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nothing of my imprizonment or my escape.

I was in another world, then atl was blank;
1 knew nothing.

How long 1 lay thus I donot know. It
conld mot have been long, for the alarm
must have beon given end parsuers wonld
be after me.

_1 becames gonscione of a burning senra.
tion in my throat, then an exeruciating
puin in my heao, then another in my back
my arms ahd leys tingled sa if filled with

dl I felt bing preeead to my
lipe, and again the burning in my throat.

My mind grow calmer. I opensd my eyes.
Vision had returned to me. .
" Bending orer me was a monk. Ha was
elad in = long black gown or eassock, and
strings of beada hung around his nack and
from his walat. Hia broad brimmed black
hat had fullen, and his closely shaven head
glissoned in the sunlight. He wore largs,
coloured glasser, through which he peerad
in a peculiar fashion, as tf he was near-
tighted. A book, which he had perhapa
heen reading, hung sespended by his side,
Noar by stood s patient mule, which he
had na doubt bear riding. ’

*You ars wounded, san,’ he paid, in &
voice that was salt snd almost womanly.

*Yeu, farher. I replied, my own voica
coming only in & whisper. *I bave bgen
thot,’

The monk’s face wea very pale—uannubut-
ally whita, I thought.  He looked at ms
through his gogglea & moment before
answering.

*You are wounded in the back, esn,’ he
eaid. *le it the wark of un assueein

* [ will tell you the truth, fother,’ I raid,
weakly, *[ am & prisoner of the Stata,
The brother of the prefefic was murdered.
1 wan sccuased of the murder, and thoagh I
knew nothing sbout ir. [ was convicved, I
was st work on the public road to day and
escaped. A follow prisoner fired at me with
the guard's rifle and wounded me. They
will bo after me soon,’

* Alus, sgn ] Thia is s bad business.’

Tha monk, ws he asid this, 'glanced
nervously aronnd, as if apprehensive of
detection in thas succruring & prisoner of
Ktace who had eacaped.

‘Do not leave me here, falher,' I
whispered. ‘I am innocent of muvder, I
awear fit."

The monk seomed to hesitate a momont,
*1 will not leave you,” he muttered. ‘I

will oot leavs yoo. Buat your wonnd must
be bound. The bleeding mast be checked,

*There s nu time to do it here,' 1 said,
‘Get me away—anywhere vut of sight. [
oan stand it.’'

*Taka another swallow of this good
brandy,” heesaid, agein putting the weleome
flask to my lipe. 1 took & lung pull, and
el much invigorated thersby.

‘The mank put his hands undor me and
lifted me gently from theground. [ seetned
1o be but & child in hia arms. Holdisg me
across the back of hia maole, hs sasily
mounted, and, epeaking 10 the animal, we
were soon moving up the mountain side.

Nothing was said by either of ue durlng
tha ride. In fact, I was so much hurt by
the alight jolting wotion of ths mule that
my dizziness and weakness came on again,
and it seomed sa if the bleeding from my
woond had broken cut afresh.

Wea did not travel far in this way—per-
haps a quarter of & mile. Thes we had
coms to & thick portion of the forest, and
wa wore in a rugged mountain region, The
monk had been peering from side to side,
as if in ssarch of something, and euddeniy
halted his mule before a tall, whits-barked
tree thet ataod near the edye uf the road.

*I thought I knaw the place,” he mur-
mured 1o himeelf. * That ie certninly the
tree.’

Sliding from the saddle to yromnd, the
mouk took me in hie arma and carried me
into the foreat. He rpoke to his mule, and
the animal followed him.

Ha carried me oarviully over rocka and
fatlen trees and through seemingly impaasa-
bls places. He ssemed to know fally every
foot of the uneven ground and to be looking
for some particolar spot.

*Ah I' he exclaimed at laet. * It ia here.
‘The roldiers of the prefetto will have work
to find you hers.”

* And you witl not botray me, father? I
asked,

‘*Nay. [ know foll well the esse with
which Lhe prefetto imprisons falecly. You
are rafe here, And you will be fed.’

*I thank you, father,” I eaid, in grati-
tude.

We had entered a grotto. The air inside
was cool and eweet. I could hear the mur-
mur and ripple of a spring and mountain
etream near by. 1 felt s senee of rest and
security, sod my trust in the monk was
firm.

The grotto was a largs one, lighted by
the opeaing, and [arther in by & small hole
in the reof, which wae nearly covered with
vinea, The rucks inside were bare and
white. It was & maible hall in verity.
Scattered sroond were various articles,
which indicated that once this grotto had
been inhabited. Hera wus a drinking cop,
carsfully p'sced on a ledge of rock near the
bubbling epring. In another spot stnod &
little stove, upon which the lormer aceu.
pant, perhapa, cooked his meals, Andin
another place, where the rock wan fat and
projocting som» hve feet from tho wall, a
pile of furs was Inid, a# if fur a couch or
bed.

