
The Lady and the Conjuror

A TALE OF INDIA, By H. A. Hering

TA < ISS AMELIA LEATHER was a

/ ▼ ■ lady ofmany accomplishments,
I I and of varied experience. She
I JL had graduated at London Uni-
▼ versity with mathematical

honours, had been an unsuccessful can-

didate at a School Board election, had

published a novel at her own expense,
and had been jilted in love. Satiated

with the delights of civilization, she de-

cided to travel in unknown regions.
After spending many months in so do-

ing, she returned, and published a book

descriptive of her adventures. She also
wrote articles on the subject, and lec-

tured on it before literary societies and

other learned bodies, thereby gaining
much fame and many shekels.

Encouraged oy ner success, she deter-

mined to repeat the experiment, and to

venture even further into the unknown,
hoping among other things to acquire
thereby the gold medal of the Royal Geo-

graphical Society. On her journey she

passed through the territory of the Sul-
tan of Amaranth, who had treated her

very well on her former visit, and whose

peculiarities she had depicted with much

humour, in print and on the lecture plat-
form.

On her arrival at the capital of his

dominions she was at once conducted to
the royal palace, and into the Presence
Chamber. The Sultan received her graci-
ously, and bade her be seated. While re-

freshments were handed round she noted
with some astonishment the change that
bad taken place in the apartment. In-

stead Of being, as formerly, absolutely
Eastern in its embellishments it was

now peculiarly Western. The gigantic
poster of a Drury Lane drama filled one

wall, and the opposite side was covered

with a miscellaneous collection of soap
and porridge advertisements, while here

and there, tacked on the other walls, were

various coloured pictures which Miss

Leather remembered to have last seen

ou Messrs W. 11. Smith and Sons book-
stalls at Christmas time.

On a cushion at the Sultan’s side the
lady noted with much astonishment, and
even more regret, her book of travels:
and oh, horror! in the potentate’s hand

was a magazine containing an article on

the Sultan, written by herself. She knew
the number in an instant for that mon h

there happened to be on the cover the
picture of a fly caught in a spider’s web,
and this the monarch held turned toward

her with unnecessary ostentation.

“You don’t seem well, Miss Leather,”
said the Sultan, sympathetically. “Per-

haps your journey has fatigued you.”
“I find it very warm, your Majesty,”

faltered the lady.
“I am afraid the heat of the day is

only commencing,” continued the Sul-
tan of Amaranth, with that per fect com-

mand of the English language which

made him the envy of his neighbours.
“Your visit is singularly opportune, for
I am just reading your amusing article
on myself. It is always interesting to

hear wnat your friends have to say

about you. I had no idea the hump on

ray back was as marked as this,” he

added, pointing io an illustration.
And it really wasn’t. Miss Leather,

being a facile artist, bad allowed herself

to be carried away by her enthusiasm.
She now hastily explained that maga-

zine illustrations are often enrieallire?

of the original drawings.
“I knew I was hasty sometimes,- ’ the

monarch went on, “hut I never Ilaved

my cook alive for sending up nn overdone
tiger chop. At least, 1 don’t remember
the occasion. -’

Miss Leather, with pallid face, was

understood to say something about a

printer’s error.

“Nor did I know that my subjects de-

test me, ami only allow me to stop on

the throne because they can’t very well

help it.”

Miss Leather dared not reply. She

knew that the terrible anger of the Sul-

tan was raging behind his smiling face,
and felt herself lost indeed. A gesture
from him to the gigantic black at his
siue, and she would be garrotted. Too
late she wished herself back in Chelsea,

taking an intelligent interest in the Uni-

versity Extension movement.

Suddenly the wrath of the Sultan
Mazed forth.

“So, woman!” he thundered, “you
come here, and accept my hospitality,
and then hold me up to the scorn and

laughter of the civilised world in your
abominable book, and in the pages of a

sixpenny magazine. Little did yon think
they would reach my eyes. Learn, then,
that one of your own countrymen—a gen-
tleman from Galashiels—sent them to me

with other presents,” here the Sultan
indicated the mural decorations, "in re-

turn for the tiger shooting 1 gave him.

