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4 THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

There was Sylvia at last, distractingly fair
and fresh in her cool, pink blouse and cream-
coloured skirt; how gracious and friendly
and generally delightful she had been through-
out that unforgettable day, which was supreme
amongst others only a little less perfect, and
all now fled for ever!

They had had drawbacks, it was true. Old
Futvoye was perhaps the least bit of a bore
at times, with his interminable disquisitions
on Egyptian art and ancient Oriental
character-writing, in which he seemed con-
vinced that Horace must feel a perfervid
interest, as, indeed, he thought it politic to
affect. The Professor was a most learned
archzologist, and positively bulged with
information on his favourite subjects; but it
is just possible that Horace might have been
less curious concerning the distinction be-
tween Cuneiform and Aramaan or Kufic
and Arabic inscriptions if his informant had
happened to be the father of anybody else.
However, such insincerities as these are but
so many evidences of sincerity.

So with self-tormenting ingenuity Horace
conjured up various pictures from (hat
Norman holiday of his. And now? .. ..
He looked up from the papers and tracing
cloth on his desk, and round the small
panelled room which served him as an
office, at the framed plans and photo-
graphs, the set squares and T squares
on the walls, and felt a dull resentment
against his surroundings. From his window
he commanded a cheerful view of a tall
mouldering wall, once part of the Abbey
boundaries, surmounted by chevaux-defrise,
above whose rustattenuated spikes some
plane trees strefched their yellowing branches.

“She would have come to care for me,”
Horace’s thoughts ran on, disjointedly. “I
could have sworn that that last day of all—
and her people didn’t seem to object to me.
-Her mother asked me cordially enough to
call on them when they were back in town.
When I did—"

When he had called, there had been a
difference—not an unusual sequel to an ac-
quaintanceship begun in a Continental water-
ing-place. It was difficult to define, but
unmistakable—a certain formality and con-
straint on Mrs. Futvoye's part, and even on
Sylvia’s, which seemed intended to warn him
that it is not every friendship that survives
the Channel passage. So he had gone away
sore at heart, but fully recognising that any
advances in future must come from their
side. They might ask him to dinner, or at
least to call again; but more than a month

had passed, and they had made no sign. No,
it was all over; he must consider himself
dropped.

“ After all,” he told himself, with a short
and anything but mirthful laugh, ¢ it’s natural

enough. Mrs. Futvoye has probably been
making inquiries about my professional
prospects. It's better as it is. What earthly

chance have I got of marrying unless 1 can
get work of my own? It’'s all I can do to
keep myself decently. I've no right to
dream of asking anyone—to say nothing of
Sylvia—to marry me. . I should only be
rushing into temptation if I saw any more
of her. She's not for a poor beggar like
me, who was born unlucky. Well, whining ~
won’'t do any good—let’s have a look at
Beevor’s latest performance.”

He spread out a large coloured plan, in
a corner of which appeared the name of
“William Beevor, Architect,” and began to
study it in a spint of anything but appre-
ciation.

“ Beevor gets on,” he said to himself.
‘““Heaven knows I don't grudge him his
success. He's a good fellow—though he does
build architectural atrocities, and seems to like
’em. Who am I to give myself airs? He’s
successful—I'm not. Yet if I only had his
opportunities, what wouldn't I make of
them !”

Let it be said here that this was not the
ordinary self-delusion of an incompetent.
Ventimore really had talent above the
average, with ideals and ambitions which
might under better conditions have attained
recognition and fulfilment before this.

But he was not quite energetic enough,
besides being too proud, to push himself
into notice, and hitherto he had met with
persistent ill-luck.

So Horace had no other occupation now
but to give Beevor, whose offices and clerk
he shared, such slight assistance as he might
require, and it was by no means cheering to
feel that every year of this enforced semi-
idleness left him further handicapped in the
race for wealth and fame, for he had already
passed his twenty-cighth birthday.

If Miss Sylvia Futvoye had indeed . felt
attracted towards him at one time it was not
altogether incomprehensible. Horace Venti-
more was not a model of manly beauty—
models of manly beauty are rare out of
novels, and seldom interesting in theni ; but his
clear-cut, clean-shaven face possessed a certain
distinction, and if there were faint satirical
lines about the mouth, they were redeemed
by thc expression of the grey-blue eyes,
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THE BRASS BOTTLE. 7

“so much the better. Both my wife and
daughter declared that it was making far too
great a demand upon your good nature ; but,
as I told them, ‘I am much mistaken,’ I said,
‘if Mr. Ventimore’s practice is so extensive
that he cannot leave it for one afternoon——'”

Evidently it was not a house. Could he
be needed to escort them somewhere that
afternoon? Even that was more than he
had hoped for a few minutes since. He
hastened to repeat that he was perfectly
free that afternoon.

*“In that case,” said the Professor, begin-
ning to fumble in all his pockets—was he
searching for a note in Sylvia’s hand? “In
.that case, you will be conferring a real favour
on me if you can make it convenient to
attend a sale at Hammond’s Auction Rooms
in Covent Garden, and just bid for one or
two articles on my behalf.”

Whatever disappointment Ventimore felt, it
may be said to his credit that he allowed no
sign of it to appear. * Of course I'll go, with
pleasure,” he said, “if I can be of any use.”

“1 knew I shouldn’t come to you in vain,”
said the Professor. “I remembered your
wonderful good nature, sir, in accompanying
my wife and daughter on all sorts of expedi-
tions in the blazing hot weather we had at
St. Luc—when you might have remained
quietly at the hotel with me. Not that I
should trouble you now, only I have to
lunch at the Oriental Club, and I've an
appointment afterwards to examine and
report on a recently-discussed inscribed
cylinder for the Museum, which will fully
occupy the rest of the afternoon, so that
it’s physically impossible for me to go to
Hammond’s myself, and I strongly object to
employing a broker when I can avoid it
Where did I put that catalogue? . . .. Ah,
here it is. This was sent to me by the
executors of my old friend, General Colling-
ham, who died the other day. I met him at
Nakada when I was out excavating some
years ago. He was something of a col-
lector in his way, though he knew very
little about it, and, of course, was taken in
right and left Most of his things are
downright rubbish, but there are just a few
lots that are worth securing, at a reasonable
figure, by someone who knew what he was
about.”

* But, my dear Professor,” remonstrated
Horace, not relishing this responsibility, *“I'm
afraid I’m as likely as not to pick up some of
the rubbish. I've no special knowledge of
Oriental curios.”

“At St. Luc,” said the Professor, “you

impressed me as having, for an amateur, an
exceptionally accurate and comprehensive
acquaintance with Egyptian and Arabian art
from the earliest period.” (If this were so,
Horace could only feel with shame what
a fearful humbug he must have been.)
‘“However, I’'ve no wish to lay too heavy a
burden on you, and, as you will see from this
catalogue, I have ticked off the lots in which
I am chiefly interested, and made a note of
the limit to which I am prepared to bid, so
you’ll have no difficulty.”

“Very well,” said Horace, “I’ll go straight
to Covent Garden, and slip out and get some
lunch later on.”

“ Well, perhaps, if you don’t mind. The
lots I have marked seem to come on at
rather frequent intervals, but don’t let that
consideration deter you from getting your
lunch, and if you skow/d miss anything by
not being on the spot, why, it's of no con-
sequence, though I don’t say it mightn’t be a
pity. In any case, you won’t forget to mark
what each lot fetches, and perhaps you
wouldn’t mind dropping me a line when you
return the catalogue—or stay, could you look
in some time after dinner this evening, and
let me know how you got on?—that would
be better.”

Horace thought it would be decidedly
better, and undertook to call and render an
account of his stewardship that evening.
There remained the question of a deposit,
should one or more of the lots be knocked
down to him ; and, as he was obliged to own
that he had not so much as ten pounds about
him at that particular moment, the Professor
extracted a note for that amount from his
case, and handed it to him with the air of
a benevolent person relieving a deserving
object. “Don’t exceed my limits,” he said,
“for I can’t afford more just now; and mind
you give Hammond your own name, not
mine. If the dealers get to know I'm after
the things, they’ll run you up. And now, I
don’t think I need detain you any longer,
especially as time is running on. I'm sure I
can trust you to do the best you can for me.
Till this evening, then.”

A few minutes later Horace was driving up
to Covent Garden behind the best-looking
horse he could pick out.

The Professor might have required from
him rather more than was strictly justified by
their acquaintanceship, and taken his acquies-
cence too much as a matter of course—but
what of that? After all, he was Sylvia’s
parent.

“ Even with my luck,” he was thinking, “1



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



' THE- BRASS BOTTLE. 9

there was no reason now why he should. stay
a moment longer—and yet he sat on, from
sheer fatigue and disinclinaticn to move.

“Now we come to lot 254, gentlemen,” he
heard the auctioneer saying, mechanically:
“a capital Egyptian mummy case in fine
con no, I heg pardon, I'm wrong. This
is an article which by some mistake has been
omitted from the catalogue, though it ought
to have been in it. Everything on sale to-day,
gentlemen, belonged to the late General
Collingham. We'll call this No. 253a.
Antique brass bottle. Very curious.”

One of the porters carried the bottle in
between the tables, and set it down before
the dealers at the farther end with a tired
nonchalance.

It was an old, squat, pot-bellied vessel about
2ft. high, with a long, thick neck, the mouth
of which was closed by a sort of metal stopper
or cap ; there was no visible decoration on its
sides, which were rough and pitted by some
incrustation that had formed on them, and
been partially scraped off. As a piece of
bric-a-brac it certainly possessed few attrac-
tions, and there was a marked tendency to
‘“ guy ” it among the more frivolous brethren.

“What do you call this, sir?” inquired
one of the auctioneer, with the manner of a
cheeky boy trying to get a rise out of his
form-master. “Is it as ‘unique’ as the
others?”

“You're as well able to judge as I am,”
was the guarded reply. “Anyone can see
for himself it’s not modern rubbish.”

