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PART FINNT,
The Quaorey mand the BRench,
CHAPTER 1
0 YESTERDAY and to today 1 say
my polite “vays usted con 1Mo’

Whit are these days to me? gt
that fur-off day of my romanc

when from bwtween the o Tl

bader In Iin Hamon's darkened

room; at Kingsto I savw the door wagon

b Tiates thn g uie af wn oalill man with
tieval, Jonde, white face, that day | am not
kel to Torgel I romemlwr the ehilly
T o the West Indlan sbore, ths vl
o damgp glowwrn, of docon, of plimento, of
elive il of new supgnr, of new ram; tha

glunsy doulle aheen of Ramon's gread ppec-
taclow, the plereing oves In (he mahognany
fove, while the tap tap, tap of o cane on
the fMlogs wert” an behind the Inser door:
the cllelk of the lateh; the streamn of Hght.

The  doop, petilantly thrunt nward,
struck agalnsdt Home bnrrels I remember
the rattling of the holte an that door, and
Eho bl thgurs that appoenred there, sauff-
box in hand

In that land of white clothes, thil pre-
Cls nhcient Castiling In blnck was =ome-
thing 1o remember. The black vane thit
had made the tap, tap, tap Jangled by o
silken cord from the hand whose delleate
bluc-velned, wrinkled wreist ran boack inte o
fonm of lawn  roafoy The other hand
pansnd In the et of canveying o pinch of
Sl o the nostrilsa of the booked  osn
thut had, on the skin stretehed tleht  ove r
the birkdgs the polish of old Ivery the
elbivw pressing tho blavk covked hot neslnst
tho side; the logs, one Bent, the ot ey P =
Ing 0 etle buck—this was the attitude if
Bernphina's fnther

Huving Imperiousty thruse the door of the
Inner room open, he rematned Immovable,

with n ntontion of ntering, and called
In n Narah, aged voles ‘Benor Ramon!
Stnor Ramon!' ood then twice “Qorge

phina Sernphina!™ torning hix head ek,

Then for the first tme [ saw Reraphina,
looking over her father's shouldor I
remembor her fage of that duy; her oyes
wara griy —the gray of black, not of blue
For w moment they looked me stralght in
this  face, rellectively, unconcerned, oand
thon  truveled o the spectineles of old
Ramaon,

Thig glance-mmember T was young on
that day —-had boon enough to sel me wons
dering what they were thinking of me;
whnt they could have seen of me.

“Hut there he ls—your Henor Ramon,™
she snfd to her father, as If she wers child-
Ing him for & petulance o calling: “vour
might s mot wvery good, my poor litile
father--ithere he i=, your Ramon.''

The warm reflection of the Hght behind
her, pllding the curve of her face from ear
to Voir fowt  dtself in the shadows of
Bluck lwee falling from dark hatr that was
Bl gt hilnek She spoke n# if the words
clung i hor lips: as If she had to put
them forth dellcately for fear of damagineg
the feall things. 8he rulsed her long hound

o n white flower that clung above her
enr like the pen of o clerk, and Aiso e o rod,
Kaman huorrded with n Hiffness of (me-
monsge rospect towands the anclent grandase
The dour swung to

I remulned  wlon The bWlue bales and
the white, and the great red ol Jurs loomed
in thet alim Hght Mtering through the jals
alrles out of the blinding sunlight of Ja
malca A mament afler, the door openod
once more and & yYyooung man came out to
n tall, slim, with very bright, very large
bluvk oves aglow tn an absoluls pallor of
TR Thot was Carlos Riego

Well, that s my vesterdas af romance
for Lthe many things that bhave jrassed hes
twormn those times and now have hecome
ai w have gong ot of my ming And
my duy beforg yesterday was the davy o
which 1, nat w Btodnd looking at myself |In
the tall ghiss, the day on whiceh 1 lefi my
home In Kent ed wenlt 1% chandce willxd
ft. out Lo gea with Carlos Hivgo

That day my cousin Rooksbhy hod  bhe-

onmoe engaged my slsiar Veronles and
T haed 5 12 of Jealons i \ L was raw
bunod, withh falr b ir, 1T hud n good skin

tanned by ths weathe pood  teeth  and
brown oeyend, 1 had ol had A very happy
e md T had Yyved shut In on mysole

thinking of the wilde world bevaond my
reach, that scemed | hald Infinite pos.
wibilitles of romance, of adventug o love
perhaps, apd stores of gold In the fam-
Hy my mother counted;, my father dld not

and Jamaica-----By

nnt, well-spoken,
mmedinte nelghborhood;
popilar with
In love with my sistor Veronjoa
il Tived on

bl remained slim, with slop-

for Rooksby,
Rookshy hod foreign relations

KVIDENTLY

Rulph as much in the

mansged everything, lead' ng

For myself, the first shoek of his strange-

Joseph Conrad

young squire

nexs overcome, 1 adorsd Carloa, and Vero-
nica Hked him, and laughed at him, il
one day he sald goodby and rode off along
the London road, followed hy his Tomas
Chastro. 1 had an intense longing to go with
him out Into the great world that brooded
wll round our foothills,

Shortly after Carlos went, Rookshy pre-
posed for the hand of Veronlea and was
wecepted by my mother. Veronlen went
about looking happy That upset mo, too,
It seemed unjust that she would go out
Into the great world—to Bath, to Br ghton,
shoulidd seée the prince regent and the great
lights on Hounslow Leath—whilst | was Lo
remidn forever o farmoer's boy, That after-
noon I was upstidrs, looking at the reflee-
tion of myself {n the il gluss, wondering
miserably why 1 eseemed to be sueh an

WITIT KNIVES.

The volea of Rooksby halled me suddenly
downstairs. “Hey, John-Jochn Komyp; come
down, 1 say!”

He wanted to talk to me. he sall, and I
followed him oul to the soft road that
limbs the hills te the westward, The
evening wis falling slowly wnd mournfully;
it was dark already fu the folda of the

dJnber downs

I kihow whiat you've got to 1¢ll me*
1 =aid “You're golug o marry Ve on ca

Well, you've no peed of my blessing. Some
people have all the luck

“Coanfound I, I cantinued, | ull run
away to sea! 1 say, Ralph, give me Carle®
dirvetion 'l go frer him Curlo | 1 e
only soul 1 know oulside fve mille from

here, He's friends o the lud.es That's




