eads from San Miniato al Monte by
the Porta San Giorgio. Two of these
‘were Uberti, one a Gangalandi, one of
the Greci. Buondelmonte and his friends
greeted them and would have gone on
their way; but Tacuino degli Uberti call-
ed out that he had a message. “For
me?” asked Buondelmonte. * No,” said
Tacuino,  for your brother.” So Ranieri
stopped, and was overtaken by two or three
of these men, who held him in talk while
the rest of them pushed forward and got
“in between Gualtiero and Buondelmonte,
- talking and laughing amoug themselves.
Buondelmonte kept up his pace. Thus
they came to the bridge and into the
sun, and crossed it, just as Malviso had
seen them.

The sun was full in Buondelmonte’s
eves; but as he neared the Stone of Mars
and the old gateway he could see that
there were people in the road, not to dis-
. tinguish them. Ile reined in his harse
and put his hand up as a warning to the
others; and just then Lambertuccio came
out to meet him, with a hand to take
hold of his bridle; and he saw who it
was. Now he began to suspect something.
“ Stay me not now, Lambertuccio,” he
said, and turned quickly to see where
his friends were. They scemed to be in
some difficulty, he thought. The horses
were all huddled together. TYe heard
Ranieri talking in a rage and the others
laughing at him. Then Schiatta came
up behind him as hd sat half turned. and
joraped for him, and pulled him suddenly
frem his horse to the ground; and Mosca
leaped forward from behind Schiatta and
stuck his knife in deep. Tle stabbed be-
tveen the collar-bone and the mneck.
Piondelmonte  cried  out, Rezcue!
Tiescue!” and felt himself losmg blood
very fast. “One at a time,” he said,
pleasantly; but had no more words. for
Mosca stabbed him again, and Lam-
bertuccio came up in his deliberate way,
pulled off Mosca, and put his knee on
Buondelmonte’s neck and drove at him
twice in the heart. Te never spoke
again; but Oderigo Fifanti did his part
for all that.

A crowd of onlookers had gathered, but
no one interfered; and as for Ranieri
* and Gualtiero, they were prisoners and
could do nothing. When the Uberti saw

et - , -
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that their work was done, }‘hev wiped
their daggers and walked away: Oderigo
went for his cloak; but Ldmbertuccio
had to be reminded of his, and went back
for it. Going off, Schiatta held up his
hand for a signal, and the slf horsemen
parted to allow the Buondelmanti passage-
room. No harm had been dong to them,

Ranieri spurred directly m.to “the city
up the Via Por’ Santa Maria, shouting
as he went, “ The,bells! the bells! Trea-
son! Buondelmdhiti!” but young Gual-
tiero went and sat beside Bugndelmonte
and put his head on his knees, and cov-
cred his face with his cloak, or what was
left of it. The moment the Tberti had
left the bridge all the bystanders ran
in various directions, and almost imme-
diately the great bell of the SS. Apostoli
began to toll. Others followed in no
long time.

Ranieri, riding full gallop ap the Cali-
mala, met Buonaccorso Donati coming
down to see what the crying was about.
Tle was buckling his sword-belt as he
came. Ranieri told him the news, and
Buonaccorso ran back to feteh his father.
Ranieri hastened on to ﬁmkif possible,
one of the Uberti who she®d not have
been warned. As luck would have it  in
the Via Condotta, he did/meet with
Malviso Giantruffetti returning from the
Rubaconte bridge. © Treason! Treason!”
he cried, and. “ Death to the Uberti!”
and rode him down. The fighting began
within a few hours:; but by that time
they had taken Buondelmonte to his
house and laid him on a bier.

