street any
day!™

But she put her hands behind hey
back and shook her head, to show thot
ghe would not take it back. Then with
her empty hand she again tonched her
heart, her lips and forhead, and
taurned towards the door,

“Here, stop!™ sald Mre. Van Torp,
golng after her. "1 ean’t take this
thing! See here, T say! PPat It back
fnto your pocket!"

She turned nnd met him, and made
i gesture of protest and entreaty, as
il earnestly begeging him to keep the
gem., He looked at her keenly, and
he was a judge of humanity, and saw
that shie was hurt by his refusal. As
i last resource, he took out-his pock-
et-book and showed her o guantity of
folded bank notes.

“Well,” he sald, “since you Insist,
Miss Barrack, I'l buy the stone of
you, but 1'1l be everlastingly jiggored
if T'l take it for nothing.”

Barak's eves suddenly flashed in a
most surprising way, her lower lip
pouted, and her cheek faintly changed
color, as a drap of searlet pomegranate
juice will tinge a bowl of cream,

She made one step forwards, plucked
the stone from his fingers, rather than
took it, and with a quick, but girlish-
ly awkward movement, threw it to
wards the window as hard as she
could, stamping angrily with her Jitfle
foot at the same moment. Mr., Van
Torp was extremely disconcerted, as
he sometimes was by the sudden ac-
tions of the sex he did not under
stand. Fortunately the stone hit the
wall instead of golng out of the win-
dow.

“I'm really sorry, Miss Barrack,” he

action took Van

she

stinetively towards the door, as i ex-

pecting that he would ngain try
give it back to her. But he shook
! his head mnow, bowed with all the

grace hoe could nffact, which was little,

‘:unl by way of making her fecl that
he accopted the gift, he pressed it to
his heart, as she Lhad done, and to his
lips, but not to his forehead, hecause
hee was afrald thot might cause some
new mistake, as he did not know what
the gesture moant,

Barak's face changed instantly: she
siniled, nodded, and waved her hand
to him, te say that it was all right,
and that she was quite satisfied. Then
shie made a sort of salute that he
thounght very graceful Indeed, as if she
| were taking something from nenr the
floor and layving it on her forchend,
and she laughed softly and was out ol
the room and hud shut the door before
he could call ber back again.

He stood still in the middle of the
room, looking at the gem in his hand
with an expresgion of grave donbt,

“Well," he said to himself, and his
lips formed the words, though no
| sound articulated them, “that's a queer
| sort of 4 morning's work, anyway."”

He retlected that the very last thing
he had ever expected was a pregent
of a fine ruby from a pretty heathen
girl in man's clothes, recommended to
him by Logotheti. Though he almost
lnughed at the thought when it oc
curred to him, he did not like the idea
lnl‘ keeping the stone; yet he did not
know what to do with it, for it was
more than probable that he was never
to see Barak again, and If be ever did,
it was at least likely that she would
refuse to take back her gift, and as
energetically as on the first oceasion.

Al that
that he might sell it o a dealer and
give the proceeds to Lady Maud for
her good work, and tnking his hat and
glovea he went out immediantely, with-

lout even telling Stemp that he was
going.,
He walked up at a leisurely pace

From his hotel by the
Iy and Bond stirect

river to Plecudi)-
Jand entered o jew

gotheti's penciled line of recommenda- |

back to the door, talking with the old
Joweler himeeld He turned on the
chalir when he heprd the new.comer's
atep, and Mr. Van Torp found himself
fuce 1o face with Konstantin Logo
theti, whom he had suppoged to be in
Paris.

“Well," sald, withoul hetraying
the he felt, “this ig what |
enll a very pleéagdant aceldent, Mr. Lo
gothet)

The Greek and ghook hands,
and the American did not fnll 10 ol
serve on the counter o small plece of
tissue paper on which Jay an uncut
stone, naeh larger than the one he
had In hig pockot,

e
surprine

r'ospy

sald Lo

“If youn arve In any harry,”
gothetl politely, "1 don't mind waiting
in the leaat AMr. Pinney and | are |
in the midst of n disenssion that may

| never ends snd 1 beleve neither of us

To his ampaemont, |

said fn a tone of humble apology, and
he went quickly and pleked up the
gem. 1 badn't guite understood, you |
s00."

She watched him, and drew back in- |

|
tn

[ sl

FeNothing

Pwere on the continent somew here,”

mwoment it oceurred to him |

eler's shop ol modest appearance but
nncient reputation, which had boen in
the same place for nearly a ceatury,
and had previously been on the other
ilde of the strect
Omside, two well-d ssed mon wore

loking sl the things In the window:
within, a broad-shouldered, smart-|
looking man  with blkek halr ana
dressed in perfectly new blue serge

| was sitting by the counter with

has anyihing in the world to do.”

Mr. Mloney smiled benlgnly and put
i a word In the mercantile plural,
whieh difers from that of royalty in

being ueed every duy,

“The tevith g, we are not very bisy
just at this time of the year,” he
wild.