“ Make a pretty little ornament for the
mantelpiece ! ” remarked a wag.

“Is the top made to unscrew, or what,
sir?” asked a third. “Seems fixed on pretty
tight.”

“I can’t say. Probably it has not been
removed for some time.”

“It's a goodish weight,” said the chief

humorist, after handling it. *What's inside
of it, sir—sardines?”

“1 dont represent it as havmg anything
inside it,” said the auctioneer. *“If vou want
to know my opinion, I think there’s money
in it.”

“’0Ow much?”

“ Don’t misunderstand me, gentlemen.
When I say I consider there’s money in it,
I'm not alluding to its contents. I've no
reason to believe that it contains anything.
P’m merely suggesting the thing itself may be
worth more than it looks.”

“Ah, it might be #Zaz without
itself !”

“Well, well, don't let us waste time. Look
Vol. xix.—2.

‘urting

upun it as a pure speculation, and make me
an offer for it, some of you. Come.”

. “Tuppence-"ap’ny ! ” cried the comic man,
affecting to brace himself for a mighty effort.

“Pray be serious, -gentlemen. We want
to get on, you know. Anything to make a
start. - Five shillings? It’s not the value of
the metal, but I'll take the bid. Six. Look
at it well. It's not an article you come
across every day of your lives.”

The “bottle "was still being passed round
with disrespectful raps and slaps, and it had
now come to Ventimore’s right-hand neigh-
bour, who scrutmlzed it carefully, but made
no bid. :
~ “That’s all rtg/tt you know,” he whispered
in Horace’s ear. “That’s good stuff, that is. .
If I was you, I'd ’aze that.”

“ Seven . shillings—eight—nine bid for it
over there in the corner,” said the auctioneer.

“If you -think it's so good, why don’t
you have it yourself?” Horace asked his
neighbour.

“Me? Oh, well, it ain’t exactly in my
line, and getting this last lot pretty near
cleaned me out. I’'ve done for to-day, I ’ave.
All the same, it is a curiosity ; dunno as I've
seen a brass vawse just that shape before, and
it’s genuine old, though all these fellers are
too ignorant to know the value of it. So
I don't mind giving you the tip.”

Horace rose, the better to examine the top.
As far as he could make out in the flicker-
ing light of one of “the gas-stars, which the
auctioneer had just ordered to be lit, there
were half-erased scratches and triangular
marks on the cap that might possibly be an
inscription. If so, might there not be the
means here of regaining the Professor’s
favour, which he felt that, as it was, he should
probably forfeit, justly or not, by his ill-
success ?

He could hardly spend the Professor’s
money on it, since it was not in the catalogue,
and he had no authority to bid for it, but
he had a few shillings of his own to spare.
Why not bid for it on his own account as
long as he could afford to do so? If he were
outbid, as usual, it would not particularly
matter.

“Thirteen shillings,” the auctioneer was
saying, in his dispassionate tones. Horace
caught his eye, and slightly raised his
catalogue, while another man nodded at the
same time. ¢ Fourteen in two places.”
Horace raised his catalogue again—*1I won’t
go beyond fifteen,” he thought.

“Fifteen. It's against you, sir. Any
advance on fifteen? Sixteen—this very
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12 THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

but I mustn't stay. If you will tell the
Professor how sorry I was to miss him, and
—and give him back this note which he left
with me to cover any deposit, I—1 won’t
interrupt you any longer.”

He was, as a rule, imperturbable in most
social emergencies, but just now he was
seized with a wild desire to escape, which, to
his infinite mortification, made him behave
like a shy schoolboy.

“Nonsense ! ” satd Mrs. Futvoye ; “I am
sure my husband would be most annoyed if
we didn’t keep you till he came.”

“I really ought to go,” he declared, wist-
fully enough.

“We mustn’t tease Mr. Ventimore to stay,
mother, when he so evidently wants to go,”
said Sylvia, cruelly.

“Well, 1 won’t detain you—at least, not
long. I wonder if you would mind posting
a letter for me as you pass the pillar-box?
I've almost finished it, and it ought to go
to-night, and my maid Jessie has such a bad
cold I really don’t like sending her out with it.”

It would have been impossible to refuse to
stay after that—even if he had wished. It
would only be for a few minutes. Sylvia
might spare him that much of her time.
He should not trouble her again. So Mrs.
Futvoye went back to her bureau, and Sylvia
and he were practically alone.

She had taken a seat not far from his, and
made, a few constrained remarks, obviously
out of sheer civility. He returned mechanical
replies, with a dreary wonder whether this
could really be the girl who had talked
to him with such charming friendliness
and confidence only a few weeks ago in
Normandy.

And the worst of it was, she was looking
more bewitching than ever; her slim arms
gleaming through the black lace of her
sleeves, and the gold threads in her soft
masses of chestnut hair sparkling in the
light of the shaded lamp behind her. The
slight contraction of her eyebrows and the
mutinous downward curve of her mouth
seemed expressive of boredom.

“What a dreadfully long time mamma is
over that letter ! ” she said, at last. “1 think
I'd better go and hurry her up.”

“ Please don’t—unless you are particularly
anxious to get rid of me.”

“I thought you seemed particularly anxious
to escape,” she said, coldly. “And, as a
family, we have certainly taken up quite
enough of your time for one day.”

‘“ That is not the way you used to talk at
St. Luc !” he said.

“At St. Luc? Perhaps not. But in
London everything is so different, you see.”

“Very different.”

“When one meets people abroad who—
who seem at all inclined to be sociable,” she
continued, ‘“one is so apt to think them
pleasanter than they really are. Then one
meets them again, and—and wonders what
oné€ ever saw to like in them. And it’s no
use pretending one feels the same, because
they generally understand sooner or later.
Don’t you find that ?”

“1 do, indeed,” he said, wincing, *though
I don’t know what I've done to deserve that
you should tell me so!”

“ Oh, I was not blaming you. You have
been most angelic. I can’t think how papa
could have expected you to take all that
trouble for him—still, you did, though you
must have simply hated it.”

“ But, good heavens! don’t you know I
should be only too delighted to be of the
least service to him—or to any of you?”

“You looked anything but delighted when
you came in just now—you looked as if your
one idea was to get it over as soon as you
could. You know perfectly well youre
longing now for mother to finish her letter
and set you free. Do you really think I can’t
see that?”

“If all that is true, or partly true,” said
Horace, “can’t you guess why ?”

“]I guessed how it was when you called
here first that afternoon. Mamma had
asked you to, and you thought you might as
well be civil; perhaps you really did think it
would be pleasant to see us again—but it
wasn’t the same thing. Oh, I saw it in your
face directly—you became conventional and
distant and horrid, and it made me horrid
too; and you went away determined that
you wouldn’t sce any more of us than you
could help. That’s why I was so furious
when I heard that papa had been to see you,
and with such an object.”

All this was so near the truth, and yet
missed it with such perverse ingenuity, that
Horace felt bound to put himself right.

“ Perhaps 1 ought to leave things as they
are,” he said, “but I can’t. It’s no earthly
use, I know ; but may I tell you why it really
was painful to me to meet you again? I
thought yox were changed, that you wished
to forget, and wished me to forget—only 1
can’t—that we had been friends for a short
time. And though I never blamed you—it
was natural enough—it hit me pretty hard—
so hard that I didn’t feel anxious to repeat
the experience.”
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parable beauty and manifold accomplish-
ments. And seeing that, though a Jinneeyeh,
she was of the believing Jinn, I dispatched
messengers to Suleyman the Great, the
son of Daood, offering him her hand in
marriage. But a certain Jarjarees, the son
of Rejmoos, the son of Iblees—may he be
for ever accursed! — looked with favour
upon the maiden, and, going secretly unto
Suleyman, persuaded him that I was prepar-
ing a crafty snare for the King’s undoing.”

“And, of course, yo¥ never thought of
such a thing ?” said Ventimore.

“ By a venomous tongue the fairest motives
may be rendered foul,” was the somewhat
evasive reply. “Thus it came to pass that
Suleyman—on whom be peace !—listened
unto the voice of Jarjarees and refused to
receive the maiden. Moreover,he commanded
that I should be seized and imprisoned in a
bottle of brass and cast into the Sea of
El-Karkar, there to abide the Day of Doom.”

“Too bad—really too bad!” murmured
Horace, in a tone that he hoped was suffi-
ciently sympathetic.

“ But now, by thy means, O thou of noble
ancestors and gentle disposition, my deliver-
ance hath been accomplished ; and if I were
to serve thee for a thousand years, regarding
nothing else, even thus could I not requite
thee, and my so doing would be a small
thing according to thy deserts !”

“Pray don't mention it,” said Horace;
“only too pleased if I've been of any use to
y°u.”

“In the sky it is written upon the pages of
the air: * He who doth kind actions shall
experience the like” Am I not an Efreet of
the Jinn? Demand, therefore, and thou
shalt receive.”

“ Poor old chap !” thought Horace, ““ he’s
very cracked indeed. He’ll be wanting to
give me a present of some sort soon—and of
course I can’t have that . . . . My dear
Mr. Fakrash,” he said, aloud, “I've done
nothing—nothing at all—and if I had, I
couldn’t possibly accept any reward for it.”

“What are thy names, and what calling
dost thou follow ?”

“I ought to have introduced myself before
—let me give you my card,” and Ventimore
gave him one, which the other took and
placed in his girdle. ‘That's my business
address. I'm an architect, if you know what
that is —a man who builds houses and
churches—mosques, you know—in fact, any-
thing, when he can get it to build.”

“ A useful calling indeed—and one to be

rewarded with fine gold.”
Vol. xix.—19-

145

“In my case,” Horace confessed, ‘the
reward has been too fine to be perceived. In
other words, I've never &deen rewarded,
because I've never yet had the luck to get a
client.”

“ And what is this client of whom thou
speakest?”