Gualdrada came with her daughter
soon after they had got him home. They
let her in through the chains which had
been put up at the head of the Borgo.
Fires were burning in the Quarter of
San Piero Scheraggio and all the bridges
were held; but Gualdrada said, “ There
will be place made for the dead.” She
chose that Piccarda should sit upon the
bier, with Buondelmonte’s head on her
knees; and Piccarda had nothing to say.
She only stared at the window. Even
while they were making ready, the Gon-
falon was being brought down the Borgo.
Men heard the roar of the fight in the
north parts. The Donati were driving
the Uberti down towards the river.
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By O NORILIN DUANCAN
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“ RADE will lewd aoman far” as the Arabic
proverh runs: and the roads of this Tandd

knew the trath of it for the feet ol the
refugees have stireed the hot dust of them alk
Trade ha< been ne magnet to feteh the Syrian

from under blue skics to our gray ones: but, onee’

hore it has set hin wandering—has provided him,
indeed, with a back-poreh introduction to the vil-
laze~ of every gquarter. even to the utternosi,
where he <lips Hike ashadow from dedr to door. A\

aned an unveasoning perturbatian, nor will the g«
“about his middie Jet him soon be forgoteen. Ol

comes down the hilly \\l!h woereat pack on his ba
Noothey ke to their heelssand, as they =eamper
sreat i< the patter of teet, and voluminous the clou
‘I‘\\ the voung girl, at the peddler’s approach,

Vherover he goes he spreads wonder
ald riues in his ears and the sash
! !ll&ll'!.. the children gasp, when he
chke lere’s aogypsya Let’s run”
to the sanctuary of the hunt N lm
dof dust in their wake® & Ohowy,

*he hos rings in his ea Perhaps

he's a forty-thief, or something. Ol dears what shall T do 2" She hurries. her Hutde

heart all atlutter, and makes an untimely  visit

the excitement of lier eseape sinks all formality out of mind. * A-ha!”

to her nearest neighbor, where
suyx the town-

constable, marking the =linking gait and <Hifty exés of the man. * That theve A- raby

N osta
They

pi('inl
the S

Tit e

and.
live.
and t

lent,
and
the t

whert
of T

shads

wind;
- tigures Hitting darkly from ccllar-
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in thy
and Mrered—glistening here and there,

cht upon it

ned warehin, er T ain’t no detective,
say  they carry knives i them

sashes™  Whereupon a profoundly sus:

1=, if distant, =urvetllance js upon
v

an.
Syrian would smile did he know-it,

It was Oficer MaceNamara, of a dim-

wat. who first took me through the

city street where these swarthy fellows,

- . L
their betters, have forgathered to
The night was dark and gusty, -
he rain had at Tast swept the swarm

of hags and squalling ¢hildren and si-

glowering men from the pavenents

1} tops of
enements on cither side were dost
night, and the street was” broken

dadowy deorways. Th

s oan oceasional lamp east a cirele
The silence and vast
wea: the time of nighPemad driving

the filth and dilapidation: =oli-




ta door—it was ta be assumed, of
5, that ‘they had made their im-
ression. i o
“Ye've no call U bescared, at all”
d MacNamatra, impressively,  “.'m
wit' ve” _— o
My expression of confidence in him
© was prompt: and then he led me up a
Cstair, whenee we went through a dark
and foulaired passage to a room in the
réar — the eafé of Atta the Wrestler,

“Atta, a mighty and  most villainous-

Clouking  fellow, sat with " his wife, his
Censtomers all departed, and both were
“drinking coffee and smoking narghiles.
“ Doun’t be afraid, now.” MacNamara
whizpered. “He'll do no harm ¢ ye.
I'm here.”
 We were servadl with coffee. provided
with eigarettes and pastry: and with all
same a friendly smile and an Arabic
~word or two.—the fluster” of dithdenee,
toa, and an, expression, of concern for
our comfort, .
“*Tis all right. =or.” MacNamara
“whispered under ‘his breath. © Never
fear. now,  Ile wouldn't dare put plison
in the cup when I'm wit’ ye ™
“1s he dangerous " said 1. smoothing
the smile from my lips
“ Very)” said MacNamdra. ~ Ex-ceed-
ingly, =or! “Tis a fear-ful bad quarter