Upon this [ was laid by the monk, who
at once began to reliave me of my clothing
and to drees my wound. | was porfectiy
conecious when he began. 1 felt hie pre-
sonce, though he said but little.  But thare
came & réaction, and I felt myeall rinking
gradualiy into & dreamy stete. I-felt a
burning eénzation in my head. [ lost the
power of sight, 1 was keenly aLhirst, and
catled inceesantly for water, which wae
given me,

I felt that I wanrying.

Ko longer was [ in the grotto with the
monk. 1 wor in New York, sitting in the
window of the Latua Club chatting gaily
with the major and Dilkins. I waa enjoy-
ing a supper at Dolmonica’s, with the well-
known waiter bending over me to listan to
my orders, the bright e’ectric lighta around
me, groupa af handaome men and beantiful
women laoghing and talking at the diffarent

ables, and the ruajor sirting opposite, tell-
ing me thoe latest stary of h lifa.

I was even at times plung ng through the
paths in Ceniral Purk on my aplendid horse,
and the pay equipages thaet I pagsaed, the
groups of riders from 1he achools near the
Grand Circus, bthe gray-coaled park police,
all were as nutural es if they were not the
phantarmagoris of & brain fever.

T wan now at the circos and gazing with
wonder and admiration at Nita Barlotti,
the trapeze queen, and at Mauobikeck, the
lion-tamer, in their respastive acts.

Then the visit to Ralph (raviscoort’a
rooms and the discuvery o the photograph
was s vivid in my mind ag on the day it
actually oecurred.

And sgain the circus, the blazing rope,
the danwer that Barlokti wae in, the ailorts
of the lion-tamer and mysolf to save her,

And so on, 1 Iived over and over azain
the stirring sconen of my lask days in New
York, and 1he departure of Maubikeck and
my-elf on Lhe steaamer.

Aud then the sccident ; Maubikeck rush-
ing into my room and carrying ma on deck;
the scona at the rail ; my departure in Lhe
small boat—a.l wers vivid and real to me
again, Bukinatend of the darkness and the
fog that covered everything and obscured
my vition, | saw, surrcunded by blazing
light that epemed to come Irom heaven, the
elwm, silent Bgure of Maubikeck, etanding
with folded armn amid aacore of frighrenest,
dementad crenturer, waltineg for thoe daath
that was inevitablae. And I saw the vessel
lutech wnd go down, »iill with the silont
figure at the rail. Down, down she went—
in & moment more all would be lost—now
all worp down,

Bat no !

The verse), indead, had sunk. And thers,
standing on top of & wave, still in the glare
of the light from heaven, stood Manbiksck,
and akovs him, in red Jetters, peemingly of
tira tloating in the air. | saw the words, * If
you are saved and 1 am nos, save Nita from
Maligni'

The tlame and the white light went out
together, and I wam in [taly bargaining
with Signoe Branderf for & guide and inter-
prater to go wilh me to the leland of Sar-
dinia.

1 waa vapusly ¢conzcious of a lapee of time
an Llived over thess ecener. I pesmed to
fos! that eoine one wan near me. A% timos
I thought I heard my nsme callod eut in

‘the darknees that surrounded me, nnd [

thought I replied. But I knew nothing
real There wae nothing of actual life about
me, “After a Mimo I seemed to feel that my
bedy wan ¢old and like stone, and my snuak
wnae frea. It soered away and mingled with
other white-robed tipures, all bathed in &
lieht like that which had streamed upon
Maub keck on the einking ateamer. And
Maubikeck waa there, only iuateal of being
a soul, 1 ke myeeli, having ieft the clay
bahind, he was Mavbikeck, as 1 had known
him, etill in his magnificent fesh form. and
asmagnificent in the beavenly surroundinga
a8 he had been among earthly reenss,

And ha stretched forth his hand to me.
and raid ¢

*You have done well, Wilberton. Be
not despairing, for out ot your trouble shall
come happiness. T have seen your sllorty
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“ From time to time 1 have
tried very many different soaps
and after five-and-twenty years
careful observation- in many
thousznds of cases, both in
hospital and private practice,
have no hesitation in stating
that none have answered so
well or proved so beneficial ‘o
the skin as PEARS' SOAP.
Time and more extended trials
have only served to ratify this
opinion which I first expressed
upwards of ten years ago, and
to increase my confidence in

this admirable preparation.”
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“The use of a good soap
is certainiy calculated to pre-
serve the skin in health, to
maintain its complexion and
tone, and prevent it falling
into wrinkles, PEARS' is a
nameengraved on the memory
of the oldest inhabitant ; and
PEARS" SOAT is an aricle
of 1he nicest and most careful
manufacture, and one of the
most refreshing and agreeable
of Bilws for the skin.?
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