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he, and lifted

svening!" 1 raturnad,
me” sild he, “butl 1 wan malut-

s the bread and cheese.”

g sald I

Baed!™ he rejoined, “it ia the first
1 have bean on speaking termn
to apeak, for rather more than

e wir

aré probably hungry T sald |

1% Wrould be foolish to deny It sir”
hen, (£ you care 1o eat with me ih
Biteh hare, you are heartily welcome,”

L ’

3 all the pleasurs in lifa!'’ said he,
yory nimbly through the hedgs;
not nak me twice or tha very

e In &

W at me
" sald

Belleve ma, 1
4, very suddenly, and

" Hers
#tood

|‘.Il' gently, and witn a rising

Mot m, létting the ejnculation escape
i & long-drawn broath.

‘.ﬂ.f‘ 1 inquired, Now as [ looked
‘AL bim; the whole anpect of the man,
Bomt the tood of his broken boots to the

o of the battered hat,

soemed to

W a change, as though = -udlden,
b¢ atiger had leapt Into life, and boon
by a strong effort,

my lifs and soul, now!'"
back a step, and evelng ms with

snld he,

waguely unpleasant smils, “this Is »

unexpected—

it mont

uniooked for

gre: It is—1 vow It |a"
S *You fatter me," said 1,

WNE, in, ono; to mest you agaln—soma
| gmewhere—ulone—quite alone,

& pleagure |

. wng,

have [roquantiy
0 t wever hoped to realizme.
In my present condition,
chanoe of procuring

Bir,
dwaelt
An 1t

better weapons

3 i omy Nats, allow mae to suggedt that

% Are. none the less, entiroly st
Infinite

: o me
up,

the

your

kindness to

“1 amawered, cutting a slice from

fe lpaf, “you are the third person within

last & hours who has mistaken me

8 Another: it really gets quite woar-
4 -

ken you,"

he broka In,

and hin

il grew suddenly bitter, “do you think
;‘;_'nihlc that 1 could ever mistaken

1 B bure of 1t sald I “Furthermaore,
do not disparage your fAsts. sir. A

A faticeffE nover did a

man Aany

tht L ever ‘heard; & min's flits are
hofest weapons supplled hy a bene-
i Providence—far beitor than your
bural: swards and murderous halr-

iray wt least so 1
AL, something of a philosopher, Btill,

R

think, being. 1

38 this Instance, never huving seen your
‘ot heard your volee before, I shall

to zit here, and ealL my bread
‘gheene, and If you are wise you will

plen to follow my so excellent exampls
:' 18 the Is any left, for, 1 warn you, 1
im mightily sharp set.”

"Pome. come,” sald he, ndvancing upon

threateningly, “enough of this fool-
g

BBy all menns,” anid 1, “sit down, like
B snnible fellow. and tell me for whom

mistake me."

P YSir, with all the pleasure in lifa!" suta
elenching hiz Nuts, and 1 saw his nos-

Wriln dilate suddenly.
the

toat rogue,

-

“1 taka vou for the
maost
but one, in all England!"

gentlamanly

e mald 1, “and my name?”
“8IF Maurice Vibart!"

L "8ir Maurice Vibart?

M, starin
urica Vi

At him In pmazemaont,
rt is my cousin,’” said 1.

I aprang to my
“8Sir

LAEA 80 wa stood. for m long minute, Im-

and silent, eyeing ench other mbove
8 bread and choess.