t° petrol. Ohoveure all right when
I’'m wit® ve. Yuu'w;'ufv, zor. But Jon’t

come here alone
MaeNamara!? augh!  But he had
thoupht to provide a thrill—the flavor
of some dark adventnre: and the flesh
of his palm didu’t ereep when the ceoin
of reward touched it. It is our habit
to associate treachery with a swarthy
faeé, and our faney never fails to find
a “dirk-hilt in the folds of a =ash: but
these vxpmri:nuxl Syrians are the meek-
est of Christiang—Tfor Mohammedams are
exeluded.—long jused to oppression, in-
clined to walk in peace with the mild,
and always reaily to yield the wall to
every  =strutter who chanees  to pass
that way. : ) _
Through the rooms and dark passages
of these old tenements a child might
wander unmolested, theugh he bad a
gold chain thrown over his shoulders:
save in this, that greed.is in the hearts
of all peoples, and violenee i= a common
chanee. Al the virtues abound there,

‘poet, peddler. and merchant.”

andito the virtues are added ’;{\rc graces,
such, indeed, as are not to be, met with
in “eolonies ™ of other races fifor to the
common 1ot of thi= place oppifession has
drivenr the well-born and iilborn, the
irnorant and the learned, {]]Q‘Ullﬂ'\ll‘lf
and  the famous, prinee :m{l{ peasant,

With the

vieious, it may by have came viees, but
with the \\'rﬂ—ixwgnwi have ('«‘;-n'w refine-
ment= and high aspirations, !

They are all in the tenements of the
“quarter.” ¢

It iz =aid that the ignorant Italian
dreams of digging sreat chunks of gold
from the <treets of New York. DBut the
Chri<tian  Syrian, when the  Moham-
medan oppression falls heavily upon him,
savsa: It is the land of Liberty! Letus
arise and o to that place.”  That i<
why he comes. Tle is interested more
in the freedom than in the dollar of the
Lind,  To what gardens of “delight his
dreams lead him it wouldibe hard to
<ay. They take him high and far: it
mav be, even, az he himzelflanight <av.
that in his distant vizion ’tfie Sons of
Light were at the Gates of the Clity. ery-
ing: “Enter. O Pilerim! Tre, at last,
is Liberty.”  Conzequently, his first eon-
fact with the immigration «fficials pre-
cipitates a tragie disillusion.

Kahaan iz old—o Ll and falling under
the knoeks of the world: and he = a
poet and a man of knowledge, for the
boeks of five languages are open 1o him.
1Te had been herded with the people from
Damasen= and ;\](-mxg'fn the pen at the
Barge Office* for three davs: nor had
the Sons of TLight apf»oﬂrml to give him
weleame, nor had he so-mugh™as touched
the hem of the mantlel of Liberty. Tle
had suffered many indignities, and for
three davs his habitation had been un-
¢lean: so hiz heart was sick, and he
longed for the path: to which his feet
were used. : ’ .

TBut he had new passed through the
door 1o the street. and fhey had tald him
he was free to go where he willed.

“1 will write a book.” he =aid to him-
self. a< he has told me, “and with the
money T make T will return to my
peaple” ;

* The immigrant <tation at New York.
4
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.\(lrhaf moment e was eaunght by the
allar and jerked violemtly aside. Tlhe
was half throttled, agd he stambled and
near fell. : i
* Move ong voul™ =atld the policeman.
You ean't stand there starin’ at a post
‘:l" dax . Get out)!™ - : '

€ Where, sair?” said the - mild Ka-
Tman. : S
< Hell, if ye like, “=aie] ™ 7

o _‘\'ill. vou tell me to whom eet ces,
sair,” said the Man of Kuowledee, treny-
bling \\\'ith pas=ion, “ that
Cmoenunments )

*To the dead ones” said the aston-
t~hed policeman., )
= #Fes ecot om0, sair?? eried
lifting hi= lean brown head. © Then 1
kuow why cet ces they: have raised a
=tatue to Liberty at the very Gate of the

they ' raf&e

Nahaan,

(.‘iti'. Fet ces because Liberty is dead
in rp\e Tand!™
But Kahaan knew better when he.
N

knew maore.