“Thut's vory kind of you, Mr. Logo-
theth,” said Van Torp, answering the
Intter, “but I'm not really in o hurry,
thnnk vou”

The stress he lald on the word “real-
I¥" might have led one to the conelu-
glon that he was pretending to be, but
was nol. e sat down deliberately at
o lttle dlgtance, took off lite hat, and
looked at the gem on the counter,

“I don't know anything aliont such
things, of gourse,” he safd in o tone of
reflection, “but 1 should think that
was quite g nice roby,”

Again Mr. Pinney smibfled benignly, |
for M, Van Torp had dealt with him
for vears

“It's & vary fine stone, indeed, siv,”
he sald, ana then turned te Logo-
thetf again,  “1 think we ecan ander
talke to cut it for vou in Liondon,” he
sndd. 1 will weligh und give you
a careful estimate,”

As aowmatter of faect, belore Van Torp
entered. Logotheti hnd got so far as
the gquestion of setting the gem for a
lady's ring, but Mr. Pinney, llke all
the great jewelers, was as diserest
and tactful as o professionnl diplo-
matist. How could he be sure that
one customer might lke another to
lkknow about a ring ordered for a lady?
If Logotheti preferved secrecy, he
would only have to  assent and go
away, as if leaving the ruby to be cut,
and he could look In again when it
wns convenient: and this was what
he at once decided to do.

“1 think you're right, Mr. Pinney,”
he said. “1 shall leave it in your
bands, That’s really all,” he added,
turning to Mr. Van Trop.

it

“Really? My business won't take
long either, and we'll go together, If
you like, and have a litle chat. 1/

only cante Lo get another ol those mc-[
tra liarge collarstuds you make for me, |
Mr. Pinney, Have yvou got another?”

"We always keep them in stock for
your convenlenee, nnuwored lh(-|
thmons Jeweler, opening a special Hi- |

sir,"

tle drawer behind the counter amd |
producing a very small morocen ease,
Mr, Van Torp did not even open if,

and bad already Inld down the money,

o precisely what W cost,
"You're always

lttle things, A

Knew
“Thanlks,"
ol i
Pliney.™
“MThank uir We do our hest
Good-morning, sir, goodanorning. '
Theo

gother

he
he sald

o bonit

ol i)

Vo,

two milhopaires went out 1o-
Two wellldressed men stood
to let them and then cne
tered the shop
Which way
“Your
lenn,
Non

THET

asked Logothoeti
wiy," mnswered the Amer
“I've nothing to do.”
have 1 laughed the Greek.
in the world! What ean
anybody find to do in London at this
the of vear?”
I'my sure I don't know,’
peasantly. I

echoed Van
supposed  you

T LB

And I thought you were in Amer
wnd =0, of course, we mect at ol
Pinney's in London!"

“Iteally!  Did you think T was in
Amerlea?  Your friend, the heathen
girl in boy's elothes, bhrought me vour
cird this morning. 1 supposed you
knew I wug here”

No, but 1 thought you might be,
within six months, and | gave hor sov
oral eards Tor people T know, S0 she
found you out! She's a born lerret—
ghe would find anything, Did youn buy
anyvthing of her?"

“No. 'm not buying rubles to-day.
Much obliged for sendlng her, all the
same.  You take an interest in her, |
gupnose, Mr, Logathieti? Is that so?"

i 1y Logotheti laughed o llitle,
“No, Indeed! Those davs were long

| vory great and very rich, thanks to
| her, must of course live there.
| searched Stamboul and Pera for him,

| o world called Burope whoere her man

41
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“Where's She Hiding from You?"

“Hxactly,” assented Logothetl. "And,
oddly enough, the first of those stories
ls about Samarkand, which is not so
far from Baraka's native village, It
seems to have taken the girl about a
yoear to find her way to Constantino-
ple, and when she got there she natur-
ally supposed that it was the capital
of the world, and that her man, being

So she

during seven or eight months, She
lived in the house ol a good old Per-
slan merehant, under the protection of
Ils wife, and learned that there was

mieht be living, and elties called Parig
and London, where people pay fubuo
lons prices for precions stones.  Per-
aian merenants arve generally well-edu:
cited men, know, At last she
made up her mind to dreose Hke o man,
ghe ‘picked up an honest Torkish man
gervant who had bheen all over Eutope
with a diplomatist and could spenk
some Freneh and English as well as
Tartar, she got o letter of reconunen-
dation to me from a Greek banker,
through the Persian who did business
with him, joined some Greeks who
were coming to Maraeilles by sen, and
liere she is, Now yon know as much

you

ns 1 do. She ls perfectly fearless, and
asg muceh more sure of hersell than
Ny nan ever wias, as gome voung

wotlnen can be in this queer world, Of
course, she'll never find the brute who
thought he wng leaving her to be mur-
dered by her relntions, but If she ever
did, she would either marry him or cut
bis throat,”

“Nice, amiable kind of girl,! re-
marked Me. Van Torp, who remem-
bored her bohoaviour when he had re-
fused her proffered gift,. “That's very
interesting, Mr, Logothetl, How long
do you count on being In London this
time? Three or four days, maybe?"

