
Mr Hanisonmade noreply? he was dragging thebox upward
with all hii might, assisted by Canon Hope, and, of course, Mrs
Cudlip-Gaye, who declares she has a passionlormoving furniture
andcarrying loads. "Must have had arailway porterin thefamily
somewhere," is oneof ber many theories;"alsoahousemaid,and a
peer, and a country cquire. Out of this family budget," she says,
she tracesall her characteristics.

We followed thebox to theparlour,andthen therecameapause.
Prophet Harrison went to the "burners

"
and made thegas flare.

Then he came back to theboxand bowed toOanon Hope."Are yonprepared to be the chief witnessin theopeningof this
box ?" hesaid oracularly;"also totakenotesof everydocument,and
iattest that everything is as we findit7"

CanonHope coloured to the rootsof hishair (nowwhy?). He
glanced c nfusedly at Mr Harrisonandstill moreconfusedly atme;
then he said witha littlebowatme:"Gladly.""Lady Angela, thekey Ib extricated; pleaseunlock yourbox.""Don'tcall meLady Angela,"Isaid, "Ishallalwaysbenothing
and nobody. Iha*ititles."

"It is allso obvious." saidCnon Hope;and thenhe lookedat
me again, as ifIwereanentirecongregation. Loveispersonal,I'm
told;nowif that's the way be gives a compliment, the compliment,
likeanentailedestate,is ajmuch thenextperson'sas mine.

Tbe lid flew back and disclosed the entireapparelof a little
girl. There was a large dimity hat,profusely trimmedwithsome
very rare lace. There wereaqusintlittlerose-colouredsilk dressand
mantle, asmall pair of embroideredboots,andsome very fineunder-
linen. The initialsA.D., surmounted by a coronet, were firmly em-
broidered on each little garment. A faded letter lay on the
rose-colouredlittle frock. Strangely moved,Itook it,and then that
impulse tocoveremotion which is inus all beeetme,andIplacedit
onone side to be read afterwards;not for worlds just thencouldI
have opened that letter. The rest of the box wasacram ol docu-
ments.

Yes, Megiddohad beenrich,passing rich, for amaninhis posi-
tion. His investmentswerequitemagnificent,and all wasbequeathed
to me.

ProphetHarrison read out list upon listof stocks and shares,
propertyin warehousesand property inland.

His will wasquite a curious study. Ittook the formof a love-letter, for Megiddo, with a pathetic stupidity unworthy of bis age,
constantly affirmedthathe haddaredto loveme, tut that withsound,
common senseIhaddeprecatedhis attentions.

This is Megiddo's will,"I,Bartimeus Megiddo, bom,by tbe willjofJehova, just outside
the sacred city of Jerusalem,do,on this Jane Ist,in this year of
grace 189—, makemy will in favour of Angela Deweberry, the, asI
bdlieve her to be, daughter, born in lawful wedlock,of theEarl of
May." Angela came to my dark dwelling as the gracious flowers of
spring, and she has everb to me as fountains of waterandas rain
after drought, for my soul has known long ysarsof drought. Ihavebeen,Idonowdeclare it, m wicked old man, full of the lust of pos-
session. My curd'Ison Jabia has donebut onegoodaction, andthatwasunintentional:he brought ngela tome."Angela fell into bis possessionas a sparrow to the hawk. He
stole her at the gates of her dwelling. Itseems tbe brute said unto
her:'My prettyone, will you come with me V and the foolishchild
placedher hand in his, and went. She served him well while hetravelled about with his company,and whenhe was tiredof his showheleft ber withme. '1is all simple enough.

"Now to my will. Ibequeath to Angela my two streets in
Jerusalem. The greatest finpneier of the day, whobelongs to my
people,has offered me a fabulous sum for them. Hold them, Jeru-
alem has to bjrebuilt,mark that.

111bequeathmy warehouse of works of art inGrip street,West*
rminster, to Angela;also the fivestreetsbranchingout ofGrip street,
and stretching out to themansions of the nobility like thehands of
the masses to-day. Alsothat part of New Cambridge street which
the County Council are now busy haggling with me for, to make
recreation-grounds ouc of, and a people's museum, Also my five
lodging-houses inOxford,near New College. Also my shares in theNations'UnionHotel,nowpaying 100 per nnt. Also my bazaar inStamboul,andmy store in Constantinople. Also my shares in the
whale-fisheries off New Foandland,and my mine in California, now
yielding as much gold as wecancarry. Alsomy gratitude for kindly
offices graciously done, also the humble tribute of an old Jew's
respectful love.

(Bigned) "Babtimbtjb Megiddo."'P.S.— The frock and letter found in this box weretaken from
Angela, when achild,by Jabin; the letter, be says, wasinher hand
whenhe stole her, andmust,he thought, havebeen pickedup by her
unknown to hermother."

