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hen That person—half
half bad prince, re-
a mysterious under-
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and complexities of the
of that dual persomality which
mystified older and wiser heads
his, that bas baffled sage and sci-
alike and will baflle them to the

time.
you trylng not to be a bad
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now-—not any more at all ever?”’
ed.

you and your sister are,”
, his volce trembling.

| turn out bad again when
7" suggested the child,
know just what will happen
coufessed the man, staring dully
m€

ame. Then the chlld sighed.
to know the end of that
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echoed the sigh, smiling
afrald 1 can’t tell you the
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to me."

word or a glance she
to the General and took him
hand, the child struggling with
small strength. “Please don't

1" bhe lwmplored, “Dele, he's

be bad llke they said.
't you remember, 1 promised
trusty friend. Can’'t 1 even
im?
Randall,” quietly interposed
Kirby, “there isn't a slave on this
plantation you wouldn't listen to it
he asked to be heard before you pun-
fshed him. Wor't you"-—

But she had gone, half carrying the
still Ineffectually struggling General,
Kirby remained grimly eying a slip of
paper he had withdrawn from his
pocket. It was his last card—the Jeed
to the plantation. Throwing it or the
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CHAPTER X1V,

N that disheartened attitude

Buoce eventnally found Kir-

by. From the balcony win-

dow the fat veteran had wit-

nessed Adele’s silent contempt, and

Be now lild a sympathetic hand upon
his partuer's shoulder.

“You see bow you stand with her.
don't you?" he said, quietly, 1 won't
say she alu't a fine enough woman to
make any man aect the fool about her.
But, Gene you've got to hold up your
head and git ever it It's too Iate for
Jou to start your life again, and you
ean’t drag her lnto ft. Take one good
Jook at yourself, “jene Kirly, then take
another at her. But, say, she wouldu't
take you if you was an angel stepped
Fight out of the first front toor of
beaven. What could you ever be to
her? Nothin' but g d—d gambler.
I seen the way she treated you."

“That's because she doesn't know
what I'm golng to do,” replied Kirby,
striving to convince himself, “Look at
that paper.”

Bunce examined the deed, then turn-
ed Indignanuly upon the signer thereof,

“I've seen you glve some pore soung
feller his money back after yon'd won
i, but 1 never knowed you to do it if
the feller slapped you In the face
Arst,” he sald witheringly, “The girl
wou't stay loug enough in the same
Foom to wipe her shoes on you, Don't
that hurt you s

“It won't hurt so much after this,"
replied Kirby, indicating the peper

“When the fool muker made you |
reckon he quit work. Ile knowed he'd
reached his high water mark,*
mented Bunce, wi b a despairing shirus
“Now, I'll make her speak to you”

Kirby shook his head, his relaxed g
ure stiffening with sudden resolution

“No” he sald quietly. “You and 1)
get out of here. 1 won't see Miss Ran
dall again”™

But the other, giving no heed to the
words, quietly left the room, while Kir
by remnined sented at the table ab
I’t_fnl'fi‘l'l)‘ toying with the eards, utter
I, oblivious to surroundings, 11is tleet
fag resolution had already vienisluel
His grip on the present had relaxed

(NI

He felt singularly hopels henrtsiek
and utterly nlone,

He dkl uot know -nor, knowins
would greatly have cored that Jud
Pleydell's plan was about to I

_fense, alarm or even interest,
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cuted. Te dld not know that Mme.
Davezac, Miss Pleydell and the Gen-
eral were already In the carriage walt-
ing to be conveyed to their neighbor's
plantation, walting for the coming of
Adele, who had been Inexplicably de-
layed at the last minute—delayed by
Bunce, who was putting forth every
persuasive effort, pleading, coaxing.
threatening all in one breath, In a des-
perate attempt to bring her back to
the drawing room, to make her grant
a farewell Interview to his partner.

At length, In the midst of his brood-
ings, a sound from the window at-
tracted hls attention, and, listlessly
turning, Le discerned young Randall,
old Pleydell, Aaron and M. Veaudry,
all scrutinizing him intently with a
look there was no misinterpreting.
They considered the ladies safely away,
and the time had now come when a
Judicial murder might be perpetrated.