-
N

CHAPTER XIII,

IQUR sld my companion at last, lift-
bJ Ing his battered hat, *“I tender you
ipology, and 1 ashall be delighted to
You In the ditch, If you are in
about it
You belleve me?’
Ubltably, wir,” ho answered with a

i "had you iIndeed bheen Bir

L be Iying flat In the rond, by

£ ﬂwn he or I, and most probab-

B Withaut more ndo, we sat down In
together, side by side, and be-

S4L And now 1 notloed that when
IRt MY ayo was upon him, my

R
wit

Blon ate with a due deliberation
»And. when be thought It was

L & voraeclty that was painful

And after wo had eaton &

| sflance, be turned to me with

is very excellent cheess!" sald

man from whom 1 bought it," sald

died It & noble cheese, | remember.

i lllh?ﬂ:u of & finer favor!"
ompan

1
L 4

™ many

& whils, when thers nothing
oaf oF chesss save 8 few

"0

proved

: .‘N turnipe--in the dig-

become astonish-
blackberries,
be & very

companion leaned

wnother

algh

L T

By JEFFERY FARNOL

pinined, "has bean altogether a studions
ane, with the altogéther unnatural re-
sult that T alsa am bound for Nowhers.
m-Particulnr with fust siahe shillings and
Elxpénee In my pocket.”

“And mins, as 1 tell you" smld he,
"“han been an altogether riotous ono. Thus
ench of us, though by widely separats
rodp—you by the narrew and diMault
Path of Virtue, and | by the broad and
eany road of Folly—~have managed to fpd
our way Inte this Howling Destitutian,
which wa will call Nowhere-In-Particular
Then how dose your path of Virtue bet-
tar my road of EvilT

“Tha point 1o be cansldared,” wnid T, “is
not so much what we now are, but rather,
what we have dons, and may ultimnately
be and do."

"Wall ™ snld he, turning to look al ma

“For my own schisvementa hitherts,'
1 continusd, "1 have won the high Jump
and throwing the hammer, ales trans.
Inted the works of Quintillan, with the
Satyricon of Petronius arbiter. and the
“Ldte, Lives and Memolrs of the Belgnsur
de Brantome"” which last, as you are
probably aware, has neaver before hesn
done Into the Engliah."

“Ha!" exclalmed Mr. Beverlay, sitting
up suddenly, with his il-used hat vary
much aver one eyas, “‘thersa we have it!
Who ever heard of old Quin-what's-
hig-name, or esared, oxcepl, perhaps, A
few bald-headsd bookworms and with-
ared litterateum? While vou were dream.
Ing of life and reading the lives of other
fallaws 1 was lving It In My CAresr,
eplaodioally brief though It was, 1 have
maet and talked with all the wits and
calabrated men, have drunk good wins
and worshiped beautiful women, Mr.
Vibart,'

“And what
sala 1

“That there area an Infarnal number
of rogues and rascels In the world, for
one thing—and that is worth knowing.*

“Yeu," mald 1.

"That, though money ean buy anything,
from the love of & woman to the death
of an enemy, it ean only be spent once—
and that Isn worth knowing also.”

“Yen," sald 1.

“And that | am & monst preposterous
Repl—and that Imst, look you, In mage
valuable than all the others Soloman,
I think, says something about a wise
man being truly wise who knoweth him-
self m fool, doesn't he?

“"Bomething of the mort.'

“Then,” =ald he, fAlnging hin hat down
upen the grass besida him, “what argu-
ment ean you advancs In favor of your
‘Narrow and Thorpy' 1

has it all taught you?™

“The nmum of eight shillings and six.
pence,
noble cheesn, now no more,” sald J

"Hgnd!" said he, looking at me from |
the corners of hia blus eves, “‘the argu-
ment s unanswernable, mores especially |
the cheese part, against which I'd say
nothing, even If T could.™ Having re-
marked which he lay fiat on his back
apaln, staring up at the leaves and the
cialm serenity of the sky boyond, while
I fllsd my negro-head pips from my
papar of tobacco and forthwith began to
smnke,

And presently, as |1
watching the blue

ant alternntaly
wreaths of my plpe
and the badragkled figure extended he-
sldes me, he suddenly rolled over on his
arm and 2o lay, walching me.

“On my soul!l™ he execlaimed at
It In positively marvaelous'

"What 187" T inquired.

“The resemblance betwesn you and your
famous cousin,'

1t would appear s0," sald 1, shrug-
ging my shoulders, “though pearsomally
I was unaware of this fact up till now."