Imis have I become acquainted with the

perfidy for which your miserable life

shall now pay the forfeit. To-morrow
morning you shall be stretched. In the

af ernoon, Sanner, here, will lush you

into strips. Tlie next day you will be

impalea on poisoned spears; and then,
should you still live, you will be hung
up by your toes to dry in the mid-day
sun. So perish all who dare east ridi-
cule on the Sultan of Amaranth. Take

her away.'
Before Miss Leather was aide to make

a reply to this breezy harangue, if In-
deed a reply had been possibe, a couple
of brawny villains had seized her. She

was drugged from the Royal Presence,
and, after an ignominious interval, was.

thrown into a cell in the underground
portion of the palace.

Ihe feelings of the unhappy lady were-

at first really too awful to describe, for
slw well knew that the justly incensed

monarch had uot exaggerated the events

of the moi row. Help in the interval was

impossible. The nearest British author-

ity lived miles away, and at that mo-

ment was busy laying out some golf
links at a. still farther dis'anec. There-

fore, having summed up the situation,
Miss Leather, with the sound common

sense which generally distinguished her,
at last re-olved to meet her end bravely.
She would show the Sultan of Amaranth

how an English spinster could die.
Ins'ead of anticipating the horrors of

the immediate future, sho forced her

mind to dwell on some happy memories

of the past—on her mathematical hon-

ours, on the interest her novel had ex-

cited among her friends, on her fame as

a traveller, on her success as a lecturer,

nay, in strict confidence be it told, on a

very decided love affair she once had,

wi ll a school inspector iu a boarding
house a, Ukley.

She was stretched on her hard couch,
lingering fondly on this particular me-

mory, when she suddenly became aware

that she was not alone. Sin: sat up with

a start, and stared at the figure that

confronted her. It was a native—a fat,
podgy mail, with great eyes and whiskers.

Iler first thought was that he was the

official in charge of the ceremonies of

the morrow, come perlmps to arrange
some detail of the programme. She was

about to speak, when lie raised his fore-

finger to his lips, enjoining silence.
“Good evenin’, miss,” he said in a

low voice. “Behold benevolent friend de-
sirous to assist.”

me e strange and unexpected words
tocn. Miss Leather’s breath away for the

moment. S e felt, her heart beat, and
the Mood tingle in her veins. All was

not yet lost. Here was a friend, but who

was lie? She looked inquiringly at him.
••Beh< ! I Sultan’s Had Conjurer,” he

su'd with pride. “I snw miss condemn-
ed. Sorry, awfully sorry,” and he shook
his head in a manner expressive of the

keenest grief. “My honourable mm > is

Nuffer Chandra—once in Calcutta Uni-
versity. Thus my accent. Unable to

pass exams., I returned to parental roof

to carry on ancestral profession. 1 have

lived among the English. I love the

English. 1 love you.”
The lady started. She had beard the

last words before—at llklcy, some years
ago. It was strange to hear them again
in Amaranth.

The ex-’varsity man had his eyes keen-

ly fixed upon her.
“You wish to be free?” he asked gent-

ly.

“Of course 1 do.”

“Then you shall.”

Joy filled Miss Leather’s face. Mie

sprang up, and held out her band thank-

fully. Her gratitude was too profound
for words.

Nuffer Chandra waved her away. “Lis-
ten,” he said. "When you are free 1

shall demand recompensation.”
"You shall liave it. 1 am not rich,

but ”

"No,- ’ he interrupted with dignity. "1

allude not to money. I desire not Shake-

speare trash. 1 have pl.nty, with high
position here. When you are free you
must marry me.”

The lady retreated —she could not help
it. She shrank back—appalled at the
idea. I

Nuffer Chamlna did not evince anv re-

sentment. “You will marry me? ’ he
asked.