The effect of this rough contact with
officialdom, however, soon wears off.. " So
soon as the Syrian puts the paliceman
in his place, he perceives that his measure
of lberty is larger than it was—though,
to be sure. he never escapes the petty
appression of the police and politicians,
for his simplicity makes him easy prey.
Tt was Abotanios whe said to me. through
an interpreter. when he had been three
weeks in New York#¢ Write! Write that
there is no liberty in Ameriea.”™  IMe had
been pitilessly snowballed by a horde of
voung Trish lads, and his head and Jdig-
nity were still aching: but menths later
he drew from his ;m(-k(‘t his ecertifieate
of “declaration of intention” to be-
canie a citizen, and, fetching the table
a blow with his fist, csheuted: © The Sul-
tan, he no toueh me now. T am cit'zen.
Tt is thee Tand of Tiber-tee! Thus 1t
is in his =ecurity from the tyranny he
haz 2o Tong known that the refucce finds
hiz ehiefest delight, rather thyn Lin the
<trange liberties to which he has conme.
Tt is not the freedom from dusul, but
the freedom o insult. in which! he re-
To ery down the Saltan without
of dearh is the privi-
Yewo he first learns to prize. There dre
nights when ot the
quarter ncoNew York rine with the esll

joives,

restrainf ar f
the ~trects Nyrian
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swho had chosen to devote hing

~where

to arms for the freedom of Syfpe Tere
i< no tusion! This i= Liberty!

But the revelution goes no gavther.
vy i the honey showever:
it is the presence of the Turkish eon-

There i

~ul’s spies, who mark the sedjpons ut-
and the reporf Jto hich
places, whether they are bellowdd on the
or \Ali\'pvrml in the hack
roomns of the restaurants. .\ "A hitter
of faet, the

teranees i

s{rect eorpers

revolutionist las much to
fear, cither for himself——for as conspir-
acy of spies has landed more than one
in an American prison on false charges—
or for his kindred at hone, upon whom
his punizhment may fall. S hnprison-
ment, =ion, or the, confiseation of

l)]\l”'('
their possessions, .

S Will vou go?" T =aid to the Doctor,
upon  one when the Sultan's
representative had come to the quarter,
and the attendance of certain important
men at a reception had been commanded.

1t i ver” important,” he said, frown-
ing in perplexity. : .

e was a man of wealth mnk

oceasion,

luenee,
fto ih(‘
poor of his ewn people. Titherto he
haed uttered no sedition in a pullic place,
but his dreams were well known to e,
though not to all men. .

“T do not know.” he went on. “T
not like to kizs hiz Jand. Tt is =ame a=
thee hand of Abdul-TTamid.”

“You haven't much time to think
about it,” T sald, consulting my wateh.
“Tt ix the hour now.” 7

“T mus’ g, =aid he, between-his teeth:
“T have a mother in Beirut.”

With that he put on his =ik hat and
departed to do homage ta the represent-
ative of Abdul-TTamid, whom he hated.

There are Syrian quarters in New
York, TPhiladelphia, Beston, New Or-
leans, and San Franeciseo. The first,
<ome MR Svrians, chietly from
Beirut  and  Damaseus, dwell, iz, the,
laroe~t, but the others are not

They have ehurches, sehools,

incaon-
<iderable.
and places of amus<cment. and the Ara-
Lie newspapers and magazines serve o
interehange the news atd unite the in-
terest< of ol T New Yark, which is
the parent eolony of them alll baoks are
There i< a bamd of

puldished o Avabie
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for grand oceasions; thére are
ng“cluhf a large revolutionary
o Cand] many curious
suclf as the ¢ Society for ]
aint’ of which is to settle the per-
sonal’ differences between certaing intlu-
ential men of New York and Philadel-
phiz: Mauy  political” offenders) refu-
goos from Turkey and Syria. | reside
there, and from there spread the [propa-
ganda  of] revolt. There 1= a2 famous
peety whose work is praised in Cairo, and
who sits, day after day, in his patron’s
shop, very busily at work on hisi ™ next
book.”  There arie shops where ] brass-
“work and ‘rugs and gorgeous fabries are
displayed, fand many a restaurant where
a Syrian dinner is well cooked zn‘;d well
served. .\ generous hospitality may be
found evervwhere, 'whether in the home
of the pedidler or of the rieh inporter.
The welcome is genuine, and no sae-
rifice is too great if it eontribltes to
~your pleasure., . :
* The place is vours” said a restpu-
tant-keeper to me once. * There is no