After the readingof the will theladieskissedmeandsaidgood-
night. CanonHope graßped myhandapostolically, andMr Harrisonhypnoticpily.
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really hatedhim atthatmoment forholdingmein thatglance,which
seemed todeprivemeof free will. Istraggled to recoverthepassage
ofmy eyes,asit were,bnt conldnot. IstaredtillIcursedmy bold-
ness,and thenmy boldnessseemed to cnrseme. NottillMr Harrison
gaveme leaveconsciously to"' go"

didIgo. Pray whatis this ?
DidIdescribe Mr Hauison, of Ncwtown Town, theStates? I

saidhe hadblack eyes;but didItell of his beard, of bis height,of
bis intense calmness, whichhas the effect of arousing everynerve
andexciting you to the highest pitchof intellectualeffort, andthen
reducing you toa state of abject humiliation, by feeling that it was
he whodrew you forth,and he again who, by a sudden change of
manner, left you Btrandedon the dry, arid deserts of no will, no
thought, exceptwLathe evoktd ?

His face is inscrutable:itis folded and refolded
-

a scheme ofthought to whicl only adepts,Isuppo -,couldhave access. His face
is the instrument of his will. He is,perhaps, old;IBay perhaps,

he willnevershow those indisputablesigns of age whichare
the lot of those whocannot manage either themselves or their lives.
He has arrangeda greatscheme, andhe sits at easein themiddleof
ii. You don'tdaredispute his goodness,becausehis argumentscom-
mand yon;youcan't walk awayfromhim:youmight run. andeven
thenyour head would be over your shoulderall the time.
Iwanted tosay,"If thereis a fortune awaitingme,Ishalldance

abouta bit,"butIdidn't dare. Ionly looked at Mr Harrison like a
simpleton, andsmilr d thesmile of enforcedacceptance of the com-
irand this manhad laiduponme to yield up my fortune.

Miss Clutterbeck had that paradoxicaldog underher arm. I
say paradoxicalbecause you take i1whitenesson hearsay— it'sas
black asmy Tyrolesehat! She saysit's white. MrHarrisonhas nopower over her. She sayshe has more wives alive than the Bishop
ol Bengaline has dead, And she talks about polygamy in away
thatmakes my hair stand oD nd. Ihave alwaysnoticedthat ladies
oftheClutterbeck typemak such alarming statistics, Miss Clutter-
btck has Bet about protect!ng Conway Hope. She says he needs
protection,all the time the isgusting old thing ismakingup to himherself, and, of course,bedoesn't Bee through it. Why should he ?
Onlyveryconceited men think they areattractive. Isaw hermarch
off down the cloisters with ConwayHope the other day, just like a
lucifer-match in petticoats. Idon't know why thisBimile occurred,
but it did. Iwatched her, and thenIfelt myseJ* laugh with that
silent soul-laughter whichis not pleasant;it's that strange laughter
whichis only known toadeptsio knowledge of life. Well,he won't
marry her, neither will he marry me— no,not even if I'ma great
heiress I He will marry his "vision," whateverit is,and I— Con-
way Hope propo3ed music should be used to charm the hidden
treasure to the surface, for Megiddo left no certain record. He
merely said, "Beneath the lime-trees." There is an organ, among
other things, in the parlour, and Canon Hope sat him down and
played.

The strains floated out on theperfect stillness of thenight and
wefive gatheredabout the treesin thequaintold garden,whichleads
01 to the water-meadows. The prophetHarrisonhad a epade, and
he carefully drew acircle round each of the Beven trees; then he
raised his head,and the elantiog moonbeams smote downwards on
his broad brow, and one impish raygot among the rope-like hairs of
his long beard andplayed for several seconds therein.

Mrs Cudlip-Gaye stood withher back against one of the treeß,acdher armshigh aboveher head,as if invoking theboughs tohelp
us. Just above her the northernBruin blazed downwards. Iforgot
aboutmy fortuneinmy desire topaint her by brush or word. That
dreadful Pietra absolutely got out her cigarette-case and put her
cane under her arm. Miss Clutterbeck kissed the poodle,and said,"Its late,darling, for ub to be out. He shall have an extra hour's ]nap to-morrow,he shall, the angelI" 1thoughtIheard MrHarrison
mutter something awfulunder his beard. Ifhe did, itshowshe dis-likes her,because he has no power over her. If Ifondled ten cats,
he would viewmy mis-placed affectionwith a glance of compassion.
Conway Hop© h&d just commenced a mf-ch, the wildest, saddest,maddest, sweetest thingIhave ever heard. You beat the time withIyour heirt to themeasure, andin someodd way youapprehend that
the music is asermon which createsor rather developsall your latent
forces. Between themusic of Canon Hopeand the spade ofProphet
Harrison Ifelt strung to a pitch cf felt livinghitherto unknovsj.
Themarch bad justburst into a series of chords,abrupt, almostharsh,
highly effective, when Prophet Harrison struck something with his
spade.

Mrs Cudlip-Gaye's arms fell from their dramatic height, Pietra
flung awayher cigarette, Miss Clutterbeck threw the poodledown in
an accessof forgetfulness and then screamed like a maniac,Iheld my
hands overmyheart toBtill its wild beating,and evenConway Hope
left the organandabsolutely jumped out of the window by the lowwindow-sill. Mr Harrisonclearedaway the earth,and loIa bigboxcame to view, tin covered,morelike thoseover-land route boxes thananything else. It wasdirected toLady Angela Dewbberrv.daughter
of the Earlof May. "" B

a
- " hat«T^ uOiXl'lu

OiXl'lBai(? Pietr*' who'whenBhe >9 Bfty.ifl a^aysflippant. "We haveheard of theEarlof March, but there the titledseasonsstip,don't they, Mr Harrison?"
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