“ QOh, well, some well-to-do merchant who
wants a house built for him and doesn’t
care how much he spends onit. There must
be lots of them about—but they never seem
to come in my direction.”

“ Grant me a period of delay, and, if it be
possible, I will procure thee such a client.”

Horace could not help thinking that any
recommendation from such a quarter would
bardly carry much weight ; but, as the poor
old man evidently imagined himself under an
obligation, which he was anxious to discharge,

‘it would have been unkind to throw cold

water on his good intentions.

“My dear sir,” he said, lightly, “if you
should come across that particular type of
client, and can contrive to impress him with

‘the belief that I’'m just the architect he’s

looking out for—which, between ourselves, I
am, though nobody’s discovered it yet—if
you can get him to come to me, you will
do me the very greatest service I could ever
hope for. But don’t give yourself any trouble
over it.”

“It will be one of the easiest things that
can be,” said his visitor, “ that is” (and here
a shade of rather pathetic doubt crossed his
face) “ provided that anything of my former
power yet remains unto me.”

“ Well, never mind, sir,” said Horace ; “if
you can’t, I shall take the will for the deed.”

“First of all, it will be prudent to learn
where Suleyman is, that I may humble
myself before him and make my peace.”

“Yes,” said Horace, gently, ‘I would. I
should make a point of that, sir. Not now,
you know. He might be in bed. To-morrow
morning.”

“This is a strange place that I am in, and
I know not yet in what direction I should
seek him. But till T have found him, and
justified myself in his sight, and had my
revenge upon Jarjarees, mine enemy, I shall
know no rest.”

“Well, but go to bed now, like a sensible
old chap,” said Horace, soothingly, anxious
to prevent this poor, demented Asiatic from
falling into the hands of the police. * Plenty
of time to go and call on Suleyman to-
morrow.”

“]1 will search for him, even unto the
uttermost ends of the earth !”
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“ That’s right—you're sure to find him in
one of them. Only, don’t you see, it’s no
use starting to-night—the last trains have
gone long ago.” As he spoke, the night
wind bore across the square the sound of
Big Ben striking the quarters in Westminster
Clock Tower, and then, after a pause, the
solemn boom that announced the first of the
small hours. * To-morrow,” thought Venti-
more, “I’'ll speak to Mrs. Rapkin, and get
her to send for a doctor and have him put
under proper care—the poor old boy really
isn’t fit to go about alone !”

“T will start now—at once,” insisted the
stranger, * for there is no time to be lost.”

“Oh, come!” said Horace, ‘“after so
many thousand years, a few hours more or
less won’t make any serious difference. And
you can’t go out now—they’ve shut up the
house. Do let me take you upstairs to your
room, sir?”

“ Not so, for I must leave thee for a
season, O young man of kind conduct. But
may thy days be fortunate, and thy gate
never cease to be repaired, and the nose of
him that envieth thee be rubbed in the dust,
for love for thee hath entered into my heart,
and if it be permitted unto me, I will cover
thee with the veils of my protection!”

As he finished this harangue the speaker
seemed, to Ventimore’s speechless amaze-
ment, to slip through the wall behind him.
At all events, he had left the room somehow
—and Horace found himself alone.

He rubbed the back of his head, which
began to be painful. “ He can’t really have
vanished through the wall,” he said to him-
self. “ That’s too absurd. The fact is, I'm
over-excited this evening—and no wonder,
after all that’s happened. The best thing I
can do is to go to bed at once!”

Which he accordingly proceeded to do.

CHAPTER V.
CARTE BLANCHE.

WHEN Ventimore woke next morning his
headache had gone, and with it the recol-
lection of everything but the wondrous and
delightful fact that Sylvia loved him and had
promised to be his some day. Her mother,
too, was on his side ; why should he despair
of anything after that? There was the
Professor, to be sure—but even he might be
brought to consent to an engagement,
especially if it turned out that the brass
bottle . . . and here Horace began to recall
an extraordinary dream in connection with
that rather speculative purchase of his. He
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had dreamed that he had forced the bottle
open, and that it proved to contain, not
manuscripts, but an elderly Jinnee who

alleged that he had been imprisoned there .

by the order of King Solomon !

What, he wondered, could have put so
grotesque a fancy into his head, and then
he smiled as he traced it to Sylvia’s playful
suggestion that the bottle might contain a
‘“genie,” as did the famous jar in the
‘ Arabian Nights,” and to her father’s
pedantic correction of the word to “ Jinnee.”
Upon that slight foundation his sleeping
brain had built up all that elaborate fabric—
a scene so vivid and a story so circumstantial
and plausible that, in spite of its extravagance,
he could hardly even now persuade himself
that it was entirely imaginary. The psy-
chology of dreams is a subject which has a
fascinating mystery, even for the least serious
student.

As he entered the sitting-room, where his
breakfast awaited him, he looked round,
half expecting to find the bottle lying with
its lid off in the corner, as he had last seen it
in his dream.

Of course, it was not there, and he felt an
odd relief. The auction-room people had
not delivered it yet, and so much the better,
for he had still to ascertain if it had anything
inside it; and who knew that it might not
contain something more to his advantage
than a maundering old Jinnee with a
grievance several thousands of years old ?

Breakfast over, he rang for his landlady,
who presently appeared. Mrs. Rapkin' was
a superior type of her much-abused class.
She was scrupulously clean and neat in her
person ; her sandy hair was so smooth and
tightly knotted that it gave her head the
colour and shape of a Barcelona nut; she
had sharp, beady eyes, nostrils that seemed
to smell battle afar off, a wide, thin mouth
that apparently closed with a snap, and a dry,
whity-brown complexion suggestive of bran.

But, if somewhat grim of aspect, she was
a good soul and devoted to Horace, in whom
she took almost a maternal interest, while
regretting that he was not what she called
“serous-minded enough” to get on in the
world. Rapkin had wooed and married her
when they were both in service, and he still
took occasional jobs as an outdoor butler,
though Horace suspected that his more
staple form of industry was the consump-
tion of gin-and-water and remarkably full-
flavoured cigars in the basement parlour.

¢ Shall you be dining in this evening, sir?”*
inquired Mrs. Rapkin.
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 Ventimore, to be sure ! ” he put his hand
in his pocket and produced a card: “Yes, it’s
all quite correct. I see I have the name here.
And an architect, Mr. Ventimore, so I—I
am given to understand, of immense ability.”

“I'm afraid I can’t claim to be that,” said
“but I may call myself fairly
competent.”

“ Competent? Why, of course you're
compelent. Do you suppose, sir, that I, a
practical business man, should come to any
one who was nof competent?” he said, with
exactly the air of a man trying to convince
himself—against his own judgment—that he
was acting with the utmost prudence.

“Am I to understand that someone has
been good enough to recommend me to
you ? ” inquired Horace.

* Certainly not, sir, certainly not. 7 need
no recommendation but my own judgment.
I—ah—have a tolerable acquaintance with
all that is going on in the art world, and 1
have come to the conclusion, Mr.—eh—ah—
Ventimore, I repeat, the deliberate and un-
assisted conclusion, that you are the one man
living who can do what I want.”

“Delighted to hear it,” said Horace,
genuinely gratified. “ When did you sce
any of my designs?”

“ Never mind, sir. I don’t decide with-
out very good grounds. It doesn’t take me
long to make up my mind, and when my
mind is made up, I act, sir, I act. And, to
come to the point, I have a small commis-
sion—unworthy, I am quite aware, of your—
ah—distinguished talent— which I should
like to put in your hands.”

“Is ke going to ask me to attend a sale
for him ?” thought Horace. “I'm hanged
if I do.”

“I’'m rather busy at present,” he said,
dubiously, “as you may sece. I’'m not sure
whether——”

“I’ll put the matter in a nutshell, sir—in a
nutshell. My name is Wackerbath, Samuel
Wackerbath—tolerably well known, if I may
say so, in City circles.” Horace, of course,
concealed the fact that his visitor’s name and
fame were unfamiliar to him. “I’ve lately
bought a few acres on the Hampshire
border, near the house I’m living in just now ;
and I've been thinking—as I was saying to
a friend only just now, as we were crossing
Westminster Bridge—I've been thinking of
building myself a little place there, just a
humble, unpretentious home, where 1 could
run down for the week-end and entertain a
friend or two in a quiet way, and perhaps
live some part of the year. Hitherto I've

rented places as 1 wanted ’em — old
family seats and ancestral mansions and so
forth: very nice in their way, but I want to
feel under a roof of my own. I want to
surround myself with the simple comforts,
the-——ah—unassuming elegance of an English
country home. And you're the man—1I feel
more convinced of it with every word you
say—you’re the man to do the job in style—
ah—to execute the work as it should be
done.” .

Here was the long-wished-for client at
last! And it was satisfactory to feel that he
had arrived in the most ordinary and common-
place course, for no one could look at Mr.
Samuel Wackerbath and believe for a moment
that he was capable of floating through an
upper window ; he was not in the least that
kind of person.

“1 shall be happy to do my best,” said
Horace, with a calmness that surprised him-
self. “ Could you give me some idea of the
amount you are prepared to spend ?”

“Well, I'm no Creesus—though I won’t
say I'm a pauper precisely—and, as 1
remarked before, 1 prefer comfort to
splendour. I don’t think I should be justified
in going beyond—well, say sixty thousand.”

“ Sixty thousand!” exclaimed Horace,
who had expected about a tenth of that sum.
“Qh, not more than sixty thousand? I see.”

“1 mean, on the house itself,” explained
Mr. Wackerbath ; “there will be outbuildings,
lodges, cottages, and so forth, and then some
of the rooms I.should want specially
decorated.  Altogether, before we are
finished, it may work out at about a hundred
thousand. I take it that, with such a margin,
you could—ah—run me up something that in
a modest way would take the shine out of—I
mean to say eclipse—anything in the adjoin-
ing counties ? ”

“1 certainly think,” said Horace, “ that for
such a sum as that I can undertake that you
shall have a home which will satisfy you.”
And he proceeded to put the usual questions
as to site, soil, available building materials,
the accommodation that would be required,
and so on.

