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SYNOPEIS.

RBaraka, a Tartar girl, beenme enamored
of o pgolden bearded siranger who wna
proapovting and studying herbs In the
vieinity of her home in contral Asia, nnd
revenlsd to him the loeatlon of A mine
of rubles hoping that the siranger would
fovae her In return for her disclogure.
They were followed to the cave by the
girl’s relativim, who blocked up the on-
trance, and drew off the watsr supply,
lenving the couple to die, Baraka's cousin
Bnad, her bhetrothed, n'lu-mi'm-.] to ¢llmhb
down a ollff overleoking the mine; hut
the traveler shot him. The stranger Wal
revived from o water ;:mu'«l Sand oar-
vied, dug his way out of the tunnel, and
departed, desertng the girl and ecarrying
n {bn.g of rubies, Dnrmka gathered ali tho
gems mhe coukl carry, and started In pur-
sult. Margaret Donne (Marguriin  da
Cordova), & famous prima donna, bocnme
engneed In London to Konstantin  lLio-

othetl, a wenlthy Greek filnanelor, Hex
ntimate  friend  was  Countesa Levon,
known ns Lady Maud, whose hushand
had been killed by a bomb in Bt Poters-
vurg;: and Lady Maud's most Inthnate
friend wns Iufus Van Torp, an Ameri-
onn, who had become ono of the richest
men In the world, Van Torp was in love
with Mavgaret, nand rushoed to London ns
soon as he heard of her betrothal, e
offored Lady Maud $5,000,000 for hor pet
charity If she would afd him in winning
the singer from Logothetl, Baruka ap-
proached Logothetd at  Versallles  with
rubles to s«ll. He presented a ruby to
Margiaret. Van Torp bought a yacht and
sent It to Venlee. He wus visited by
Baraka in male altire, Bhe gave him a
ruby after the American had told her of
having seen In the Unfted Stnates & man
answering the desoription of tho one she
loved, The American followed Margarvet
to the Bayreuth “Parsifal™ festival

CHAPTER V.—Continued.

Mr. Van Torp was fond of musle,
quite -apart from his admiration for
the greatest living lyrie soprano, aud
glnce It was his fancy to go to Bay-
reuth In the hope of seeing her, Fe
meant to hear Wagner's masterplece,
and supposed that there would not be
any difficulty about such a simple mat.
ter, nor ahout obtaining ne sort of
rooms he was accustomed to, in the
gort of hotel he expected to fing
where so many rich people went every
other year. Any one wno has been
to the holy place of the Wagnerinns
can imagine his surprise whon, after
infinite difficulty, he found -  himself,
his belongings and his man deposited
in one small attic room of a Bavarian
tanner's bouse, with one feather-bed,
one basin and one towel for furniture.

“Stemp,” said Mr, van Torp, “this
is a heathen town."

“Yes, sir.”

“l suppose I'm thought close about
money,” continued the millionaire,
thinking aloud, “but I eall $5 a day
dear for this room, don't you?"

“Yes, sir, 1 do indeed! 1 call it
downright robbery. That's what I call
it, sir.” :

“Well, T suppose they call 1t busi-
ness here, and quite a good business,
too. But I'd like to buy the whole
thing and show ‘em how to run It
They'd make moro in the end,”

“Yes, gir. 1 hope you will, sir. Deg
pardon, sir, but do you think it would
cost a great deal?”

“Thoey'd ask a great deal, anyway,”

answered the millionaire thoughtfully.
“Stemp, suppose you get me out sonie |
things and then take o look around, |
while I try to get a wash In that—that
tea-service there.” |

Mr. Van Torp eyed the exiguons|
basin and jug with some curiosity
and much contempt. Stamp, impassive
and correct under all ciremmstances,
unstrapped a valise, laid out on the
bed what hls master might need, and |
inquired if he wished anything elge.

“There fsn't anything else an.
gwered Mr. Van Torp, goomily.

“When shall I come back, sir?"”

“In 26 minutes, There isn'L half
an hour's wash in that soup-plate,
anyway."

He eyed tue wretched basin with a
glance that might almost have
eracked it. When his man had gone,
he proceeded to his toilet, such as it
was, and solaced himsell by sofily
whistling as much of the “"Good Fri-
day"” musliec as he remembered, little
dreaming whal il was, or that his per-
formance was followed with nervous
and almest feverish Interest by the
ocoupant of the next room in the at-
tic, a poor musicinn who had saved
and scraped for years to sit at the
musieal feast during three days.