Miss Leather covered her face with her

hands. Life was dear to her. but was it

wurtli pHieaasing at such a price? How

could she marry a native—an Amaran-

tine conjurer? Yet there he was, wait-

ing tor.her answer. She must gain time.
“Sir.” she said, “your proposal is so

sudden that it upsets me. as you see.

How do I know that you can do what

you say? How ean you release me?

Have you the power. I know something

of the Sultan's might.”
Nuffer Chandra drew himself up

proudly. “I have the power.” he said.
"I ean make miracles. Look.”

IL’ held out his right arm at full

length and bared il. Miss Leather star-

ed at it, and, while she did so, a little

white bead appeared on the top of his
clenched list. It grow und r her very
eyes, larger and stilt larger, until at last

an ogg was there, a fine speckled egg—-
a chicken's egg.

"Examine it,” said the conjurer.

She took it. and looked at if. "Yes.
it is an egg.” she admitted.

lie replaced it on his fist, and extend
ed his arm. The egg grew smaller ami
small r, till it vanished. Nuffer Chandra

opened his fist, and extended his fingers.
There was no trace of an egg among
them.

The conjurer bowed, and Miss Leather
felt it almost incumbent upon her to

clap her hands. "There.” said ho trium-

phantly. "Resides another gentleman in

Anrnrnl h who could accomplish that?”

“It was very clever indeed.” sai l Jib-

Leather, who had naturally been ini

pressed by the demonstration, “but f do

not quite sc how that sort <?f thing is

to liberale m< .”

The Amai antine looked hurt. "You

wish, for ! o r proof,” he said. “Right-
Var.” For a moment seemed to r,un-

der; I’ l il.' i his -ide pock 1 drew
oul a i This he turned inside
out. It was empty. He held it at arm’s
length with one hand, ami with sh’ove

Toll <1 back placed ihe other hand inside
“Now. perceive.

--

he said, and to NTs-
Leather's nsf.misled gaze, first the To
Him the body. and finally the bond and

Crest of a great > < ,1 lei wore produc'd
The bird, evidently suffering from severe

determination of blond to the head. look
ed indignantly around. Then it raised
its Tend, and prepared for a mighty cry.

This the n'ert Amnrantine nipped in tbo

gullet, nnd hold tbo hiixl’s head directly
in front of his own. eye to ovo. For

some minutes the two stared intently at
each other. The man's hold „ndually

IMITATIONS.
This is the age of imitators,

every good thing that is brought

oat promptly receives the attention

of imitators. There’s one sure

cold and cough core, however, that

has stood the test- has retained

its great popularity, and defied all

imitators for 40 years.

BONNINGTONS
CARRAGEEN

IRISH MOSS
Stands to-day, as it has stood for

nearly half-a-century, * unrivalled ’
as a cure for colds, coughs, asth=

ma, influenza, and all chest and

lung complaints.

Hear this, from Christchurch:—

“Mr. G. Bonnington.
“Sir,—l am pleased to testify to the

efficacy . f your Irish Moss. I have used

it lor myself and family for many years
for coughs and colds, and we

have all deri-

ved much benefit from taking the Irish
Moss.

“ Yours truly.
“ Elizabeth French,

*’

Sydenham.”

Sold at all Chemists and Stores.

Ask for ‘ BONNINGTON’S,’
take no other.

YOUR FOOD
must be properly digested
and assimilated to be of

any value to you, other-

wise it is a source of
harm instead of good.

If not digested it fer-
ments and decays, causing
'‘sour stomach,” "heart

burn," nausea, headache,
flatulence, bad breath, and
other discomforts.

DR. SHELDON’S

Digestive Tabules

compel proper digestion of
the food and sends the food

nutriment through theblood

into all parts of the body.
The tissues are thus

built up, and every organ
is restored to health and

streng h and put in perfect
condition.

Disease is driven out to

stay out — the cause is

removed.

SOLD EVERYWHERE. PRICE 2 8

\ W J

A Favourite with Children

and Adults.

ENGLAND'S LEADING SWEET

Soldby all Confectioners, etc.
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