“You're young, sir,” said Mr. Wackerbath
at the end of the interview, “ but I perceive
you are up to all the tricks of the—1 skould
say, versed in the minutie of your profession.
You would like to run down and look at the
ground, eh? Well, that’s only reasonable,
and my wife and daughters will want to have
their say in the matter—no getting on without
pleasing the ladies, hey? Now, let me see.
To-morrow’s Sunday. Why not come down
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by the 8.45 a.m. to Lipsfield? I'll have a
trap, or a brougham and pair, or something,
waiting for you—take you over the ground
myself, bring you back to lunch with us at
Oriel Court, and talk the whole thing
thoroughly over. Then we’ll send you up
to town in the evening, and you can start
work the first thing on Monday. That suit
you? Very well, then. We'll expect you
to-morrow.”

With this Mr. Wackerbath departed, leav-
ing Horace, as may be imagined, absolutely
overwhelmed by the suddenness and com-
pleteness of his good fortune. He was no
longer one of the unemployed : he had work
to do, and, better still, work that would
interest him, give him all the scope and
opportunity he could wish for. With a client
who seemed tractable, and to whom money
was clearly no object, he might carry out
some of his most ambitious ideas.

Moreover, he would now be in a position
to speak to Sylvia’s father without fear of a
repulse. His commission on £ 60,000 would
be £ 3,000, and that on the decorations and
other work at least as much again—probably
more. In a year he could marry without
imprudence ; in two or three years he might
be making a handsome income, for he felt
confident that, with such a start, he would
soon have as much work as he could under-
take.

He was ashamed of himself for ever
having lost heart. What were the last few
years of weary waiting but probation and
preparation for this splendid chance, which
had come just when he really needed it, and
in the most simple and natural manner ?

He loyally completed the work he had
promised to do for Beevor, who would have
to dispense with his assistance in future, and
then he felt too excited and restless to stay
in the office, and, after lunching at his club
as usual, he promised himself the pleasure of
going to Cottesmore Gardens and telling
Sylvia his good news.

It was still early, and he walked the whole
way, as some vent for his high spirits, enjoy-
ing everything with a new zest-—the dappled
grey and sailmon sky before him, the amber,
russet, and yellow of the scanty foliage in
Kensington Gardens, the pungent scent of
fallen chestnuts and acorns and burning
leaves, the blue-grey mist stealing between the
distant tree-trunks, and then the cheery bustle
and brilliancy of the High Street.  Finally
came the joy of finding Sylvia all alone, and
witnessing her frank delight at what he had
come to tell her, of feeling her hands on his
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shoulders, and holding her in his arms, as
their lips met for the first time. If on that
Saturday afternoon there was a happier man
than Horace Ventimore, he would have done
well to dissemble his felicity, for fear of
incurring the jealousy of the high gods.

When Mrs. Futvoye returned, as she did
only too soon, to find her daughter and
Horace seated on the same sofa, she did not
pretend to be gratified: “This is taking a
most unfair advantage of what I was weak
enough to say last night, Mr. Ventimore,”
she began. ‘I thought I could have trusted
you!”

¢ I shouldn’t have come so soon,” he said,
“if my position were what it was only
yesterday. But it’s changed since then, and
I venture to hope that even the Professor
won’t object now to our being regularly
engaged.” And he told her of the sudden
alteration in his prospects.

“Well,” said Mrs. Futvoye, “you had
better speak to my husband about it.”

The Professor came in shortly afterwards,
and Horace immediately requested a few
minutes’ conversation with him in the study,
which was readily granted.

The study to which the Professor led the
way was built out at the back of the house,
and crowded with Oriental curios of every
age and kind ; the furniture had been made
by Cairene cabinet-makers, and along the
cornices of the book-cases were texts from
the Koran, while every chair bore the Arabic
for “ Welcome” in a gilded firework on its
leather back; the lamp was a perforated
mosque lantern with long pendent glass
tubes like hyacinth glasses ; a mummy-case
smiled from a corner with laboured &on-
hormte.

“Well,” began the Professor, as soon as
they were seated, “so there was something
in the brass bottle after all, then? Let’s have
a look at it, whatever it is.”

For the moment Horace had almost for-
gotten the bottle. “Oh!” he said, “I—I
got it open ; but there was nothing in it.”

“Just as I anticipated, sir,” said the Pro-
fessor. “I told you there couldn’t be any-
thing in a bottle of that description; it was
simply throwing money away to buy it.”

“I daresay it was, but I wished to speak
to you on a much more important matter,”
and Horace briefly explained his object.

“ Dear me,” said the Professor, rubbing
up his hair irritably, “ dear me! I'd no idea
of this—no idea at all. 1 was under the
impression that you volunteered to act as
escort to my wife and daughter at St. Luc
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how to go away and leave him in peace for
the future.

“Oh, that’s all right, my dear sir,” he
said, “ don’t think any more about it. I—I
rather understood you to say that you were
starting on a journey in search of Solomon ? ”

“1 have been, and returned. For I visited
sundry cities in his dominions, hoping that
b; chance I might hear news of him, but I
refrained from asking directly lest therehy I
should engender suspicion, and so Suleyman
should learn of my escape before I could
obtain an audience of him and implore
justice.”

“Oh, I shouldn’t think that was likely,”
said Horace. “If I were you, I should go
straight back and go on travelling till 1 i@
find Suleyman.”

“Well was it said: ‘Pass not any door
without knocking, lest haply that which thou
seekest should be behind it.””

“ Exactly,” said Horace. *“Do each city
thoroughly, house by house, and don’t neglect
the smallest clue. ‘If at first you don’t
succeed, try, try, try again!’ as one of our
own poets teaches.”

“ ‘Try, try, try again,’” echoed the Jinnee,
with an admiration that was almost fatuous.
¢ Divinely gifted truly was he who composed
such a verse ! ”

“He has a great reputation as a sage,”
said Horace, “ and the maxim is considered
one of his happiest efforts. Don’t you think
that, as the East is rather thickly populated,
the less time you lose in following the poet’s
recommendation the better ?”

“It may be as thou sayest. But know
this, O my son, that wheresoever I may
wander, I shall never cease to study how I
may most fitly reward thee for thy kindness
towards me. For nobly was it said: ‘If I
be possessed of wealth and be not liberal,
may my head never be extended!’”

“ My good sir,” said Horace, “ do please
understand that if you were to offer. me any
reward for—for a very ordinary act of
courtesy, I should be obliged to decline
lt-”

‘“ But did’st thou not say that thou wast
sorely in need of a client?”

“That was so at the time,” said Horace ;
“but since I last had the pleasure of seeing
you, 1 have met with one who is all I could
possibly wish for.”

“I am indeed rejoiced to hear it,” returned
the Jinnee, “for thou showest me that I
have succeeded in performing the first
service which thou hast demanded of me.”

Horace staggered under this severe blow
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to his pride ; for the moment he could only
gasp : “ You—jyou sent him to me ! ”

“I, and no other,” said the Jinnee, beam-
ing with satisfaction; “for while, unseen of
men, I was circling in air, resolved to attend
to thy affair before beginning my search for
Suleyman (on whom be peace!), it chanced
that I overheard a human being of prosperous
appearance say aloud upon a bridge that he
desired to erect for himself a palace if he
could but find an architect. So, perceiving
thee afar off seated at an open casement, I
immediately transported him to the place
and delivered him into thy hands ”

“But he knew my name—he had my card
in his pocket,” said Horace. :

“I furnished him with the paper contain-
ing thy names and abode, lest he should be
ignorant of them.” :

“Well, look here, Mr. Fakrash,” said the
unfortunate Horace, “I know you meant
well —but newver do a thing like that again'!
If my brother-architects came to know of it
I should be accused of most unprofessional
behaviour. I'd no idea you would take that
way of introducing a client to me, or 1
should have stopped it at once !”

“It was an error,” said Fakrash. ‘“No
matter. I will undo this affair, and devise
some other and better means of serving
thee.” '

Horace groaned. Undo it? How could
it be undone now without some open
scandal ?

“No, no,” he said, “for Heaven’s sake,
leave things alone—you’ll only make them
worse. Forgive me, my dear Mr. Fakrash,
I’'m afraid I must seem most ungrateful ;
but—but I was so taken by surprise. And,
really, I am extremely obliged to you. For,
though the means you took were—were a
little irregular, you have done me a very
great service.”

“It is naught,” said the Jinnee, * compared
to those 1 hope to render so great a bene-
factor.”

‘“ But, indeed, you mustn’t think of trying
to do any more for me,” urged Horace, who
felt the absolute necessity of expelling any
scheme of further benevolence from the
Jinnee’s head once and for all.  “ You have
done enough. Why, thanks to you, I am
engaged to build a palace that will keep me
hard at work and happy for ever so long.”

“ Are human beings then so enamoured of
bard labour?” asked Fakrash, in wonder.
It 1s not thus with the Jinn.”

“1 love my work for its own sake,” said
Horace, “and then, when I have finished it,

»
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of him. I feel an ungrateful brute for
saying so, but I can’t help it. I can not
stand being under any obligation to a Jinnee
who’s been shut up in a beastly brass bottle
ever since the days of Solomon, who probably
had very good reasons for putting him there.”

Horace next asked himself whether he was
bound in honour to disclose the facts to Mr.
Wackerbath and give him the opportunity
of withdrawing from the agreement if he
thought fit.

On the whole, he saw no necessity for
telling him anything ; the only possible result
would be to make his client suspect his
sanity ; and who would care to employ an
insane architect? Then, if he retired from
the undertaking without any explanations,
what could he say to Sylvia? What would
Sylvia’s father say to Asm? There would
certainly be an end to his engagement.