“E sharp!” eried an agonized volce
on the other side of the cloged door,
in n Btrong German accent. I know
it i1s E gharp! 1 know it!"

Mr. Van Torp stopped whistling at
once, lowered his razor, and turned :1'
mark of soapsuds in the direction |
whence the sound came,

“Do you mean mwe?” he inquired in
n displeased tone.

“1 mean who whistles the ‘Good 1I°r!
day’ musie,” answered the voice. 1
tell you, 1 know it is B sharp in that
place. | have the score, 1 shall show
you if you believe not.”

“He's mad,” observed Mr. Van
Torp, beginning to shave again, “Are
you a lunatic?" he asked, pausing aft
er a moment. “What's the matter |
with you, anyhow?" !

“8hall 1? Well, now, that's a funny [
sort of o rule for a hotel, isn't (L7

“l go complain of you," retartad the |
other, and Mr. Van Torp heard
opened and shut again.

In & few minutes he had done alll
that the conditions would poermit in
the way of making himsell present |
able, and just as he teft the room he
was met by Stemp, the 25 winutes bhe
Ing jJust over, l

u door f

“I am a nw”siclan, I tell you! T am
a planist!”
“It's the same thing,” sald Mr. Vin

Torp, working carefully on his hmn-:"
Hp, under ¥'s right nostril. \
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“I ghall tell you that you are a bar.
barian!" retorted the volee.

“Well, that doesn't hurt,” answered
Mr. Van Torp.

He heard a snort of scorn on the
other side and there was sllence
ngain, But boefore long, a8 he got
away from his upper lip with the
razor, he unconsciousty began to whis-
tle again, and he must have made the
same mistake as before, for he was
Interrupted by a deep groan of pain
from the next room,.

“Not foeling very well?” he Inquired
in n tone of dry jocumarity., “Stomach
upset?”

“H sharp!" screamed the wretched
planist.

Van Torp coulil hear him dancing
with rage or pain

“See here, whoever you are, don't
call names! I don't lige 1. See? I've
pald for this roovi und I'm going on
whistling If 1 like, and just as long as
1 Hke."

“You say vyou make noises you
like?" eried the infurmted musician.
*Oh, no! You shall not! There are
rules! We are not in London, slr,
we' are in Bayreuth! If you make
noises, you shall be thrown out of the
house."

“Very good, sir. T'll do what | can,

sonted themsolves side by slde on the
hard green sofa. “I don't suppose |
cnn explain, go that you'll understand,
but I'll try. Different kinds of things
brought me. 1 heard yon were here
from Lady Maud, and I thought per
haps I might have an opportunity for
a little talk, And then—oh, 1 don't
know. I've seen everything worth
soelng excepl a battle and 'Parsifal’
and as it seomed g0 ensy, and you
were here, | thought 1I'd have a look
at the opera, since [ can't see the
fight."

Margaret lnughed a little,

“I hope you will like it,” she sald.
“Have you n good sept 7" L

"1 baven't got a ticket yet,” an.
swered Mr. Van Torp, In blissful lg-
norance.

“No gseat!” The prima donna's sur-
prise wag alwost dramatie. “DBut how
in the world do you expect to get one
now? Don't you know that the seats
for ‘Parsifal’ are all taken months be-
forehand?”

“Are they renlly?® He was very
calm about it. “Then 1 suppose 1
shall have to get o ticket from a spec-
ulator. I don't see¢ anything hard
about that."

“My dear friend, there are no sper:
ulators here, and there are no tickets
to be had. You might ar well ask for
the moon!"

“1 ean satand, then,
of getting tired.”

“There are no standing . places aut
alll No one is allowed to go in who
A week ago you might

I'm not afratd

has not a seat,

“l Tell You, | Know It Is E Sharp.”

sir) sald the excellent man, as Mr.
Van Torp pointed to the things that
lay ahout,

As he went out, he recognized the
voice of his neighbor, who was talk-
lug excitedly in voluble German, some-
whare at the back of the house,

“He's complaining now,” thought
Mr. Van Torp, with something like a
smile.

