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really hated him at that moment for holding ma in that glance, which
seemed to deprive me of free will, I stroggled to recover the passage
of my eyes, ag it were, but could not. I stared till I cursed oy bold-
nesg, and then my boldness seemed to corse me, Not till Mr Harrison
gave me leave conscionsly to “go " did I go. Pray what is thia?

Did I describe Mr Ilairison, of Newiown Town, the States? T
eaid he bad black eyes ; but did I tell of his beard, of bis height, of
his intonse calmness, which has the effect of aromsing every merve
and exciting you o the highest pitch of intellectnal effort, and then
reducing you to a state of abject bumiliation, by feeling that it was
he who drew you forth, and he agalna who, by a sudden change of
manner, left you stranded on the dry, arid deserts of no will, no
thought, except w.at he evoked ¢

His fnce is inscrutable : it is folded and refolded "~ a scheme of
thought iv whicl oniy adepts, I suppe ., could bave access, His face
ig the instrument of his will. He 1s, perbaps, old ; I say perhaps,
oeecause he will pever show those indisputable signa of age which are
the lot of those who cannot manage either themmelves or their lives.
He bas atranged a great scheme, and he sits at eass in the middle of
it You don't dare dispute his goodness, becanse his arguments com-
mand you ; you can't walk away from him : you might run. and even
then your head would be over your shonlder all the time.

I wanted to say,  If there is a fortune awaiting me, I shall dance
abont a bit,"” but 1 dido’t dere. I only looked at Mr Harrison like a
simpleton, and smilcd the smile of enforced acceptance of the com-
teand this man bad laid upon me to yield up my fortune,

Miga Olutterbeck had that paradoxical dog nnder her arm. 1
say paradozical becaure you take i+ whitensss on hearsay—it's as
black 88 my Tyrolese hat! 8he eays it's white. Mr Harrison has no
power over her. Bhe says he has more wives alive than the Bishop
ot Beogalive has dead, And she talks about polygamyin a way
that makes my bair etand o® nd, I kave alwaye noticed that ladies
of the Clutterbeck type mab ench alarming statiatics, Miss Clotter-
beck has eet about protectiszg Conway Hope, Bhe says he needs
protection, all the time the “isgusting old thing is making up to him
hersell, and, of conrse, ha doesn’t see throngh it, Why should be?
Only very conceited men think they are attractive. I saw hermarch
off down the cloisters with Conway Hape the other day, just like &
lucifer-match in petticoats, I don't know why this simila occurred,
bat it did. 1 watcbed her, and then I felt mysel® langh with ihst
gilent soul-laughter which is not pleasant ; it’s that strange laughtec
which is only known to adepts in knowledge of life, Well, he won't
mwarry her, neither will he marry mc—no, ot even if I'm a great
beiress | He will merry his “ vision,” whatever it is, and i~ Con-
way Hope proposed music should be used to eharm the hidden
treasure to the suriace, for Megiddo left mo certain record. He
merely said, * Beneath the lime-trees,’ There is an orgap, among
other things, in the parlour, and Canon Hope sat him down and
played.

The straivs floated cut on the perfect stillness of the night and
we five gathered about the trees in the quaint old garden, which leads
01 to the water-meadows, The prophet Harrison had a epade, and
be carefelly drew a circle round each of the seven trees; then he
raised his head, and the elantiog mocnbeams smate downwards on
his broad brow, and one impish ray got among the rope-like hairs of
bhis long beard and played for several seconds therein,

Mrs Cudlip-Gaye stood with her back against one of the trees,
atd ber arms high above her head, a8 if invoking the boughs to belp
us, Just above her the northern Bruin blazed downwards. I forgot
about my fortune in my desire to paint her by brush or word, That
dreadfel Pietra absclotely yot out her cigarette-chse and put her
cane under her arm,  Migs Clutterbeck kissed the poodle, and said,
“ 1ts late, darling, for us to be out. He shall have an extra hour's
nap te.morrow, he ghall, the angelI” i thonght I beard Mr Harrison
mutter something awful uoder his beard. If be did, it shows he dis.
likes ber, because he has no power over her, If 1 fondled ten cats,
he would view my mis-placed affection with a glance of compassion,
Conway Hope had just commenced a merch, the wildest, saddest,
maddest, sweetest thipg I have ever heard, You beat the time with
your hedrt to the measure, and in some odd way youn apprehend that
the music is a sermon which creates or rather develops all your latent
forces. Betwesn the music of Canon Hope and the spade of Prophet
Harrison I felt strung to a pitch of felt living hitberto uoknow .,
The ranrch had jest burst into a series of chords, abrupt, almost harsb,
highiy eifective, when Prophet Harrison struck something with his
spade.