After all, he had not been to blame; the
Wackerbaths were quite. satisfied. He felt
perfectly sure that he could justify their
selection of him ; he would wrong nobody by
.accepting the commission, while he would
only offend them, injure himself irretrievably,
and lose all hope of gaining Sylva if he made
any attempt to undeceive them.

And Fakrash was gone, never to return. So,
on all these considerations, Horace decided
that silence was his only possible policy, and,
though some moralists may condemn his
conduct as disingenuous and wanting in true
moral courage, I venture to doubt whether
any reader, however independent, straight-
forward, and indifferent to notoriety and
ridicule, would have behaved otherwise in
Ventimore’s extremely delicate and difficult
position.

Some days passed, every working hour of
which was spent by Horace in the rapture of
creation. To every man with the soul of an
artist in him there comes—only too seldom in
most cases—a revelation of latent power that
he had not dared to hope fer.  And now with
Ventimore years of study and theorizing which
he had often been tempted to think wasted
began to bear golden fruit. He designed and
drew with a rapidity and originality, a sense
of perfect mastery of the various problems to
be dealt with, and a delight in the working
out of mass and detail, so intoxicating that
he almost dreaded lest he should be the
victim of some self-delusion.

His evenings were, of course, spent with the
Futvoyes, in discovering Sylvia in some new
and yet more adorable aspect. Altogether,
be was very much in love, very happy, and
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very busy —three states not invariably found
in combination.

And, as he had foreseen, he had effectually
got rid of Fakrash, who was evidently too
engrossed in the pursuit of Solomon to think
of anything else. And there seemed no
reason why he should abandon his search for
a generation or two, for it would probably
take all that time to convince him ‘that that
mighty monarch was no longer on the throne.

“It would have been. too brutal to tell
him myself,” thought Horace, *“ when he was
so keen on having his case reheard. And it
gives him an object, poor old buffer, and
keeps him from interfering in my affairs, so
it’s best for both of us.”

Horace’s little dinner-party had been twice
postponed, till he had begun to have a
superstitious fear that it never would come
off ; bue at length the Professor had been
induced to give an absolute promise for a
certain evening.

On the day before, after breakfast, Horace
had summoned his landlady to a consulta-
tion on the menw. ‘“Nothing elaborate,
you know, Mrs. Rapkin,” said Horace, who,
though he would have liked to provide a
feast of all procurable delicacies for Sylvia’s
refection, was obliged to respect her father’s
prejudices. “ Just a simple dinner, thoroughly
well cooked, and nicely served—as you know
so well how to do it.”

- “T suppose, sir, you would require Rapkin
to wait?”

As the ex-butler was liable to trances on
these occasions, during which he could do
nothing but smile and bow with speechless
politeness, as he dropped sauce-boats and
plates, Horace replied that he thought of
having someone in, to avoid troubling Mr.
Rapkin, but his wife expressed such con-
fidence in her husband’s proving equal to
all emergencies, that Ventimore waived the
point, and left it to her to hire extra help if
she thought fit.

“ Now, what soup can you give us?” he
inquired, as Mrs. Rapkin stood at attention
and quite unmollified.

After protracted mental conflict, she
grudgingly suggested gravy soup—which
Horace thought too unenterprising, and
rejected in favour of mock turtle. ¢ Well,
then, fish?” he continued; “how about
fish?”

Mrs. Rapkin dragged the depths of her
culinary resources for several seconds, and
finally brought to the surface what she called
“a nice fried sole.” Horace would not hear
of it, and urged her to aspire to salmon ; she
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By F. ANSTEY.

Author of * Vice- Versa,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER VIL
“ GRATITUDE—A LIVELY SENSE OF FAVOURS
TO COME.”

5O = OST men on suddenly finding
i themselves in possession of
such enormous wealth would
have felt some elation. Ven-
timore, as we have seen,
was merely exasperated. And,
although this attitude of his may strike the
reader as incomprehensible or absolutely
wrong-headed, he had more reason on his

side than might appear at a first view.

It was undoubtedly the fact that, with the
money these treasures represented, he would
be in a position to convulse the money
markets of Europe and America, bring
society to his feet, make and unmake king-
doms—dominate, in short, the entire world.

“But, then,” as Horace told himself
with a groan, “it wouldn’t amuse me in
the least to convulse money markets. Do I
want to see the smartest people in London
grovelling for anything they think they’re
likely to get out of me? As I should be
perfectly well aware that their homage was
not paid to any personal merit of mine, I
could hardly consider it flattering. And
why should I make kingdoms? The only
thing I understand and care about is making
houses. Then, am I likely to be a better hand
at dominating the world than all the others
who have tried the experiment? I doubt it.”

He called to mind all the millionaires he
had ever read or heard of ; they didn’t seem
to get much fun out of their riches. The
majority of them were martyrs to dyspepsia.
They were often weighed down by the cares
and responsibilities of their position; the
only people who were unable to obtain an
audience of them at any time were their
friends ; they lived in a glare of publicity,
and every post brought them hundreds of
begging letters, and a few threats; their
children were in constant danger from
kidnappers, and they themselves, after know-
ing no rest in life, could not be certain that
even their tombs would be undisturbed.
Whether they were extravagant or thrifty,
they were equally maligned, and, whatever
the fortune they left behind them, they could
be absolutely certain that, in a couple of
generations, it would be entirely dissipated.

“And the biggest millionaire living,” con-

"cluded Horace, “is a pauper compared with

me !”

But there was another consideration—how
was he to realize all this wealth? He knew
enough about precious stones to be aware
that a ruby, for instance, of the true * pigeon’s
blood ” colour and the size of a melon, as all
these rubies were, would be worth, even
when cut, considerably over a million; but
who would buy it?

“I think I see myself,” he reflected,
grimly, “calling on some diamond merchant
in Hatton Garden with half-a-dozen assorted
jewels in a Gladstone bag. If he believed
they were genuine, he’d probably have a
fit ; but most likely he’d think I'd invented
some dodge for manufacturing them, and had
been fool enough to overdo the size. Any-
how, he’d want to know how they came into
my possession, and what could I say? That
they were part of a little present made to
me by a Jinnee in grateful acknowledgment

- of my having relieved him from a brass

bottle in which he’d been shut up for nearly
three thousand years! Iook at it how you
will, it’s mo¢ convincing. I fancy I can
guess what he'd say. And what an ass 1
should look! Then suppose the thing got
into the papers ?”

Got into the papers? Why, of course it
would get into the papers. As if it were
possible in these days for a young and
hitherto unemployed architect suddenly to
surround himself with wondrous carpets, and
gold vessels, and gigantic jewels, without
attracting the notice of some enterprising
journalist. He would be interviewed ; the
story of his curiously acquired riches would
go the round of the papers; he would find
himself the object of incredulity, suspicion,
ridicule. In imagination he could already
see the head-lines on the news-sheets :—

BOTTLED BILLIONS.
AMAZING ARABE%%::J'II::S BY AN ARCHI-
HE SAYS THE JAR CONTAINED A JINNEE.

SENSATIONAL STORY.
DIVERTING DETAILS.

And so on, through every phrase of allitera-
tive ingenuity. He ground his teeth at the
mere thought of it. Then Sylvia would come
to hear of it, and what would ske think?
She would naturally be repelled, as any nice-
minded girl would be, by the idea that her
lover was in secret alliance with a super-
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was in a very different mood from his former
light-hearted confidence that he sat down to
his drawing-board, in Great Cloister Street
that morning.. He could not concentrate his
mind; his enthusiasm and his ideas had alike
deserted him, -

He flung down the: d1v1ders he had been
using and pushed away the nest of saucers of
Indian ink and colours in a fit of petulance.
“It's no good,” he exclaimed, aloud ; “I feel
a perfect duffer this morning. I couldn’t
even design a decent dog-kennel ! ”

Even as he spoke he became conscious of
a presence in the room, and, looking round,
saw Fakrash the Jinnee standing at his elbow,
smiling down on him more benevolently than
ever, and with a serene expectation of being
warmly welcomed and thanked, which made

Horace rather ashamed of his own inability _

to meet it,

“ He's a thoroughly good - natured old
chap,” he thought, self-reproachfully. * He
means well, and I’'m a beast not to feel more
glad to see him. And yet, hang it all! I
can’t have him popping in and out of the
office like a rabbit whenever the fancy takes
him !”

‘ Peace be upon thee,” said Fakrash.
“ Moderate the trouble of thy heart, and
impart thy difficulties to me.”

“ Oh, they’re nothing, thanks,” said
Horace, feeling decidedly embarrassed. 1
got stuck over my work for the moment,
and it worried me a little—that’s all.”

“Then thou hast not yet received the gifts
which I commanded should be delivered at
thy dwelling-place ?”

“Oh, indeed I have!” replied Horace;
‘“and —and I really don’t know how to
thank you for them.”

“A few trifling presents,” answered the
Jinnee, “and by no means suited to thy
dlgmty—yet the best in my power to bestow
upon thee for the time being.”

“My dear sir, they simply overwhelm me
with their magnificence! They’re beyond all
price, and-—-and I've no idea what to do wnth
such a superabundance.”

“A superfluity of good things is good,”
was the Jinnee’s sententious reply.

“Not in my particular case. I—I quite
feel your goodness . and generosity; but,
indeed, as I told you before, it's really
1mposmble for me to accept any such
reward.”

Fakrash’s « brows contracted . slightly.

“How. sayest thou that it is impossible—
seeing that these things are already in thy

possession 2 ”
Vol. xix.—36
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““1 know,” said Horace; *but—you won’t
be offended if I speak quite plainly ? ”

‘“Art thou not even as a son to me, and
can I be angered at any words of thine?”

“Well,” said Horace, with sudden hope,
“ honestly, then, I would very much rather—
if you’re sure you don’t mind—that you
would take them all back again.”

“What? Dost thou demand that I,
Fakrash-el-Aamash, should consent to re
ceive back the gifts I have bestowed? Are
they then of so little value in thy sight ?”