“T dare say, No longer, 1 r:ntu-,\':"

“Why don’'t you come and take din-
ner with me some night?” asked the
American “Day ifter  to-morrow,
perhaps, I'd be pleased to have you"

“Thank vou very much,” Logothetd
answered, “Since you ask me, 1 see

no reason why 1 should not dine with
you, if you want me.”

They agreed upon the place asm1|

ago. I'm engaged to be married.” hour, and each suddenly I’l'llll‘llll'll‘ll'l||
By the bye, ves, I'd heard that, | 4n engngement |
and 1 meant to congratulate yvou. 1 do By the way," sald Mr. Van Torp,
| mow, anyway When is it to be? Set-| without apparent Interest, "I hope
tled that yee?" | Mme, Cordova Is quite well? Where's
“Some time in Octobep, | think, So|she hiding from you?
you guessed that Barak Is o glrl” “Just now the hiding-place Is 1y |
Yes, that's right I ghessed she | reuth Bhe's gone there with Mrz._l
Wil Do vou kpnow anything about | Rushmore to hea ‘Parsifal 1 I--~-l
her?" lieve U'm not mazickl enough for lh:-',I
Logothet]l wold his companion th I:-H 't roving ol i's over That's my |
story of the ruby mine, substantinily | pergonal higtory at thls moment! And
ns It was noarrated at the bheginning of § Miss Donne s quite well, 1 believe,
this tale, not dresmivg that Van Taorp | thank you |
had perhaps et paod talked with the | notice you ¢all her "Mi Do
mpnn who hud playved so lurge a ]..u'l' when vou spoak of her gald Vi |
in It, and to find whom Paraka had | Torp, "Excuse wme If T made o mis
traversed many dangers and Overs | ke Just now I've always called hi t'l
come muny difliculties | Mme, Cordova”
It ponnds like the "Arabinn It doesn't matter at all,” answered
Nights', " sald Mr. Van Torp, as if he | logothetl carelessly, “but 1 belleve
found it hard to belleve. ihl"' prefers to be called by her own |

ils |

name amongst friends, Good-by till
day after tomorrow, then.”

“At half after eight."

YAll  right—half-past—I
mamber."

But at two o'clock, on the next day
but one, Logotheti received a note
brought by hand, in which Mr. Van
Torp said that to his great regret he
had been called away suddenly, and
haped that Logothetl would forgive
lim, as the matter was of such urgent
importance that he wounld have al-
roady left London when the note was
received.

This was more than true, If pos-
sible, for the writer had left fown
two daya earlier, very soon afler he
had parted from  Logothetl id Pall
Mall, although the pnote had nol been
delivered till 45 hours later.

CHAPTER V.

Mr. Van Torp knew no more ahout
lyretth than about Samarkand, be-
vond the fact that at certain stated
times  performances  of Wagner's
operas were given there with as much
solemnity ans great religlons festivals,
and that musleal people spoke of the
Bayreuth season in a cursously rever-
ont manner. He wounld have been
much surpriged if any one had told
him that he often whistled fragments
of “PParsifal” to himself and liked the
sound of them; for he had a natural
eur and a good memory, and had
whintled rvemarkably well when he
wnsg a4 boy.

The truth about this seemingly im-
posgible circumstance was really very
simple.  In what he called his cow-
punching days, he had been for six
months in company with two young
men who used to whistle softly to-
gether by the hour beside the camp
fire, and none of the other “boys™ had

shall re-

eyver heard the strange tunes they
seemed to llke best, but Van Torp
had caught and remembered many

fragments, almost unconsclously, and
he whistled them to himself because
they gave him a sensation which no
“real musle” ever did, Extraordinary
natures, ke hin, are often endowed
with unnoticed gifts and tastes guite
unlike those of most people. No one
knew anything about the young men
who whistled Wagner; the “Lost
Legion” hides many secrets, and the
two were not popular with the rest,
though they knew thelr business and
did thelr work fairly well. One of
then afterwards sald to have
bheen Killed In n shooting affray and
the other had disappeared about the

WwWils

sae time, no one kpnew how, or
cured, though Mr. Van Torp thought
he had recognized him onece many
yvears later. They were neither Amer-
cang nor Englishmen, though they
| bhoth spoke Wnelish well, snd never
were heard to use any other langunge.
(M 1 CONTINTTEDD
Just Suited Him,

The Landlonds At our table, Mr
Biinks, it s the custom 1o return
thunka wt ocach meal”  The New
Boarder—""That's fine! 1 lke It lota

better thun paylug cash."