“*Do 1 understand that you have naver
eeen Sir Maurieg Vibart, never seen
"Buck’ Vibart?"

“Naover!™ sald L ‘

“Too much ageupled In keeping to the
narrow &nd thorny, 1 supponse? Your
cousin's In the broad and fowery, with |
A vengeance'

“&o 1 understand,'" sald 1.

""Nevertheless the resemblance batwesn |
you, both in face and fgure, Ix poni-
tively astounding! With the sole ex-
ception that he wears halr upon hia face
and is of a ruddy complexion, while you
are pale and smooth-cheeked as—an o
Boy—

“Or yourself!" =mald 1.

“Ah—exactly!" ho answered, and paaned
hia fingers across his chin tentatively
and fell ngaln to staring lagily up inte
tha sky. ""Do you happen to know any-
thing about that most remarkable wpe-
ales of the 'Renus homo' ealling them-
weives "Bucks,' or 'Corinthlans’?™ he In-
quired, after a while

“Very little,” sald I, "and that only by
hearsay."

“"Well, up to six monthas ago, | was one
of them, Mr, Vibart, until Fortune, and
I think now wisely, decreed It other
wine."

And herewith, lying upon -his baeck,
looking up through the quivering green
of leaves, ha told mad tales of n reckiens
Prinee, of the placld Brummel, of “Dash-
ing"” Vibart, the brillant Sheridan, of
Fox, and Grattan, and many others,
whose names are now a byword ons way
or the other. He recounted a story of
wild prodigality, of drunken midnight
orgles, of days and nights over the carda,
of wine, wamen and horses. But, lamtly
and very reverantly, ha apoke nf a wom-
an of her love, and faith, and deathless
trust, "Of course,’”” he ended, “I might |
have siarved very comfartably, and much
gquicker, in London, but when my tims
comes, T prafer to do my dying bananth
some Kreen hedge, or In tha shelter of
pome friendly rick, with the cool, claan
wind upon my faoe, Besldes—— Bhe
loved the country*

“Then there are somes women who can't
be bought®™ anld 1, looking at his glist-
ening eyes.

“‘Mr. Vibart"

length
L

sald he, “¥o far as, !
know, there are two—the Lady Helen
Dunstan and the ‘Gloriouy’ Sefton.’

“The Lady Sophis BSeffon of Cam-
bourneT® sald I.

“And—the Lady Helen Dunstan,” he
reponted,

“Do you know the" Lady Bophia BSef-
ton 7"

“1 have had tha honor of dancing with
her frequently.” he answered,

“And Is yhe a0 beautiful as they ssy?™

“She in the handsomest woman In
London, ene of your black-browed, desp-
oyed goddesses, tall and graclous, and
mont nobly shaped: thousgh, slr, for my
own part, | prefer less fOre and jee—a
more gentle beauty.'

“An, for Instance,
Punstan ™ sald I )

“Exactly! nedded Mre. Beverley,

“Referring to the Ludy Bophin Sefton*
1 pursusd, “she Is & reigning toast, 1 be-
Hwva ™

Gind, yes' her workhipers are lemion,

tha Lady Halan

i loaf of bread and a allee of | ., _und he hardly knows ono end of a

other, and has sspaped (he well-mepited
consfquenced, more than once, Owing L0
hin friendship with, and the taver of W
Friemd—'

“Ceorge?" mid 1

"Hractly " salg
ing himmelf on
“Gobrge."’

“Have you ever heurd mention of ‘Tam
Cragr, the pugilist?' § inquired, Blowing
A clowd of amoke Into the warm wir,

T won 10,00 guineas when he knooked
nut Ted Jarraway, of Swansea,'' yawned
my companton; "a geod Nehter,
rogus--iike all the rest of ‘em,
areature of your sxcellent eceunin's”

“1 gunteed ar much.” 1 nodded,
forthwith plunged into an aceount of
my mesting with the “eragey ons' the
whicgh seamead to amuse Mr Bevarley
mightily, more anpscially when 1 relatsd
Cragg’'s mysterious disappearanocs

“h. gad!' eried Bevariey,
ayen on tha iattered lapel of
“the resamblancs perved you
there; vour counin gave him the thrash-
Ing of his life, and posr Tom avidently
thought he wan in for ancother. That wan
tha Inst you saw of him, 1I'll he bound.”