socie-

>

aee,”

charge.” ) .
“ But I have had eoffee—cirnrettos—
pastry.”
“No diff rence.” said he, bowinig pro-
foundly, “ You are a friet to my! frien’.
The Doctor, he 1= my frien’.”
* But—" : Y
“ No, no: you have like my
I no charge” e
He was a \'in]inigég, and T had praised
him because his muste had delighted me.
“ Al yours,” he concluded, waving his
arms, “T am yours. When you want me
play. T play.™ |
And with that T had to be eontent,
I
Rachid, the first-harn of Yu<(!’f the
athlete, is a stardy, bandy-legeed mite,
who can peer over the eoffee table by
standing on tiptoe and most fearfully
stretehing his neck: and his hatr s
shaggy and black, and his eves have
“solemn depths. e waddles in from the
rutter when the shadows gather between
the tenements, for it iz bed-time then,
and he knows that his mother is making
eotfee in the back room of the vestaus
rant, where, night after night, he falls
asleep on her broad bosom. - But the
. fame of his strength has been spread
abroad; so the idlers and gamesters hail

nusic, an’
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him f
v
eyes, ; -
“Ttoi= Raehid, the [=on ) Yusef!
Mighty One!™ SR
S eries Yusef, with a h‘t’:};ul ~mile
of affeetion. = Show thy strength, Hinde
ones Come, Tt the chaiv to thdntable,”
STk too great aotask, Yused”
one. Y The ehild i}rln.‘p_\'. Letshim wo
to his mother.” : o .
“Upe now!™ savs lic f;llln}ié “1p
with the chair, O Rachid!™
So Rachid wind< his fat litle arms
about “the legs of the chair and plants
his feet firmly on the tloor. The cards
aned dice and ches<men are forgotten, and
all the players gather fat the table
wateh the Tittle Mighty 'One perform the
feat  of  streneth. Rachid  Hfts and

ESTRASN

strains, and staggers under the weights

but he gains a new hold aned 1if- again,
while the clamor of encouragement in-
spires  him—lifts until his legs shake

his exves bulge and the ved bliod shows

through the grime on his fige. Then
hix legs fail, like overseighugl pillars,
and he falls flat, with the Ft“mun:m»-
able burden on top of ‘him: Duat he is
Tifted to his feet, and grasps ghe chair
with new determination.  Up “with it!
There are tears in his:eves.  Tle lifis,
pushes, staggers, and svmpathetie hand-
are stretched out to help, but the father
waves the aid away, I7pigoes the ehair—
up—up!  Over it goes! It iz on the
table.  The little Mighty One bows o
the cheers af the people as his father,
Salim Yusef the athlete; has taught hin.

“TJe is indeed a mighty ehild.” they sax.

Then Raehid spies his mother peck-
ing through the curtains in the rear.

e runs to her, and he is caught up and

kissed, and his head iz soon cuddled in
the soft place it knows so wello . .. And
now, while the Mighty, One is falling
asleep and a droning song drifts from
within in the intervals of silence. Na-
geeb  the Intelligent, Abo-Shofi’s  =omn,
quits hiz play in the street. two blocks
down, where the more important people
live.  Tle climbs the stair to the top
floor of the tenement, running swiftly
through the shadowy halls, leat the evil
venit, of whom  Afifah tells, should
cateh him unawares,  Within, he finds
his father. the merchant, talking most

4 i

ot the tables, dnl Te fturis o
ward” them through <leepy, hadf-closed -

' ‘ B ¥

THE " LITTLE MIGHTY ONE PLRFORMS  HIS FEAT OF SIRENGTH 2 T

< mportantly  with the Doctor and twq

Men of Léarning: and when he sces the
coffee-cups and glowing narghiles, and
hears the <ipping and bubbling, he knows
that the talk will be long and deep. So
he kiszes the cheek of his father, and

touches uis lips to the hand of the Doe-

tor, and aalaams most reverently before
the two Men of Learning; and then

Afifah, the nurse, leads him away 1o
bedd.