He had already been to the best
hotel, in the hope of obtaining rooms,
and be had no difficulty In finding it
again, He asked for Mme, da Cor-
dova. She was at home, for it was an
off-day; he sent in his card, and was
presently led to her  sitting  room.
Times had changed. Six  months
earlier he would have been told that
there had been a mistake and that she
had gone ont.,

Blie was alone; a letter she had
been writing lay unfinlshed on the
queer little desk near the shnded

window, and her pen had fullen across
the paper, On the round iable in the
middle of the small bare room thero
slood a plain white vase full of corn-
flowers and popples, and Margarst
wiig standingz there, rearranging themn,
or pretending to do so.

She was looking her very best, and

a8 sghe ralsed her eyes and greeted
him with n friendly smile, Mr. Van
Torp thought she had never been go

lhiandsome before,

Margaret held out hor hand and he
took Iit; and though {ts touch and her
friendiy swile weye llke a taste
heaven just then, he pressed her fin
gors nelther too much nor too lttle,

| and lis face betraved no emotion

“It's very kind of you to recelve
me, Miss Donne,” ha sald quietly,

“I think iU's very kind of you te
come nnd see mop” Margarat An-
awered, “Come and sl down and tell
me how you got here—and why!"

“Well” e answered slowly, ag they

of |

possibly have picked up one in Mun
feh, glven up by some one at the lact
moment, but such chances are jumped
at! 1 wonder that you even gol a
place to sleep!”

“"Well, it's not wmuch of a place”
sald  Mr, Van Torp, thoughtfully
“There's one room the size of a horse
box, one bed, one basin, one pitche
and one towel, and 1've brouglit mv
valet with me. V've concluded to let
him sleep while I'm at the opera, anid

he'll sit up when [ want to go to bl |

Nox and Cox, 1 don't know whal he'll
sit on, for there's no chair, but he's
got to sit,"”

Margaret
her,

lavghed, for he amused

“1 suppose you're exagegorating o little
bit,” she sald, “It's not really quits
80 bad as that, is it?’

“It's worse, There's a lupnatie In the
next room who calls me E. Sharp
through the door, and has lodged a
complaint already because [ whistlod
while I was shaving,
good hotel.  Who is E. Bharp, any
wiuy? Maybe that was the name ol
the last man who occupled that room
I don't knaw, but I don't like the §d .
of having a mad German planlst for o
nelghbor. He may gel in while '
asleep and think 'm the piano, and
hammerthe life out of me,the way (hey
do. 1l've seen a perfectly new piano
wreeked In a single concert by a fel
lnw who didn't look as if he had the
strenglh to kick o mosquito. They're
go deceptive, pianistg! Nervous men
are often lke that, and most planists
are nothing but nerves and hair”

He amused her, for ghe had never
geen him in his present maood.

“E #harp I8 a note,” ghe sald. “"On
the plano it's the same as F natural
You must have been whistling somi
thing your neighbor knew, and you
made a mistake, and mnervouws mu-

I's not a very |

alolans really suffer It one does that,
But It must have been something rath-
er complicated, to have an B sliarp in
it! It wasn't '‘Suwanee Rriver,! nor
the ‘Washington Post,' either! 1In.
deed, 1 should rather like to know
what It was"

"0Old tunes 1 ploked up when 1 was
cow-punching, years ago,” answered
Mr. Van Torp. I don't know where
they cameo from, for 1 never asked,
but they're not lke othor tunes, that's
certain, and 1 Yke them. They ro
mind me of the old days out wost,
when 1 had no money and nothiug to
worry ahout.”

“I'm very fond of whistling, too,”
Margaret sald. "1 study all my parts
by whistiing them, so as to save my
volee,”

“"Renlly!
possible,”

"Quite.  Perhaps you whistle very
well. Won't you let me hear the tune
that irvitated your nelghbor, the plan:
1817 Perhaps 1 know I, top”

“Well,” sald Mr. Van Torp, “1 sup-
pose 1 could. 1 should be a little sliy
before you,” he added, quite naturally.
“If you'll excuse me, 'l just go and
stand before the window so that |
can't see you. Perhaps 1 can manage
it that way.”

Muargaret, who was bored to the
verge of collapse on the offdaye,
thought him much nicer than he had
formerly been, and she lked his per.
fect simplicity.