“No, 1 mat him afterward bonoath ths
gibbet on River Hill, where, among other
Invomprahenszible things, hes gave me o
understand that he recognized me despite
my disgulse, assumed, as he supposed, on
oecount of his having kidnapped soma onge
or other, and ‘luid out' a certaln 8ir Jaa-
por Trent In Wyeh strest, nccording to
my orders, or rather, 1t would ssem, my
coun'n’'s orders, the muthor of which out-
rge Sir Jaspir had evidently found
oute—""

“Tha davil!" exclaimed Mr.
and sat up with a Jerk,

“And furthermore,” 1 want on, “‘he in.
formed me that the Prince himasif hed
glven him the word to leave London until
the uffalr had blown over."

Now while 1 spoke, Mr, Baverley had
beon reganling me with 4 very strange
expreasion, hin cheotka had gone aven
puler than befors, his eyea seemed 1o
sturs through, and beyond mm, and his
hands were tight-clenched at his siden

“Mr. Beverley," sald 1, “what alls you?"

Faor a momont he did not apeak, then
answared, with the sams sirange look

“Bir Jasper Trenl—Iin my cousin, sir!”

My negro-hond pipe slipped suddenly,
and fell Into the grass, happily without
Injury,

“Indesd!" sald 1

“Can you not see what this meana, sir?"
he went on hurriedly. “Jasper will fight"

“Indeed,” sald 1| wganin, 1 fear xo.'"

“Jnspor was nlwayn a bit of a finh, and
with no particular affaction for his grace-
lear Kinsman, but 1 am his only relative;

companion, raie
and nodding

my
hin elbhow,

and

him ooat,

Bevarley,

pistol from the other, while your cousin
s n dead shot."

“My cousin!" T exclaimed: “then it was
he—to be sure | snw only his back."

“Bir Jasper (2 unmarried--has no rela-
tlons hut myself,"® my companion repest-
ed, with the same fixed inteniness of
look; “omn yon apprecinte, 1 wonder, what
thin would mean to ma?*

“Rank, and fortune
erld L

"N, He sprang to his feet, and
threw wide his ragged srma with a sawift,
tansionnte gosture, It means Life—and
Helen, My God!™ he went on, speaking
almost In a whinper, *'I never knew how
much T wanted her—how much T had wil-
fully tossed mside—till now! 1 never real-
ized the full misery of It all<till now!
I could have starved very well In time,
and mannged It ks guletly as most othear
riuined fools, But now—to see the chance
of beginning agaln, of coming back to
pelf-respect and—Helen, my God!" And,
of o sudden, he cast himself upon his
foce, and o loy, tearing up the grass by
handfuls. Then, almost ns suddenly; he
way upon his feet again, and had caught
up his hat.  “8ir,"”" sald he, somawhst
rhamefacedly, smoothing Its ruffled nap
with fingers that still quivered, *“‘pray
forgive that littla abullition of feeling:
it s over—aquite over, but your tidings
uffected mo, and T am not guite myseif
at times; as 1 have alrendy sald, turnips
and unripa blackberries are not altogether
desirnble as s dlet."™

“Indesd."” said T, “vou seemed strangely
perturbed.”

“Mr, Vibart,"” sald he, staring very hard
at the battered hat, and turning It round
and round, “Mr. Vibart, the devil is sur.
prisingly strong In some of up"

“True.' mnid T

“My cousin, Blr Jasper. Is a bookish
fellow, and, as | have sald, a fool wherae
anything elea Is In question; If this mest-
Ing in nllowad to take place, T feel that
ho will mont certainly be killed, and his
death would mean & new life—more than
Itfe ta me."”

"Yen," sald 1.