T am not sleepy, O Afifah”. says
Nageeb, when he has lain himsclf down
on the mat, with the rug covag him.

“ Now, the Cadiaf Al Busra was a
wize judge in his dav, O Nageeb,” says
Afifah. well knowing her duty. | “ Ner,
within the knowledge of men, has there
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been a Cadi more wise or more merci-
ful, as his’ judgments inake. known and
tlm tongues of all men proclaim. Onee
upon a time, when the Cadi was old,
there came before him’ two men, desir-
ing a judgment to be delivered between
them.  ‘Seven years ago, O Cadi,’ said
the first, *1 went henee upon a far
Jougney, entrusting my fortune to the
keeping of this false friend. by whom I
have been eruelly robbed, for now, with
his.own lips. he has denied the trust’
“1t is even =0, O wise Cadi) said the
falze friend, “that T deny the trust; for
1 have received no money from this man’
Then the Cadi turned to the traviller,
saying, ‘Iz the place where you gave
the money to thiz friend knm\n ta you?'
CRven So. was the answer: ‘it iz well
known to me.  And the Cadi said. ¢Go
to that place, and when you have re-
feeted, return hither.  Thereupon  the
traveller departed, and when they had
waited long for his return the Cadi said
to the false friend. “Ilas he had time
to go and come?  Then said the false

friend. being an unwary man, ‘ No, O

Cadi' The tree whereunder he gave me
the money is far off.” <O false friend’
cried the wise Cadi of Al Busra, ‘ thou
hast betraved even thyself!”  Where-
upon  he delivered judgment against
him.”

“Yle was a damn wise Cadi)’ says Na-
geeb, who know§ the Eunglish of the
streets. “And now 1 am sleepy. Peace
be with you, O Afifah!”

“ And with thee, Little One,” she an-
swers softly.

So Nageeb falls q~leop

v

Now. when the Society for Peace was
assembled to deliver judgment between
Qalim Shazi, the rich importer, and an
editor whom he had insulted, Yusef
Giahan., who loves money, presented the
defence of the Rich One. There was a

* ring upon the finger of Gahan, and a
— #hiny silk hat was beside his chair; so

the people gave heed to the words which
fell from his curling lips, saying:

“Tet us listen to Yusef Gahan. Mark
the flash of the ring! Surely he is a
great speaker.’

But the words of Gahan were ill
chosen and empty; nor was there music
in his voice or grace in any gesture.

VoL CVI—Nn. 634—-70

\e\ertheless his face ez\pre'ised a grand 1
disdain; and the great ring flashed, and ’
his khoes were of patent-leathér, and the
silk hat was in the sight of all. .

« Gurely,” said. the listeners, “the
Rich One has the right of the d\\puto
Flse so great a man would not_speak in
his favor.”

Now, when Yusef Gahan sat down, ..

Tlalil the poet, who is a-learned man,.
stepped from the shadows’ in the rear.
Thare was no ring upon his finger, and

“his clothes were shabby -and shapeless;

from the collar of his old coat.to thes

worn shoes which covered hig feet. Iis- -

pmmro was humble; but there was a fine
light in his eyes, and the guiver of con-

*tempt at his nostrils,

T« ffe speaks for the editor,” said the

“one to the other. “Ho i3 a wise man

and a great orator.” -

There was a commotion in the, rear:
of thr‘ hall, where the hired friends of
the; Rich One raised a clamor ngmust the
Man of Learning.

“YWho is this person?” said }'\Hof
Gahan; though, to be sure, all men knew
the poet and his works,

“Tet, us not hear him! TLet the pig
take himself away to his pen!” cried the
men whom the Rich One had paid.

%le is a beggar,” said Gahan. “By
\sh\t right does he speak here?”

Then the poet raised his hand; and so
\pk‘mhd was his indignation that a hush
fell upon all the people.  ITe pointed his
finger at Yusef Gahan, and- his eyes
were blazing, and the outstretched arm

shaking. Thus he stood, until the
) became a silence deep and strained.