Before a word had been exchanged
Kirby fathomed their purpose, but no
hint of cognizance was evinced ip his
manner, [HHe arose lelsurely and with
the courtesy of guest to host rather
than with any intention of self de-
And
for a space and In silence the four
men surveyed the ome. Then young
Randall spoke ominously and, for him,
with admirable restraint,

“It's pretty dark outside, Mr. Kirby—
too dark to shoot straight. Shall we
settle it here? We are going to give
you a chance, and you'd better get
yourself ready to take it blanked quick
unless you prefer to be shot like a
rat"”

“If you leave it to me,” sald Kirby
mildly, “I prefer not to be shot ati
.ILII

“Do you realize that In giving you
a falr show we do a common gambler
an honor?" returned the boy, styug-!
gling hard agalnst his passion. He re-'
sented Kirby's serene composure, for
agalnst it he was placed at a bumiliat- |
ing disadvantage, ‘

“l1 am deeply sensible of your kind- |
ness to one of my profession  observed
the “common gambler,” bowing with
tourteous formality, *You seem to be
making quite elaborate preparations.
gentlemen, but 1 think you're putting
yourselves to unnecessary trouble, Mr.
Randall, you and your sister" -

“Don’t you dare mention the name
of any lady of my family!” menaced
Tom.

“But that is necessary, sir,” suavely
murmured the other, “because you and
your sister, Miss Adele Randall"—

“You wolf!” snarled the boy, and he
struck with all his strength

The alert and pacific M. Veaudry
caught the descending arm, and before
the outraged and now thoroughly in-
censed boy, furious at Kirby's delib.
erate repetition of Miss Randall's
name, could wrest himself free and
renew the attack Adele herself had
entered the room, followed by the suc
cessful Bunce. Her presence instant.
ly probibited further hostilities, and
young Randall sullenly turned away.
raging agalnst her delayed departure
and unexpected Iutrusion. The self
satisfied and beaming glance cast upou
him by the portly veteran Bunce did
not improve his temper, although in
& measure it afforded an explanation
of Adele's presence.

“1 have ylelded to this gentleman's
request,” sald the girl stoully, waving
an ironic and contemptuous hand to-
ward Bunce, while her eves looked ne-
curately through the top of Kirby's
bead. I grant your interview. What
Is it you wish to say? Kindly be as
explicit and terse as possible,”

He handed her the slip of papet
which before this he had sougzht to
offer.

“I fear your brother may be too ex
cited to read it be sald indifferently.

She eyed It wonderingly, scannin:
it twice over and yet again before di
gesting its brief contents. In silence
she handed it to her brother, and he.
after a long, incredulons stare,
claimed:

“He gives It back to buy his safety!”

aead the date” commanded Kirby,
addressing the girl.

In the same mechanical manper sho
obeyed, spelling it out as if it were
written in some strange languace with
which she was but vaguely familiar,

“He wrote that the tirst day the doe
tors let him set up to a table after
Jack Moreau shot him,” sharply ox
plained Bunce, angered at the recep
tlon accorded what he considercd o
sublime act of generogity, forbearianes
and asinfnity

Slowly Adele raised her eyves
wie paper and looked steadily at
“common gambler.”  “This
morse—for my father?” she whi<porod

“NoS ot was sadd quite stiply and
emotionlessly,
too abwurd to

ex

r]"nr..
the
wWias 1in 1

as Af the question woere

wionsly consider.  He
wolld have employved the same tone in
refuting the statement that he was u
Chinanman

“That doesn't agree very well with
Colonel Moveair's story,” sueered young
Randall, loath 1o eredit sueh g enciny
wiith one worthy motive

“You bhet 0 bt tong (o il L i
e read i

That will do, Larvkin, i il
sharply ' here'ss ot ) TIUIsL
suld. We're thron I

WAt

 stepped

' turning to young Randall,

I dered,

" ralsed
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Despite Adele’'s earnest request to
remain and the plea that she had the
right to know the meaning of this
strange contradiction of evidence, he
resolutely turned to leave the room, his
partner obediently following.

But once again M. Veaudry, sinking
his own interests in those of justice,
forward and detained his
gsometime rival,

“*Make him speak, Tom!" he cried,
*“This min
fature of your mother we found in
Colonel Moreau's portmanteau.” And
he bhanded the other the reG morocco
box.