“They’re of too much value. If I took
such a reward for—for a very ordinary
service, I should never be able to respect
myself again.”

“This is not the reasoning of an intelligent
person,” said the Jinnee, coldly.

“If you think me a fool, I can’t help it
I'm not an ungrateful fool, at all events. But
I feel very strongly that I can’t keep these
gifts of yours.”

“So thou wouldst have me break the oath
which I swore to reward thee fitly for thy
kind action?”

*“ But you Aave rewarded me already,” said
Horace, “ by contriving that a wealthy mer-
chant should engage me to build him a
residence. And—forgive my plain speaking
—-if you truly desire my happiness (as I am
sure you do) you will relieve me of all these
precious gems and merchandise, because, to
be frank, they will #zo# make me happy. On
the contrary, they are making me extremely
uncomfortable.”

“In the days of old,” said Fakrash, “all
men pursued wealth ; nor could any amass
enough to satisfy his desires. Have riches,
then, become so contemptible in mortal eyes
that thou findest them but an encumbrance ?
Explain the matter.”

Horace felt a natural dehcacy in giving
his real reasons. ‘I can’t answer for other
men,” he said. “All I know is that I've
never been accustomed to being rich, and
I'd rather get used to it gradually, and be
able to feel that I owed it, as far as possible,
to my own exertions. For, as T needn’t tell
you, Mr. Fakrash, riches alone don’t make
any fellow happy. You must. have observed
that they’re apt to—well, to land him in all
kinds of messes and worries. . . . I'm talking
like a confounded copybook " he thought,
“but I don’t care how priggish I am if I
can only get my way !”

Fakrash was deeply impressed. * Oh,
young man of marvellous moderation !” he
cried. “Thy sentiments are not inferior to
those of the Great Suleyman himself (on
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thy presence !” returned the Jinnee, who was
apparently touched by this exordium, *for
truly thou art a most excellent young man!”

And stepping back into the fireplace, he
was gone in an instant.

Ventimore sank back in his chair with a
sigh of relief. He had begun to fear that
the Jinnee never would take himself off, but
he had gone at last—and for good.

He was half ashamed of himself for feel-
ing so glad, for Fakrash was a good-natured
old thing enough in his way. Only he wouid
overdo things: he had no sense of proportion.
“ Why,” thought Horace, “if a fellow ex-
pressed a modest wish for a canary in a cage,
he’s just the sort of old Jinnee to bring him
a whole covey of rocs in an aviary about ten
times the size of the Crystal Palace. How-
ever, he does understand now that I can’t
take anything more from him, and he isn’t
offended either, so #:af’s all settled. Now I
can set to work and knock off these plans in
peace and quietness.”

But he had not done much before he
heard sounds in the next room which told
him that Beevor had returned at last. He
had been expected back from the country
for the last day or two, and it was fortunate
that he had delayed so long, thought Venti-
more, as he went in to see him and to tell
him the unexpected piece of good fortune
that he himself had met with since they last
met. It is needless to say that, in giving his
account, he abstained from any mention of
the brass bottle or the Jinnee, as unessential
elements in his story.

Beevor's congratulations were quite as
cordial as could be expected, as soon as he
fully understood that no hoax was intended.
“Well, old man,” he said, “I am glad. I
really am, you know. To think of a prize
like that coming to you the very first time!
And you don’t even know how this Mr.
Wackerbath came to hear of you—just hap-
pened to see your name up outside and
came in, I expect. Why, I daresay if I
hadn’t chanced to go away as I did —
and about a couple of paltry two thousand
pound houses, too! Ah, well, I don’t
grudge you your luck, though it does seem
rather—— It was worth waiting for ; you’ll
be cutting me out before long—if you don'’t
make a mess of this job. I mean, you
know, old chap, if you don’t go and give
your City man a Gothic castle when what he
wants is something with plenty of plate-glass
windows and a Corinthian portico. That’s
the rock I see ahead for you. You mustn’t
mind my giving you a word of warning !”
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“Oh, no,” said Ventimore ; “but I sha’n’t
give him either a Gothic castle or plenty of
plate-glass. I venture to think he’ll be
pleased with the general idea as I'm working
it out.” -

“ Let’s hope so,” said Beevor. *If you
get into any difficulty, you know,” he added,
with a touch of patronage, ‘just you come
to me.”

“Thanks,” said Horace, “I will
I’'m getting on very fairly at present.”

“I should rather like to see what you’ve
made of it. I might be able to give you a
wrinkle here and there.” :

“It’s awfully good of you, but I think I'd
rather you didn’t see the plans till they’re
quite finished,” said Horace. The tnith was
that he was perfectly aware that the other
would not be in sympathy with his ideas;
and Horace, who had just been suffering
from a cold fit of depression about his work,
rather shrank from any kind of criticism.

“QOh, just as you please!” said Beevor, a
little stiffly ; “you always were an obstinate
beggar. I've had a certain amount of
experience, you know, in my . poor little
pottering way, and I thought I might possibly
have saved you a cropper or two. But if
you think you can manage better alone—
only don’t get bolted with by one of those
architectural hobbies of- yours, that’s all.”

“ All right, old fellow. I’ll ride my hobby
on the curb,” said Horace, laughing, as he
went back to his own office, where he found
that all his former certainty and enjoyment
of his work had returned to him, and by the
end of the day he had made so much pro-
gress that his designs needed only a few
finishing touches to be complete enough for
his client’s inspection.

Better still, on returning to his rooms that
evening to change before going to Kensing-
ton, he found that the admirable Fakrash
had kept his promise—every chest, sack, and
bale had been cleared away.

“Them camels come back for the things
this afternoon, sir,” said Mrs. Rapkin, “and
it put me in a fluster at first, for I made sure
you’d locked your door and took the key.
But I must have been mistook—Ileastways,
them Arabs got in somehow. I hope you
meant everything to go back?”

“Quite,” said Horace; “I saw the—the
person who sent them this morning, and
told him there was nothing I cared for
enough to keep.”

“ And like his impidence sending you a
lot o’ rubbish like that on approval—and on
camels too!” declared Mrs. Rapkin. “I'm

But
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fessor, with studied politeness, “but I fancy
it must have suffered in transportation. I
really think that, with my gouty tendency, a
little whisky and Apollinaris would be better
for me—if you keep such Occidental fluids
in the house?”

Horace felt convinced that it would be
useless to order the slaves to bring whisky or
Apollinaris, which were, of course, unknown
in the Jinnee’s time, so he could do nothing
but apologize for their absence.

“ No matter,” said the Professor; “I am
not so thirsty that F cannot wait till 1 get
home.”

It was some consolation that both Sylvia
and her mother commended the sherbet,
and even appreciated—or were so obliging
as to say they appreciated — the en#rée,
which consisted of rice and mincemeat
wrapped in vine leaves, and certainly was
not appetizing in appearance, besides being
difficult to dispose of gracefully.

It was followed by a whole lamb fried in
oil, stuffed with pounded pistachio nuts,
pepper, nutmeg, and coriander seeds, and
liberally besprinkled with rosewater and
musk.

Only Horace had sufficient courage to
attack the lamb—and he found reason to
regret it. Afterwards came fowls stuffed
with raisins, parsley, and crumbled bread, and
the banquet ended with pastry of weird
forms and repellent aspect.

“I hope,” said Horace, anxiously, *you
don’t find this Eastern cookery very—er—
unpalatable ?”—he himself was feeling dis-
tinctly unwell ; “it’s rather a change from
the ordinary routine.”

“I have made a truly wonderful dinner,
thank you,” replied the Professor, not, it is to
be feared, without intention. ¢ Even in the
East I have eaten nothing approaching this.”

“ But where did your landlady pick up this
extraordinary cooking, my dear Horace?”
said Mrs. Futvoye. “I thought you said she
was merely a plain cook. Has she ever lived
in the East ?”

“Not exactly #» the East,” exclaimed
Horace; “not what you would call /Zwing
there. The fact is,” he continued, feeling
that he was in danger of drivelling, and that
he had better be as candid as he could,
“this dinner wasn’t cooked by her. She—
she was obliged to go away quite suddenly.
So the dinner was all sent in by—by a sort
of contractor, you know. He supplies the
whole thing, waiters and all.”

“I was thinking,” said the Professor, *that
for a bachelor—an engaged bachelor—you
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seemed to maintain rather a large establish:
ment.”

“Oh, they’re only here for the evening,
sir,” said Horace. “Capital fellows—more
picturesque than the local greengrocer—and
they don’t breathe on the top of your
head.”

“They're perfect dears, Horace !” re-
marked Sylvia; . “only—well, just a At
creepy-crawly to look at!”

“It would ill become me to criticise the
style and method of our entertainment,” put
in the Professor, acidly,  otherwise I might
be tempted to observe that it scarcely showed
that regard for economy which I should
have——"

“ Now, Anthony,” put in his wife, “don’t
let us bave any fault-finding. I’'m sure
Horace has done it all delightfully—yes,
delightfully ; and even if he 4as been just a
little extravagant, it’s not as if he was obliged
to be as economical #ow, you know ! ”

“My dear,” said the Professor, “I have
yet to learn that the prospect of an increased
income in the remote future is any justifica-
tion for reckless profusion in the present.”

“If you only knew,” said Horace, “ you
wouldn’t call it profusion. It—it’s not at
all the dinner I meant it to be, and I'm
afraid it wasn’t particularly nice—but it’s
certainly not expensive.”

“¢Expensive’ is, of course, a very relative
term. But I think I have the right to ask
whether this is the footing on which you pro-
pose to begin your married life? ”

It was an extremely awkward question, as
the reader will perceive. If Ventimore
replied—as he might with truth—that he
had no intention whatever of maintaining his
wife in luxury such as that, he stood con-
victed of selfish indulgence as a bachelor;
if, on the other hand, he declared that he
did propose to maintain his wife in the same
fantastic and exaggerated splendour as the
present, it would certainly confirm her father’s
disbelief in his prudence and economy.