& Know, O Yusef Gahan,” he began, in
a ]m\ thrilling voice—{for he was a prac-
tised orator,— that there are two kinds
nf riches. There is a riches of money,
0 !Gahan, and there is & riches of know-
ledge. The one is yours; the othor—'
mine!” Again a pause, until thg si-
lence filled the uttermost corners; then
the poet flashed about, crying to the
people:  “Enowledge is greater than
money! Choose, O Syrians, between the

oppression of the one and the wisdom
of the other!”

«Tet us hear the words of ‘E 1fom !”
they shouted. “Delight us with the
voice of Learning!”

So it came about that Salim Shazi,
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‘insult, though he was rich; for the people

 of those tenements respect knowledge

more than money. .

"“He'is a great orator,” said the peo-
ple of the poet; and the poet was content
with the re“ard

From day to day the cditor had pub-

lished instalments of "the’ great love- .

story, writing as he had need, and think-
ing not at all of the time beyond. From
night to night the people waited for
the paper in the restaurants, that they
might ease their suspense by reading
the -day’s measure of the story. The
quarter was intent upon it; from New
York to San Franciseo, and in the cities
of Egypt, where the paper has a large
circulatian, it was a.matter of talk; the
voung men and maids were wrought to
a high point of excitement: the story
was more interesting than the news of
the latest outrage at Damascus or the
“longest, boldest editorial against the
Sultan; wherever the old editor went
e was importuned to make known
the outcome.
“ Patience,”
in good time.”
At last came a climax. The situation
of Haleema and the Ameer, true lovers
both, was desperate in the extreme. It
was & breathless moment. They had fled
the wrath of Ilaleema’s mightysfather;
‘they had taken ship at Beirut, but a
great storm had driven the ship for three
days, and no man knew_ what fate im-
pended. Then a shock and crash! The
ship has struck a rock. Tt is deep night,
and beyvond, far off, the gleam of break-
ers shows in the darkness. The Ameer
seeks the rescue of Tlaleema. Alas!
she is not to be found. He leaps into
the sea to continue the search. His
reward is immediate. Tle perceives Ha-
leema clinging to a spar and drifting
toward the breakers. She besceches him
to save her, or to die with her. . But the
waves are high, and his strength, great

said he.

"4T1t will come

the 1mporter, was adyudged guilty of the.

MON, THLY \[AGAZIN’F !

as it is, is ffulmg \Vhereupon the day
instalment came to an end. , g
“Did the Ameer save his love? Dld
the hero die with his beloved ?” the’ read-
ers asked one another. i ",
- On the next morning the propf’ictor
of the newspaper appeared in the'i' fhien
where the editor was about to set ém\n
the answer to this perplexing question.
“Ia!” said the proprietor, wifh a
great frown, pointing to an editorial in
the issue of the day befpre; “the Sultan
is not such a bad man# You had better
leave him alone. Write no more agdinst
him.” But the opportunitv to write for
Liberty was all that gave the editér a
joy in life; so he said that he would
write as he willed, or not at all. It
may be that the Turkish consul had had
dealings with the proprietor, or that the
proprictor had set his heart upon ob-
taining some small order from the hands
of the Sultan: at any raté, he was ob-
durate. So the editor took up his hat
and left the office; and when the paper
was thrown on the restaurant tables that

.evening there was no instalment pf the

great 10\0-~t0rv

“id the Ameer die with his belaped 27
thev asked the editor, when he mm&nwn
the street. -

“The story is ended,” =aid the m}ztor
“There will be no more of it

“But tell us! Did he die with his
beloved 77

They pleaded, reviled, (lonmndod but
it was to no purpose, for-the lips of the
editor were sealed to them.

“Why not tell them?’ ‘said T. when
we were sitting at the mﬂ'ée table.

“1 do not know the nns\ser m\\olf
said he.

Then he chuckled for a ]ong timé.