“But--but wmy father lost it to you!"
exclaimed the howi!;rnd boy, turning
to Kirby.

“No, not to me, Mr, Randall,” Again
that same patient, emotionless tone, to-
tally devoid of resentment or even in-
terest,

“If—if we've been in the wrong,”
tremulously whispered Adele, raising
her head proudly. but pleading suppli-
cation speaking strongly from her eyes,
“you will set us straight, you will be
fair?"

For a long moment Kirby hesitated,

then finally turned to the now eagerly

walting boy.

“Mr. Randall,” he said, with elabo-
rate irony, “the question involved In
my conduct Is so purely professional
that it may be almost Impossible to
clear It up to the satisfaction of a lay-
man.  Mr. Bunce, being one of the
brethren, would comprebend me per-
fectiy, but I shall have to point out
that in my profession there are sepa-
rate casftes, both high and low, each
controlled by its own standards.”

“You accuse Colonel Moreau of being
a gambler?' sald young Randall as
the other paused.

“l regretfully admit that he had
some claim to the title,” replied Kirby,
with Intentional elegance of manner,
“for the group to which the ‘colonel’
belonged countenances certain prac-
tices, such as the intoxication of op-
ponents and the elimination of chance
in the fall of the cards, and this, we
feel, shows a lack of foresight tending
to bring discredit on the entire profes-

i slon, which might in time drive its fol-

lowers from thelr legitimate field of
fndustry. For that reason. when I
discovered the late Colonel Moreau in
a private stateroom of the Shotwell
despolling a gentleman who was—who
was not himself, | took charge of the
despoliation of what remained, intend-
Ing to make restitution in the morning,
when the victim should be In better
condition.”

Young Randall being one who cher-
ished his hatreds and affections and
renounced them with difficulty, this
new aund obvlously acrurate version of
his father's suicide left him in a state
of mental fog. Where . dele was only
too willlng and eager to believe, the
boy was loath. To the girl Kirby had
once appeared all that woman can
think of man, but to her brother he
had ever beea the personification of
evil. Tom had blind!y nourished his
hatred. XNow he felt strangely bewil-
celf distrustful znd unclean.
His credulity had been shattered with
his self respect. He 8ushed hotly at

the thought of how implicitiy and on
such meager evidence he had believed
the specious and totally unserupulous
Moreau, how from such a tissue of
falsehood he had carefully erected his
elaborate feud. He had even stooped
to the unutterably foul act of swear-
ing a murder upon this man, who.
rather than being an enemy, had stood
his father's sole friend. To bim it was
ditficult to relegate unto himself a new
viewpoint with the “common gambler”
as an object for admiratlon rather
than vilification, to disinter and trans-
fer the halo which Moreau hau calmly
&ppropriated and taken with him to
the grave to this erstwhile master
rogue, this arch fiend, titles for which
his name of Cameo Kirby had been a
gynonyim,

“You meant (o protect my father?'
he faltered nt length.

“For the hounor of the profession,”
sald Kirby. *That's all right, Mr.
Randall,” he added gently as the boy,
utterly erushed and filled with a bitter
self hatred, strove to verbally inter-
pret his abject thoughts, to frame
some sort of fitting apology *“1f you'll
lend me a horse to get back to the
clty we'll eall it square, I'm ready,
Larkin.”

He held out his hand, and young
Randall, flushing hotly, grasped it
firmly, then turned away and, sinking
into a chair, buried his face in his
arms,

Adele, placing her hand on her broth-
er's shoulder as If he were a child,
him gently and escorted him
from the room. At the door she turn-
ed, looking steadily at Kirby.

*You walted for me this afternoon
when there was dangor.” she s=ald
tremulonsly, “Won't you walt for me
now, when there is none

CHAPTER
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Cone, It Tooka to

me like you'd get the girl

and the plantation, i
excinimed Bunee when at

lenzth the two were alone,

“*What was that you enlled me
awhile ngo™ veturned Kirby quizzical
Iy, but with an undercurrent of groat
SOrioNsness, “Nothing but a—-what

too

was it?  Neems to me yon said some-
thing mizhiy pleasant about me, vou
being my oldest friend and therefore
complimentary.  Oh, ves, nothinge bt

a ‘damned gambler” That was it

e seated himself at the wble and, |

as wias s
atraction
Bunee

waont In momemts of
hegnn to cut the earls
diplomatically

icnorml  the

tribute,  The meud escapade had termi
nated fur better than he hinl u\in'n'!l'ul
or thought possible, and in conse
quence his native fomwd of gomd himmor
had been abundantly re enforeasd
*Take Mi Handall wiiile yon ean
gt her!" he advised b win’t think
In' tonighn of son hein' o
“WWhat el i Ppose <hel thitiek of
It tonen [ e Y 1 b

D ——

what T am, perhaps?