“"And for a moment, Mr. Vibart, 1 wans
tempted to sit down In the ditch again,
pned Jot things take thelr course. The
devil. T repeat, In remarkably strong in
some of us.*

"Then what Is your pressnt Intention ™

"I am golng o London to fnd wir
Maurics Vibart—to stop this dusl*”

“Imponsibla!" said T

“Hut you mee. sir, it mo happens that 1
am pospessed of certaln  Intelligence
which might make 8ir Maurice's sxiat-
ence in England positively untenable.'

“Nevertheless.,” sald 1, “it in Impos-
aibla,'

“That remains to be weon, Mr. Vibart,"
anid he, and, speaking, turned upon his
heel.

“One moment,” sald 1 “"was not your
oousin, Sir Jasper, of the middle height,
Allm bullt and fair haired, with & hablt
of plucking at his lips when at all nerv-
oul or exclted

“Exactly! you know him, sie?*

“Nao," 1 answered, "but 1
him vory lutely, and 1 say ngaln to stop
thisx duel in un Impossibility."

“Do you mean- he began and
pauused, Now, aa hia eyes met mine, the
buttersd hat escaped hin Angers and lay
all unheaded, Do you mean—" he
bogan mgain and aguin stopped.

“¥eu," maid 1. I mean that you are
too late, Hir Jagper was Killed at & place
called Deepdans Wood, no longer since
than today at half-past 7 In the mom-
Ing. Tt was ralning st the time, | res
mambar, but the day grew glorious
latar,"

For a long moment Mr. Reverley stood
wilent with bent head, then, apparently
becoming aware of Yhe hat at his feet.
he sont It Aying with s sudden kick and
walched it describe a wide parabola are
it disappeared into the ditch some yards
away. Which done, he walked after it
and returned, brushing It very oprefully
with hia rugged cuff

"Aud-you are sure-quite sure, Mr
VibartT™ he Inguired, smoothing the
broken brim #lHh the grealest solicliuds,

“I wtood belilnd w hedge and watohed
it done'’ sald L

and London*

nol'

of Burnham Hall,
morvioe,  Jawpe
neret of Kenl and J
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have wean |
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Confound the artist who drew
anyway: I'm all balled up!

me,

| “"Have you any ldea how old your
‘ dlatar Ia?"
|
|

“Hhe
that
phe

must be metting on. 1 know
he alwayn locka the door before
(ashes her face.'
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Cireus Manager—8ay,
matter with you?
laugh from ¥he avdience tonight,

Clown—Adoarding to your ordera.

Circus Manager—My orders!
B-n!

Clown—Well,
a raime, you sald, “Ain't he funny."

what's

Cause for Weeping !

Tragedienne
pudivncse wapl
death acene?

Manager—Yes, they realised that you

were still allve,

the
You haven't got &

Wha-
when [ asked you for

IMd you notlce how the
ut the close of my

- Nuinero

Tha English Physlclan—1 think, my

excellent collnaguens, that when we

have Introduced some of these cacheta

Inte our {lustrious patient's Bos-

phorus, the cure will be Immediate and
lasting."
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wAS PERFECT! || CEOGRA Y
AND MUS

TAKE MY MM .

i A

“Pleane, mamma, ean I go over and ““"!1- Il
play with Jimmie Brown?" LY

*Why, Willlle, of courss you can't
You've got the mumps, and it's very
catehing.”

“1 know 1t. That's why I want to
go over, Jimmie likes to stas home
from achool just ns much as 1 do.”

I

~The Ewitch
Tha Indignant BSBoldier—'Ere, Bill;
vou know that laitern I pinched-—

some ‘'ound of a thiel's gone an’ siole
it!

ONCE 18 ENUF!

Quite Likely

—
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Diner—This s too much, There's &

collar button in this salad]
Wailtress-My gracious, it must have
®ot in with the dressing!

—AND THE WORST 18 YET TO COME

THE PATRIOT

Gentleman (who has insisted on th
it another tuppence, ?!MW. ie bt