“Stand anywhere yon like,”
sald, "but let me hear the tune”

Van Torp rose and went to the
window and she looked quietly at his
gquare figure and his massive, sandy
head and his strong neck. Presently
he began to whistle, very softly and
perfectly in tune, Many a street-boy
could do as well, no doubt, and Mrs,
Rushmore would have called it a vul
gur accomplishment, but the mag-
nificent prima donna was too true a
musician, as well a8 o sluger, not to
take pleasure in a sweet sound, even
il It were produced by a street-boy.,

But as Mr. Van Torp wenl on, she
opened her eyes very wide and held
her breath. ‘There was no mistalke
about it; he was whistling long pleces
from “Parsifal,”” as far as it wag pos.
gible to convey an iden of such musie
by such means. Margaret had studied
it before coming to Hayreuth, in o
der to underatand it better; she had
now already heard it once, and had
folt the greatest musleal emotion of
her life—one that had etiveed other
emotions, too, strange ones quite
new Lo her,

She held her breath and listened,
and her eyes that had been wide open
in astonlshment, slowly closed again

I had no !dea that was

she

|
l

|

“Thank you,” he suid, In n low
voleo.
Margaret smlled and passed her

hand over her eyes quickly, ns if to
digpel a yvislon she had seen, Thon
she spoke,

“Do you really not know what that
mugle 187" she asked. “Really,
really

“On, gquite honestly 1 don't!”

“You're not joking? You're not
Inughing at me?"

“17"  He could not underatand., "1
ghouldn’t dare!”™ he sald.

“You've been whistling some or

“Pargifnl," some of the most beauti
ful music that evor was written—and
you whigtle mavellously, for it's auy-
thing but eagy! Where in the world
did you learn it? Don't tell me that
those ore ‘old tuneg' you picked up
on a Callfornla ranch!"

“It's true, all the same,” Van Torp
answered,

Ho told her of the two foreigners
who ueed to whistle together in the
evenings, and how o, @ v .4 supposed
to have been shot and the other had
disuppeared, no one had known whith.
er, nor had cared.

“All sorta of young fellows used to
drift out there,” he pald, “and one
couldn’t tell where they came from,
though 1 can give a guess at where
some of them must have been, since
I've seen the world. There were
younger song of Euglish gentlemen,
fellows whose fathers were genuine
lords, maybe, who had not Dbrains
enough to get into the army or the
chureh. There woere oashlersd Prus
glan officers, and Frenchmen who had
most likely killed women out of jeal-
onsy, and Sicillan bandits, and brok.
en society men from New York. There
were all sorts,  And there was e,
And we all spoke different kinds of
English and had different kinds of
tagtes, good and bad—mostly bad.
There was only one thing we could
all do alike, and that was to ride.”

“I never thought of you as riding.”
Margaret sald.

“Well, why should yon? But I ean,
beeanse T was just a common cow-bhoy
and had to, for a living."

“It's intensely interesting—what n
strnnge e you have had! Tell me
more ghout yourself, won't you?"

“There’s not much to tell, it seems
to me,” sald Van Torp. “"From being
a cow-boy 1 turned into miner, and

“If He's the Fellow We Used to

In pleasure, and presently, when he
reached the “Good Friday” musle, hor
owll matehless volee floated out with
her unconsclous breath, fn such per
| fect octaves with his high whistling
| that at first he did not understand;
but when he did, the rough hard man
elilvered suddenly and steadied him
| suif against Lhe window-gill, and
Margaret's volee went on alone, with
breathed

[nintly words and then
without them, following the Instru
mentation to the end of the scene,

beyond what he had ever heard.
| Then there was sllence In the room,
and nelther of the two moved for
some moments, but at last Van Torp
1 turned, and came back.

Call Levi Longlegs on the Ranch."

petruck a litle silver, and [ sold thait

und got into nleke!, and I made the
Nickel Trust what it s, more hy
finapeing It than anything else, and )
pot almost all of it. And now 've gold
Ihe whole thing”

“Sold the Nickel Trust?" Margarot
was guite as much surprised as Lad)
Moud had been.,

"“Yeu. I wasn't made to do on:
thing long, 1 suppose., If 1 were, |
ghould stlll he a cow-boy. Just now,
I'm here to go to ‘Parsilal, and since
you say those tunes are ont of that
opera, 1 dare say I'm going to like It
very mueh"

“I'a all very uncanny,'
aald thoughtfully, *I

Margnrsi
wonder  wung

7
el

1
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!ilﬂ“i 'ml“
those two men were, and what became
of the one who disappoared.”