*Mebbe she won't think of it tomor-
row.” said Bunce hopefuily.

“But what about that young Vean-
dry? She'd never have to think of
anything he's done—or was," pursued
Kirpy. “Pretty square sort of a fel-
low, Larkin. Looks to we like [ owe
him a clear field to himself."

“I ain’t denyin® but what he acted a
gentleman to you, Gene, But pow's
the time you got to think of yvourself.”

“Looks to we you're conslderable of
& turncoat,” smiled Kirby, picking up
a card. “What were you saying to me
about this? 'There's my wife. 1 mar-
ried that for better or for worse—too
long ago for 1 woman to come between
us now. Ana what else was that you
sald? Oh, yes—'Take one good look at
yourself, Gene Kirby: then take an-
other at her."”

Bunce snuffled feebly. “I've kind o'
changed my mind since 1 sald that,”
he mumbled, *Besides,” consulting
his watch, “it was a long time ago. It
was last night now.”

Silence came, and with it the white
dawn, and as still the men sat, one

o
e
MEE &
“HAVE TWO SBADDLED,” HE ADDED QUIETLY
mutely eying the cards, the other his
fingers. a fugitive sunbeam, herald of
the morning, stole into the room to
shame the smoky yellow of the lamps.
In the sunbeam's golden wake there
followed a faint breeze that stirred
the curtains and sent a current of
conl, pure air swirling through the
stagnant atmosphere. Then there fell
upon the sllence, with a softness so im-
palpable that it seemed .nerely a pro-
gresslon of the hush, the sound of dis-
tant singing. For gsome time strain
and source were alike indefinite, a
mere setting to harmony the charm
of the young morning. And then it
arose like a sweeping curve of beauty
until it resolved itself into the throaty,
mealodious chorus of “Mississippi Riv-
er."”
Kirby shivered, and his eyes came
back from the great beyond, while

' Bunce shook himself like a great dog

leaving the water.

“There's the niggers goin' out to the
cane,” he said laconically., *“The morn-
in's here, Well, Gene?”

*“Well, Larkin?"

The other hesitated, fortifying hime
self with a cheroot, which he content-
ed himself with chewinz, o inally he
arose, offering elaborate =i, * of de-
parture.

“l bate to see n man lose out on -
everything,” he tentatively observed,
“Well, I'm goin’, Gene. 1 reckon
they'll let me have a hoss now, Mob-
be I better have two saddled, eh*"

“Well, what do you think?' parvied
Kirby, slowly lifting the deck of curds
from the table. *lIs that my wife? hao
I turn back to the old river road wirh
you, or do I"— He lifted his head
with brightening vision. *“Have two
saddled,” be added quietly, with bitter
finality.

Bunce nodded slowly, undcrstand-
ingly.

Alone, Kirby remained at the table,
staring and seeing not.

**Take one good look at yourself,
Gene Kirby; then take another ut
her/" he mused mechanically and
with dull monotony reiterating the
phrase. **Tuke one good look at yvour.

self, Gene Kirby.! 1 might never nave
thought of that—I have been so busy
looking at her.”

As bhe sat there face to fuce with the
future, striving to learn renunciation
without embitterment, the General,
now dressed in unightelothes, tiptoed
softly into the roomn,

“They sent me to bed again,” he
whispered, trinmphant at his evasion,
whiie he cuddled against the man's ex-
tended nrm. I want o know the end
of that story, Tell me"”

Kirby strove to assume his wonted
gayety of muanner. How long age it
seemed since in the closed carringe he
had prompted that light hearted lugh-
ter!