And it was that egregious old ass of a
Jinnee, as Horace thought, with suppressed
rage, who had let him in for all this, and
who was now far beyond all remonstrance
or reproach ! '

Before he could bring himself to answer
the question, the attendants had noiselessly
removed the tray and stool, and were hand-
ing round rosewater in a silver ewer and
basin, the character of which, luckily or
otherwise, turned the Professor’s inquisitive-
ness into a different channel-

“These are not bad—really not bad at



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



THE BRASS BOTTLE.

taken, you know. It—it’s the emotional
" artist temperament — they don’t mean any-
thing by it. My —my dear young lady,”
he added, * you've danced most delight-
fullyy, and I'm sure we’re all most deeply
indebted to you; but we won’t detain you
any longer. Professor,” he added, as she
made no offer to rise, “wi/ you kindly
explain to them in Arabic that I should be
obliged by their going at once ?”

The Professor said a few words, which
had the desired effect. The girl gave a little
scream and scudded through the archway,
and the musicians seized their instruments
and scuttled after her.

“1 am so sorry,” said Horace, whose
evening seemed to him to have been chiefly
spent in apologies ; “it’s not at all the kind of
entertainment one would expect from a place
like Whiteley’s.”

“ By no means,” agreed the Professor ;
“but I understood you to say Miss Tinkla
was recommended to you by Harrod’s ?”

“Very likely, sir,” said Horace; “but
that doesn’t affect the case. I shouldn’t
expect it from them.”

“ Probably they don’t know how shame-
lessly that young person conducts herself,”
said Mrs. Futvoye. ‘“And I think it only
right that they should be told.”

. “I shall complain, of course,” said Horace.
“I shall put it vegy strongly.”

“A protest would have more weight
coming from a woman,” said Mrs. Futvoye;
‘““and, as a shareholder in the company, I
shall feel bound—"

“No, I wouldn't,” said Horace; “in fact,
you mustn’t. For, now I come to think of
it, she didn’t come from Harrod’s, after all,
or Whiteley’s either.”

“ Then perhaps you will be good enough
to inform us where she 4id come from ? ”

“I would if T knew,” said Horacc; “but
I dont.”

“ What ! ” cried the Professor, sharply, “do
you mean to say you can’t account for the
existence of a dancing-girl who—in my
daughter’s presence—kisses your hand and
addresses you by endearing epithets ?”

“ Oriental metaphor ! ” said Horace. *“She
was a little overstrung. Of course, if I had
had any idea she would make such a scene

as that Sylvia,” he broke off, * yorx don’t
doubt me?” -
“No, Horace,” said Sylvia, simply, “ I’'m

sure you must have some explanation —
only I do think it would be better if you
gave it.”

“If I fold you the truth,” said Horace,
Vol. xix.—80.
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slowly, “you would none of you believe
me !”

“Then you admit,” put in the Professor,
‘“that hitherto you have n0f been telling the
truth? ”

“Not as invariably as I could have wished,”
Horace confessed.

“So I suspected. Then, unless you can
bring yourself to be perfectly candid, you can
hardly wonder at our asking you to consider
your engagement as broken off ? ”

“ Broken off ! ” echoed Horace. * Sylvia,
you won't give me up! You Anow 1 wouldn’t
do anything unworthy of you!”

“I'm certain that you can’t have done any-
thing which would make me love you one
bit the less if I knew it. So why not be
quite open with us?” -

“ Because, darling,” said Horace, “I’m in
such a fix that it would only make matters
worse.”

“In that case,” said the Professor, “and
as it is already rather late, perhaps you will
allow one of your numerous retinue to call a
four-wheeler? ”

Horace clapped his hands, but no one
answered the summons, and he could not
find any of the slaves in the antechamber.

“P’m afraid all the servants have left,” he
explained ; and it is to be feared he would
have added that they were all obliged to
return to the contractor by eleven, only he
caught the Professor’s eye and decided that
he had better refrain. * If you will wait here,
I’ll go out and fetch a cab,” he added.

“There is no occasion to trouble you,”
said the Professor ; “ my wife and daughter
have already got their things on, and we will
walk until we find a cab. Now, Mr. Venti-
more, we will bid you good-night and good-
bye. For, after what has happened, you will,
I trust, have the good taste to discontinue
your visits and make no attempt to see
Sylvia again.”

“Upon my honour,” protested Horace, “I
have done nothing to warrant you in shutting
your doors against me !”

“T am unable to agree with you. I have
never thoroughly approved of your engage-
ment, because, as I told you at the time,
I suspected you of recklessness in money
matters. Even in accepting your invitation
to-night I warned you, as you may remember,
not to make the occasion an excuse for
foolish extravagance. I come here, and find
you in apartments furnished and decorated
(as you informed us) by yourself, and on a
scale which would be prodigal in a mil-
lionaire. You have a suite of retainers which
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proof I could produce would be old Fakrash
—and he’s not likely to turn up again—
especially now I want him.”

A little later the Professor returned, having
found a cab and dispatched his women-folk
home. ‘Now, young man,” he said, as he
unwound his wrapper and seated himself on
the divan by Horace’s side, “I can give you
just ten minutes to tell your story in, so let
me beg you to make it as brief and as com-
prehensible as you can.”

It was not exactly an encouraging invita-
tion in the circumstances, but Horace took
his courage in both hands and told him
everything, just as it had happened.

“And that’s your story?” said the
Professor, after listening to the narrative with
the utmost alttention, when Horace came to
the end.

“That's my story, sir,” said Horace.
“And I hope it has altered your opinion of
me.”

“It has,” replied the Professor, in an altered
tone; “it hasindeed. Yours isa sad case—
a very sad case.”

“It’s rather awkward, isn’t "it? But I
don’t mind so long as you understand. And
you'll tell Sylvia—as much as you think
proper?”

“Yes—yes ; I must tell Sylvia.”

““And I may go on seeing her as usual ?”

“Well—will you be guided by my advice
—the advice of one who has lived more than
double your years?”

“ Certainly,” said Horace. :

“Then, if I were you, I should go away at
once, for a complete change of air and
scene.” '

“That’s impossible, sir —you forget my
work !”

‘“Never mind your work, my boy : leave it
for a while, try a sea-voyage, go round the
world, get quite away from these associa-
tions.”

“But I might come across the Jinnee
again,” objected Horace ; “ 4¢'s travelling, as
I told you.” ‘

“Yes, yes, to be sure. Still, I should go
away. Consult any doctor, and he'll tell
you the same thing.”

“ Consult any—good God ! ” cried Horace;
“1 see what it is—you think I'm mad !”

“No, no, my dear boy,” said the Pro-
fessor, soothingly, “not mad —nothing of
the sort; perhaps your mental equilibrium
is just a trifle--it’s quite intelligible. You
sce, the sudden turn in your professional
prospects, coupled with your engagement to
Sylvia-—I've known stronger minds than

395

yours thrown off their balance—temporarily,
of course, quite temporarily—by less than
that.”

“You believe I
delusions ? ”

“I don't say that. I think you may see
ordinary things in a distorted light.”

“ Anyhow, you don’t believe there really
was a Jinnee inside that bottle ? ”

“ Remember, you yourself assured me at
the time you opened it that you found
nothing whatever inside it. Isn’t it more
credible that you were right then than that
you should be right now ?”

- Well,” said Horace, “ you saw all those
black slaves; you ate, or tried to eat, that

am suffering from

" unutterably beastly banquet ; you heard that

music—and then there was the dancing-girl.
And this hall we’re in, this robe I've got
on—are tkey delusions? Because if they
are, I’m afraid vou will have to admit that
you're mad too.”

‘ Ingeniously put,” said the Professor. “1
fear it is unwise to argue with you. Still, I
will venture to assert that a strong imagina-
tion like yours, overheated and saturated
with Oriental ideas—to which I fear I may
have contributed—is not incapable of un-
consciously assisting in its own deception.
In other words, I think that you may have
provided all this yourself from various
quarters without any clear recollection of
the fact.”

“ That's very scientific and satisfactory
as far as it goes, my dear Professor,” said
Horace ; “Dbut there’s one piece of evidence
which may upset your theory —and that’s
this brass bottle.”

“If your reasoning powers were in their
normal condition,” said the Professor, com-
passionately, “you would see that the mere
production of an empty bottle can be no
proof of what it contained —or, for that
matter, that it ever contained anything at all.”

“Oh, I sce tkat,” said Horace; * but t4is
bottle has a stopper with what you yourself
admit to be an inscription of some sort.
Suppose that inscription confirms my story—
what then?. All I ask you to do is to make
it out for yourself before you decide that I'm
either a liar or a lunatic.”

“I warn you,” said the Professor, “that if
you are trusting to my being unable to
decipher the inscription you are deceiving
yourself. You represent that this bottle
belongs to the period of Solomon-that is,
about a thousand years B.c. Probably you
are not aware that the earliest speciimens of
Oriental metal-work in existence are not older
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CHAPTER X.
NO PLACE LIKE HOME!

38 A AY thy head long survive !”
. Bl said Fakrash, by way of
salutation, as he stepped
through the archway.

“You're very good,” said
Horace, whose anger had
almost evaporated in the relief of the Jinnee’s
unexpected return, “but I don’t think any
head can survive this sort of thing long.”

‘“ Art thou content with this dwelling I
have provided for thee ? ” inquired the Jinnee,
glancing around the stately hall with per-
ceptible complacency.

It would have been positively brutal to say
how very far from contented he felt, so
Horace could only mumble that he had never
been lodged like that before in all his life.

“It is far below thy deserts,” Fakrash
observed, graciously. “ And were thy friends
amazed at the manner of their entertainment?”

“ They were,” said Horace.

‘“ A sure method of preserving friends is to
feast them with liberality,” remarked the
Jinnee.