"I've a strong Impression that I saw
him in New York the other day,” Van
Torp answered. “If I'm rvight, he's
made money—dolng  quite  well, I
ghould think. Tt wouldu't surprise me
to hear he'd got tegether a million or
B,

“Really? What Is he doing?
storlea grow more and
eating.”

“If he's the fellow we used to eall

vl
i

Your
more inter«

\Levl Longlegs on the ranch, he's a

Russian now, I'm not perfectly sure,
for he had no halr on hilg face then,
and now he has a beard ke n French
sapper, Dut the eyes and the noase
and the volce and the accent are the
aame, and the age would about cor-
respond, Handsome wman, I supposo
you'd eall him, His name is Krallusky
Just at present, and he's found a whole
mine of rubles somewhere”

“Really? 1 love rubies. They are
my favorite stones.”
“Are they? That's funny. I've got

an uncut one In my pocket now, It
you'd llke to see it. I belleye it comes
from Krallngky's mine, too, though I
got It through a friend of yours, two
or threa days ngo."

“A friend of mina?"

e was poking his large fingers
into one of the pockets of his walst-
coit In search of the stone,

“Mr, Logothetl,” he suld, just as he
found ft. “He's discovered a hand-
some young woman from Tartary, or
somewhere, who has a few rubles to
goll that look very much like Kra-
Hnsky's. This is one of them.'

He had unwrapped the stone now
and he offered it to her, holdipg it out
in the palm of his hand. She took It
dolleately and lald it In her own,
which wns #o white that the gem
shad a delleate pompegranate-colored
light on the skin all round It., She
admired I, turned it over with one
fingor, held it up towards the window,
and laid it In her palm again,

But Van Torp had get her thinking
about Logothetli and the Tartar girl,
She put out her hand to give back
the ruby.

“I should Illke you to keep it, it
you will, he said. “I1 shan't forget
the pleasure I've had In seolng you
lke this, but you'll forget all about
our meeting here—the stone may just
mnke you remembeor It sometimes.”

He spoke so quietly, so gently, that
she was taken off her guard, and was
touched, and very much surprised to
feel that she was. She looked into
lils eyes rather cautiously, remembers
ing well how she had formerly seen
something tervifying In them if she
looked an instant too long; but now
they muade her think of the oyes of n
large affectionate bulldog,

“You're very kind to want to give
it to me," she answered after a mo-
ment's hesitation, “but 1 don't like to
accept anything ao valunble, now that
'm engaged to he married. Konstantin
might not llke it. But you're so kind;
give me any little thlug of no value
that you have in your pocket, for 1
mann to remember this day, indeed
I do!"

“I gave nothing for the ruby,” sald
Van Torp, still tot taking it from her,
Y80 it has no valoe for me. | wouldn't
offer you anything that cost me
money, now, unless it was a theater
for your own. Perhaps the thing's
glass, after aill; I've not shown It to
any jeweler. The girl made me take
it, because 1 helped her In a sort of
wny. When [ wanted to pay for it she
tried to throw It out of the window. So
I had to accept it to ealm her down,
and she went off and left wo address,
und I thought I'd like you to have i
if you would."”

“Are you qulte, quite sure you did
not pay for it?"* Margarot asked, *If
we dre going to ba friends, you must
please always be very accurate.”

“I'vee told you exactly what hap-
pened,” salld Van Torp. “Won't you
tnke it now?"

“Yes, | will, and t.ank you very
much Indeed, 1 love rubles, and this
I8 & beauty, and not preposterously
big, 1 think I shall have It setl as It Is,
uncut, and only polished, so that 't
will alwaya be ftgelf, just as yos.
gave it to me, [ shall think of the
‘Good Friday' mwusie and the chimes,
and this hideous little room, and your
clever whistling, whenever [ look
at i

“You're kind to-day,” said Mr, Van
Torp, alter a moment’s debale as to
whether he should say anything at
all.

“Am 1?7 You mean that 1 used to be
very disagreeable, don't you?* 8She
smilod as she glanced at him. *I
tust have been, I'm sure, for you
used to frighten me ever sn  much,
Dut 'm pot in the least afrald of you
nowl™

“Why should any one be afrald of
nsked Van Torp, whose smile
had beon known to terrify Wall streot
when a “drop’” was expected.

Margaret laughed a little, without
looking at him

“Tell me all about the Tartar girl,"

she suld, instead of answerlng his
question.,
Van Torp told her HBaraka's hls

tary, as far as he knew It from Logo
thetl,
(TO BE CONTINUED)