“So another halrbreadth
escape, General,” he commented light-
Iy. “And you want to hear the end of
the story—about the bad prince who
was half good? 1—1 don't know il |
can tell you the end.”

you mide

“Why? Hasu't the end happened
yets”

“Yes: it's come,”

“But it ended all richt, didan't e

persisted the tieneral, with all vonth's
contident optini<m

*Yes," =aid the man: "ir ended all
right.”
“But I want to know if he's still o

mixed prince

prince”
Kirby pressed o wenry hand over his

throbibing forchend. 1 &

a mixed good and bad

he's prot

ty much mixed,”™ he confessed, still
fmiling bravels

The ehiild ponder ( o or this state
mont until ot leneth he besan to nod
“Did - did he o away 7 e mmremnred
drowsily I Iven battling no
DIy acsinst ontraged natares

WY he woent awav™ ‘.!_.I rid the
mian, his arm ten g i it the
soad) Form,  “You're sleepvy, it

Y
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“T'm not,” protested the ehild, with
great earnestness, opening wide his
eyes ouly to promptly close thew after

an ineffectnal struggle, “l—want—to—
know—the—end.”  [le gave a vexed,
protesting sigh: then his breathing

grew deep and regular,

“Your sister will tell you the end in
the morning,' said the man,

Rising, he gently laid the now sleep-
Ing child on the sofa and with clumsy
tenderness covered him with a rug.
For a long time Kirby stood looking
down upon the faithful little General,
who of them all had from the first
glven his full measure of unswerving
loyalty and devotion without question
and without price, and this despite the
influence of family pressure, the ven-
om of lying tongues or the specious ey-
idence of circumstance. He knew only
that he loved: that was faith and trust
sufficient. As yet he was only a very
small juvenile member in life's boys'
brigade, but still he had his own dim
notions of standing true to the colore.

When at length Kirby turned away
it was to find himself face to face with
Adele. How long she had been stand-
ing there he did not know., The fugi-
tive sunbeam had long since vanished,
as If heartily ashamed of taking prece-
dence over its majestic progenitor, and
the room was now suffused by a dull,
rosy glow. For a space girl and man
eyed each other in silence, both wait-
ing for the other to rpeak. Finally she
whispered:

“Am I to tell him the end of the
story?" nodding to the sleeping Gen-
eral. “DBut he'll want you to.”

“I'm afraid it won't be fixed so that
I can, Miss Randall. You see, | was
only waiting to say goodby to you."”

“He'll-he'll be disappointed,” she
ventured, with a pitiful attempt at
compusure. “And-—you are only wait-
Ing to say geodby "

He nodded. smiling wanly,

“You remember that story I told you
of the rosebush and the playing
cards?”

“Are you and [ like that?"

*Just iike that,” he said,

“But some time"— She broke off,
making a hopeless, pleading gesture,

“Tell him when he awakes,” sald
Kirby, taking a great breath aed hold-
ing high his head, “the end is that for
one great day, from sunrise to sun-
rise, the mixed prince was with some-
body =0 good that he went away to
try to make himself all over. And it
he can”— He fahered and stopped:
then, taking courage from her eyes,
began again, “And if he can"—

“And if he can,” she prompted, a
great wave of color surging to cheek
and neck. “And if I should wait for
that—that wouldn’t be the end?”’

“No. That would be”—

"It would be"— she whispered, hold-
fng him with her eyes.

“Just the beginning, after all.”

THE END.

TOLD FOR A MEMCRIAL OF HER
Matthew 25:1-16—October 30

“She hath done what she could.” —Mark 1):3
N a previous study we consider:d
the Great Teaclher's trinmphal en

try into Jerusalem on the ass, and

hig tender of himself to the Nation of
Israel as their King, infulfillment of
the prophecy of Zechariuh

That was five days before the DPass- |

over. For soveral days Jesus taught
in the temple, going at night to e
home f Lazarus, Martha and Mary at
Bethany. IHe knew what to expect—that
his hour was come. He knew that even
then the chief priests and elders of the
people were considering his destruction
and hesitating only lest it should cause
tumult,
Great Teacher that he did not
teach they taught and that
teachings had much more power with
the masses than all their
combined,

wils

as

good of the cause.”