Mra Qudlip-Gaye's arms fell from their dramatic height, Pietra
flung away ber cigarette, Misa Clutterbeck threw the poodle down in
an access of forgetfulness and then screamed like a maniac, I beld my
hands over my heart to still its wild beating, and even Conway Hope
left the organ and absolutely jumped out of the window by the low
window-sill. Mr Harrison cleared away the earth, and lof & big box
came to view, tin covered, more Iike those over-land route bozes than
anything else. It waa directed to Lady Angela Dewwberry, daught or
of the Earl of May,

*That's a hoix,” gaid Pietra, who, when sha is gay,
flippant, * We bave heard of the Karl of March, but *here
reasons gt op, don’t they, Mr Harrison 7"

is always
the titled

Mr Hartison made no reply? ke was draggiog the box npward
with all his might, assisted by Canon Hope, and, of courss, Mre
Cundlip-Gaye, who declares she bam & passion for moving furniture
and earrying loads, “ Must have bad a railway porter in the family
somewhere,” is one of ber many theories ; “ also a housemaid, and &
peer, and a country cquire. Out of this family badget,” she says,
she traces all her characteristica,

We followed the box to tha parlour, and then there came a panse.
Prophet Harrison went to the “burners” and made the gas flare,
Then he came back to the box snd bowed to Oanon Hope,

 Ara you prepared to be the chief wiltness in the opening of this
box 1" he sald oracularly ; ‘ also to take notes of every document, aud
attest that everything is as we find i7"

Canon Hope coloored to the roots of his hair (now Ay ?). Ha
glanced ¢ afusedly at Mr Harrison and still more confusadly at me ;
then he eaid with a little bow at me :

¢ Gladly.”

“Lady Angela, the key is extricated ; plesse unlock your box,”

! Don't call me Lady Avgels,” I said, *'Ishall slways benothing
and nobody. I ha'~ titles."

“ It is all 50 obvions,” said Cron Hope ; and then he looked at
me sgain, ns if I were an entire congregation. Love is personal, I'm
told ; now if that's the way be gives a compliment, the compliment,
like an entailed estate, is a3 much the next person’s as mine,

Tbe lid flew back and dieclcsed the entire apparel of a little
girl, Theva was a large dimity hat, profusely trimamed with some
very rare lace, There were a guaiat little rose-coloured eilk dress and
mantle, & small pair of embroidered boots, and some vory fine under-
linem, The initials A.D,, surmonated by & coronet, were firmly em-
broidered on each little garment. A faded letter lay on the
rose-colonred little frock., Strangely movad, I took it, and then thas
impulse to cover emotion which is in us all betet me, and I placed it
on one side to be read aiterwards ; not for werlds just then conld I
have opened tbat letter, The rest of the box wasa cram of docn-
ments,

Yes, Megiddo had been rich, passing rich, for & man in his posi-
tion. His investments were quite magnificent, and all was bequeathed
to me,

Prophet Harrison read out list upon list of stocks and shares,
propety in warehonses and property in land.

His will waa quite & curiovs study. It took the form of & love-
letter, for Mecgiddo, with & pathetio stupidity unworthy of his age,
constantly affirmed that he had dared to love me, Lut that with sonnd,
common sense I had deprecated his attentions,

Thig is Megiddo's will,

#1, Bartimens Megiddo, bola, by the willlof Jehova, just outside
the eacred city of Jerusalem, do, on this June 1st, in this year of
grace 189—, make my will in favour of Angels Dewsberry, the, as 1
believe her to be, danghter, born in lawful wedlock, of the Earl of
May,

‘ Angela came to my dark dwelling a8 the gracious flowers of
spring, and she hasever b to me as fonntains of water and as rain
after drought, for my soul bas known loug years of dronght, I bave
been, I do now declare it, & wicked old man, full of the luat of pos-
gession. My curs ieon Jabin bas done but one good action, and that
was vaintentional ; he brought wngela to me,

* Angela fell into bis posecssion a8 a sparrow 1o the hawk. He
stole her at the gates of her dwelling, It seems the brute said onte
her : My pretty one, will you come with me ?* and the fooligh child
placed her hand ian his, apd went, She served him woll while he
travelled about with hia company, and when he was tired of hig show
he left ber with me. ’1is &ll simple enongh.

“Now to my will, I bequeath to Angela my two sirests in
Jerusalera, The greatest finencier of thu day, who belongs to my
people, has offered me a fabulons sum for them, Hold them, Jary-
alem has to L. reboilt, mark that,

“1 bequeath my warchonse of worka ol art in Grip street, West
~minster, to Angela ; also the five streets branching out of Grip street,
and stretching out to the mansions of 1he nobility like the hands of
the masses to-day. Also that part of New Cambridga steest which
the Connty Council are now busy haggling with me for, to make
recreation-grounds ouc of, and a people’s museunm, Also my five
lodging-houses in Oxford, near New College, Also my shares in the
Nations' Union Hotel, now paying 100 per cant. Also my bazaar in
8tamboul, and my store in Constantinople, Also wy shares in the
whale-fisheries off New Foundland, and my mine in Californis, now
yielding as much gald ae wecan carry. Also my gratitude for kiadly
offices graciously done, also the humble tribute cf an old Jew's

reapeciful love,
(8igped) “BARTIMETS MEGIDDO,

" P,8.—The frock and Jetter found in this box ware taken from
Angela, when a child, by Jabin ; the letter, he says, was in her hand
when he gtole her, and must, be thought, bave been picked up by her
unk1own to her mother,”

Alter the reading of the will the ladies kissed me and aaid good-
night, Canon Hope grasped my hand apostolically, and Mr Harrison
bypnoticrily. . -