Of such are the Syrmns'. It may be

that the little stories here set down will
be like little windows through which
vou may catch a glimpse of the lives
they live in this land, which they eall
the Land of Liberty. :

a
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fuct. the old vellow woman ““ Granny’

Fetchem,” when dressing her for the
first time, was heard to exclaim from her
mouthful of, pins: )

“ ook out, Milady! Took out how
vou h'ist dem proud v\obrm\s at me—
o' vou heah fifteen minutes

Then, an- hour later, \\hlle she” hftvd
the little one, sound aslecp, from the safe
edge of her short lap and laid her under
the patchwork: beside her inother, she
whizpered: ¢ Lucindy  horiey, dis is de
purties’ wal chile~you. gat, but look out
for ‘er. Fus thing vou know, you'll b¢
takin' orders {'om'dis chile. She ’sputed
my will three nmc-s fo’ I could git ‘er
dressed, an® got ‘er way every time, too.

IT began th(: day . she was bom‘ I}\_

Jes laok at ‘er now; sleepin’ wid ’er
little fus finger p'inted up agin’ ’er
cheek. same as a white mistus. She’s a
beauty, but ricallee’ what I say: look out

for \I\Ind\ She'll lead you a dance!”

So, pending a later decision, they be-
gan cﬂ]lmg her Milady. )

\lilady was gearce six- months old
when she exhibjted a marked distaste
for dirt—a most interesting ‘and .abnor-
mal trait. She would often make a wry
face and hold up her shapely wee hands
to be washed under.provocation so slight
as to be resented by the practical mother.

As a toddler, she loved the feeling of
shoes on her tender feet, and by the.time
she was six, fans and parasols were her
~peua] dehght and she was never known
to injure any of the fragxle things she
so enjoyed.

A ruffled gown quite thnged her gait
as she walked to church; and, indeed, she

—_~» knew this quite well, for when she and her

companions played together in the barn,
she often “ played lady " by strutting be-
fore them with various steps which she
would name in this way:

“Dis heah’s my bo’quet-frock walk 1” or,

“Watch my pa’sol gait!” or,

“ Now see me work'my fan!” All dope

‘my pa'sol—an’

—or fare“eﬂ forever—or,
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('mpt\ }mndod of course. - The. “bo’quet’.
frock 7 she had evolved entirely from her.
imagination, and she had never owned
either fan or parasol in her hife.

Her pisce de résistance was a perform- :
ance -combining all these features, and "
in ‘this she would step out before her au-

didnce—generally barefoot and ragged—

and, with a bow, announce herself thus:
“HXNow veu see me standin’ up in my
bo! ‘quet- frock—now \\atch whilst T Wist .
work my open-an’-shet
fan—an’ lead a little-poodle-dog like Miss
Ge'ldine’s by dis ribbin—an’ dey’s a little
nigger gal jes like me \\alkm behind
myself to wait on me.” .

Then she would start off, and )Wlth re-
murl\able pantoimimic art go throygh the
performance, even to stopping occasion-
ally to call over her shoulder to the little
darky behind to pick up her fan or to
ralieve her of the dog.
When she was old eriough to go to
sahoo!, Milady continued to dev clop along”
characteristic lines. In her:early spell-
ng days, while her class was obedlently
satisfied to spend long hours ‘over such
words as cat, rat, bat, and hog, dog,
frog, she very soon protested:
« Please, ma'am, I wants to spell some-
"Wn' T likes, please, ma’am! I gits tired
of a]] deze varmints—frogs an’ rats an’
bnts—l’m skeered of ’em!™ .

! And when the teacher, much ,amused,

“akked what she would like’to spell, she

replx(‘d without the slightest hesitation,
e!ven batting her eyes mth pleased e*zc:te-
ment:

, « Angel chorus—an’ heavenly magsxons !
maybe, sky-
blue eves an’ curly hair.”’
| But findlly a day of happiness arrived.
Afilady, studying her lesson in the cabm
door, suddenly jumped up, and running
fo the hedge, cut a wild rose, zmg.%uttmg
itinto a tomato-can, set it up1 e win-
dow, and all the long afternoon she sang
to it. It is true she sang only a spelhng-

.
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