The rfeast at Bethany referred to in !

this study may have been on the night
before our Lord's betrayal, two days
before the feast of Passover.,  But the

concensus of opinion seems to be that |

it oceurred on the Sabbath

preceding  the triumphal ride
rusalem. It matters not,
There was such a feast.

his disriples were present, During the
feast a woman approached with an
alabaster flask of very precious per
frme.

and the entirve
the odor.  The woman was Mary, th
Sister of Lazarus and Martha,

evoening

howoever,
Jesus

room wias sweet with

Another account shows that the pro
test made by the disciples aeainst (hi
as a4 waste was instizated by Jwdas,
the treasurer of the little combany of
the Lord's disciples,  John remaried
that he was a thief snd carricd he
bag and intineted that he was more
interestidd in Money rm e hae
poor amd that his mention of the P
Wils  nerely ALty Fireres, Lt t)ien
Great Teacher rebuked Iy
saving, “Why tronble veo the wernnag
for she Iath weouneht a0 oo w
upon me; in that she hath poure?
oinfment upon my body s il
prepare e for burial Fraly 1
unto you, Whoresoeves
shall be preachied in the wl
there shal!l also this which
an hath dene be told for
of her™ (Matthew sy
considerate w TR
LTow syvmipathetict 11
ol evervihih i

“She Hath [ e Wh 0

The Lin

9:0-12. !

Their indignation against the |
his |
teachings |
Anger, envy, hatred, unit- !

ed in branding him as an impostor and |
in sending hian to his death, “for the

to Je-

and |

She poured it upon his head |

ture teachings and usages, declines te
recognize woliian as a teacher of re
ligion in the Chureh amongst his fol
lowers. No woinn was given a place
{ amongst the twelve Apostles—nor even
when the seventy evangelists were sent
forth with the simple which
any woman conld have given, surely
as glibly as any man. or more S0 v\--.u

Message,

on this mission he did not send wom
en, nor a representative of the
sex. The man, in Seriptural usa®, is
‘ the ﬁ;-:lll'i‘ of the l.ord; the worman, the
! figure of the Church, It would be out
of harmony with the figure that the
| Church should bLe the instructor and
| the Lord the pupil. Consistently, there-
| fore, it would have been improper for
{ woman to have been commissioned to
represent the Lord. Hence, women as
teachers in the Church bave no author-
ity in the Bible for the position. We

|
|
|
I Ve
|

read that the serpent beguiled Mother
Eve and made of her a teacher of er-
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ror to her husband. We read that the
evil spirits used a certain young wom-
an as a medium to announce the Apos-
tles, But we find no Divine sanction
of woman as a teacher in the Church,
but that the young woman who acted
under the spirit of divination and at-
tempted to preach Christ and the Apos-
tles was rebuked by the Apostle Paul
and the spirit of divination dispos-
sessed. -

All this, however, does not indicate
that either Jesus or the Apostles were
either rude toward women or unappre-
| ciative of their qualities of heart and
mind. Quite the contrary. Amongst
the Losd's followers were many “hon-
| orable women” and his special love
for this Mary and her sister Martha is
particularly recorded. Let us learn
the lesson from the Dol and not at-
tempt to teach cne Doolk,

] “The Pocr Always With You"

{  Our Lord, in reply to the argument
!Hf Judas, that the ointment should
|

|

|

|

|

[

have Leen scid for o large sum for the
benetit of the poor, answercd, The poor

ye have abways with yvou. Whenso-

ever ye will ye may do thew good: but
i .."' II' LT 'I_ i\,_ _.',I....‘. I‘;
sure to Lir 0 factor in s en Ial erdery
| durinz the oresent tive, bocause, i
ouir fallen eondition a2s 2 roce, some
| are more brillizoat of mind than others
L and solisshiess is the gencral rae
| Henee until the end of the reign of sin
{ and death the poor will be here,  And
::1-,.-:._- i a blessing attached to
| gocd deed, every neble endeay
| help any member of the race to Lif-he
L and Lettor conditions, mentgliv, moral
| Iy, physically v and by there wil
be no poor, for, under the Kinzio

condition, love will be the ruliug pri;

| eiple, instead of selfishness,

| “But Me Ye Have Nut Always"

| This was true of the Master. A I
tle while and he was gone from then
ascended to the Father's rizht hand
The same principle prevails in respoect
to the Lord's followers sivied, “Th
members of his Body.,” Whatover v
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