This was rather more than Horace’s tem-
per could stand. “You were kind enough
to provide my friends with such a feast,”
he said, ‘“that they’ll never come /ere again.”

“How so? Were not the meats choice
and abounding in fatness? Was not the
wine sweet, and the sherbet like unto per-
fumed snow?”

“ Oh, everything was--er—as nice as
possible,” said Horace. “ Couldn’t have
been better.”

“Yet thou sayest that thy friends will
return no more—for what reason ? ”

“ Well, you see,” explained Horace, reluc-
tantly, “ there’s such a thing as doing people
foo well. 1 mean, it isn’t everybody that
appreciates Arabian cooking. But they
might have stood that. It was the dancing
girl that did for me ”

“1 commanded that a houri, lovelier than
the full moon, and graceful as a young
gazelle, should appear for the delight of thy
guests.”

“She came,” said Horace, gloomily.

“Acquaint me with that which hath
occurred-—for I perceive plainly that some-
thing hath fallen out contrary to thy desires.”

”

“Well,” said Horace, “if it had been
a bachelor party, there would have been no
harm in the houri ; but, as it happened, two
of my guests were ladies, and they—well,
they not unnaturally put a wrong construction
on it all.”

“Verily,” exclaimed the Jinnee, ‘“thy
words are totally incomprehensible to me.”

“I don’t know what the custom may be
in Arabia,” said Horace, “ but with us it is
not usual for a man to engage a houri to
dance after dinner to amuse the lady he is
proposing to marry.  It’s the kind of atten-
tion she’d be most unlikely to appreciate.”

“Then was one of thy guests the damsel
whom thou art seeking to marry? ”

“She was,” said Horace, “and the other
two were her father and mother.. From
which you may imagine that it was not
altogether agreeable for me when your gazelle
threw herself at my feet and hugged my
knees and declared that I was the light of
her eyes. Of course, it all meant nothing—
it’s probably the conventional behaviour for
a gazelle, and I’'m not reflecting upon her in
the least. But, in the circumstances, it was
compromising.”

“I thought,” said Fakrash, ‘“that thou

- assured’st me that thou wast not contracted

to any d: msel ?”

“T think I only said that there was no one
whom I would trouble you to procure as a
wife for me,” replied Horace; “I certainly
was engaged —though, after this evening, my
engagement is at an end—unless . . that
reminds me, do you happen to know whether
there really zoa: an inscription on the seal of
your bottle, and what it said?”

“I know naught of any inscription,” said
the Jinnee; “ bring me the seal that I may
see it.”

“T haven’t got it by me at this moment,”
said Horace; “I lent it to my friend—the
father of this young lady I told you of. You
see, Mr. Fakrash, you got me into—1I mean,
I was in such a hole over this affair that I
was obliged to make a clean breast of it to
him. And he wouldn't believe it, so it struck
me that there might be an inscription of
some sort on thc seal, saying who you
were, and why Solomon had you confined in
the bottle. Then the Professor would be
obliged to admit that there’s something in
my story.”

Copyright, 1900, in the United States of America, by DiyAppleton & Ce:
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her hand nervously along the back of a chair,
‘“the fact is something come over me, and
come over Rapkin, as we couldn’t stop here
another minute notif it was ever so.”

“Ah!” said Horace, raising his eyebrows,
‘“restlessness, eh, Mrs. Rapkin? Awkward
that it should come on just then, though,
wasn’t it?”

“It was the look of the place, somehow;”
said Mrs. Rapkin. “If you’lll believe me,
sir, it was all changed like—nothing in it the
same from top to bottom !”

‘““Really ? ” said Horace.
any difference myself.”

“No more don’t I, sir, not by daylight;
but last night it was all domes and harches
and marble fountings let into the floor, with
parties moving about downstairs all silent
and as black as your hat—which Rapkin saw
them as well as what I did.”

“From the state your husband was in last
night,” said Horace, “I should say he was
capable of seeing anything—and double of
most things.”

“I won’t deny, sir, that Rapkin mayn’t
bave been quite hisself, as a very little upsets
him after he’s spent an afternoon studying
the papers and what-not at the libery. But
I see the niggers, too, Mr. Ventimore, and
no one can say I ever take more than is
good for me.”

“I don’t suggest that for a moment,
Mrs. Rapkin,” said Horace ; *‘only, if the
house was as you describe last night, how do
you account for it’s being all right this
morning ?”

Mrs. Rapkin in her embarrassment was
reduced to folding her apron into small
pleats. “It's not for me to say, sir,” she
replied, “but, if I was to give my opinion, it
would be as them parties as called ’ere on
camels the other day was at the bottom
of it.”

“I shouldn’t wonder if you were right,

“7T don'’t notice

Mrs. Rapkin,” said Horace, blandly; “you

see, you had been exerting yourself over the
cooking, and no doubt were in an over-
excited state, and, as you say, those camels
bad taken hold of your imagination until you
were ready to see anything that Rapkin saw,
and ke was ready to see anything youx did.
It’s not at all uncommon. Scientific people,
I believe, call it ¢ Collective Hallucination.””

“Law, sir!” said the good woman, con-
siderably impressed by this diagnosis, “ you
don’t mean to say I had 74a¢? 1was always
fanciful from a girl, and could see things in
coffee-grounds as nobody else could—but I

never was took like that before. And to
Vol. xix.—64.
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think of me leaving my dinner half cooked,
and you expecting your young lady and her
pa and ma! Well, tkere; now, 1 am sorry.
Whatever did you do, sir?”

“We managed to get food of sorts from
somewhere,” said Horace, “ but it was most
uncomfortable for me, and I trust, Mrs.
Rapkin—I sincerely trust that it will not
occur again.”

“That I'll answer for it sha’n’t, sir. And
you won’t take no notice to Rapkin, sir, will
you? Though it was his seein’ the niggers
and that as put it into my ’ed; but I ’ave
spoke to him pretty severe already, and he’s
truly sorry and ashamed for forgetting hisself
as he did.”

“Very well, Mrs. Rapkin,” said Horace,
‘“ we will understand that last night’s—hem—
rather painful experience is not to be alluded
to again—on either side.”

He felt sincerely thankful to have got out
of it so easily, for it was impossible to say
what gossip might not have been set on foot
if the Rapkins had not been brought to see
the advisability of reticence on the subject.

“There’s one more thing, sir, I wished for
to speak to you about,” said Mrs. Rapkin;
‘“that great brass vawse as you bought at an
oction some time back. I dunno if you
remember it?”

“JT remember it,” said Horace.
what about it?”

“Why, sir, I found it in the coal-cellar
this morning, and I thought I'd ask if that
was where you wished it kep’ in future. For,
though no amount o’ polish could make it
what I call a tasty thing, it’s neither horni-
mental nor yet useful where it is at present.”

“ Oh,” said Horace, rather relieved, for he
had an ill-defined dread from her opening
words that the bottle might have been mis-
behaving itself in some way. “Put it wher-
ever you please, Mrs. Rapkin ; do whatever
you like with it—so long as I don’t see the
thing again ! ”

“Very good, sir, I on’y thought I'd ask
the question,” said Mrs. Rapkin, as she
closed the door upon herself.

Altogether, Horace walked to Great
Cloister Street that morning in a fairly cheer-
ful mood and amiably disposed, even towards
the Jinnee. With all his many faults, he was
a thoroughly good-natured old fellow—very
superior in every way to the one the Arabian
Nights’ fisherman found in Z:s bottle.

“Ninety-nine Jinn out of a hundred,”
thought Horace, “would have turned nasty
on finding benefit after benefit ‘declined
with thanks.’” But one good point in Fak-

“Well,
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evident even on his back and shoulders, had
retreated to his own room. ¢ Suleyman, the
Son of Daood, sleeps with his fathers.”

“I know,” retorted Horace, whose nerves
were unequal to much reference to Solomon
just then. “So does Queen Anne.”

“1 have not heard of her. But art thou
not astounded, then, by my tidings ?”

“I have matters nearer home to think
about,” said Horace, drily. “I must say,
Mr. Fakrash, you have landed me in a pretty
mess ! ”

“ Explain thyself more fully, for I com-
prehend thee not.”

“Why on earth” Horace groaned,
“couldn’t you let me build that house
my own way ? ”

“Did I not hear thee with my own ears
lament thy inability to perform the task?
Thereupon, I determined that no disgrace
should fall upon thee by reason of such
incompetence, since I myself would erect a
palace so splendid that it should cause thy
name to live for ever. And, behold, it is
done.”

“It is,” said Horace. “Andso am I. I
don’t want to reproach you. I quite feel
that you have acted with the best intentions ;
but, oh, hang it all! can’? you see that
you've absolutely wrecked my career as an
architect ? ”

“That is a thing that cannot be,” returned
the Jinnee, ¢ seeing that thou hast all the
credit.”

“The credit! This is England, not
Arabia. ‘What credit can I gain from being
supposed to be the architect of an Oriental
pavilion, which might be all very well for
Haroun-al-Raschid, but I can assure you is
preposterous as a home for an average
Briton? ”

“Yet that overfed hound,” remarked the
Jinnee, “expressed much gratification there-
with.”

* Naturally, after he had found that he
could not give a candid opinion except on
all-fours. A valuable testimonial, that! And
how do you suppose I can take his money ?
No, Mr. Fakrash, if I have to go on all-fours
myself for it, I must say, and 1 will say, that
you’ve made a most frightful muddle of it!”

“Acquaint me witn thy wishes,” said
Fakrash, a little abashed, “for thou knowest
that I can refuse thee naught.”

“Then,” said Horace, boldly, * couldn’t
you remove that palace—dissipate it into
space or something?”

“Verily,” said the Jinnee, in an aggrieved
tone, “to do good acis unto such as thee is
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but wasted time, for thou givest me no peace
till they are undone!”

“This is the last time,” urged Horace; “I
promise never to ask you for anything again.”

“Save for the magnitude of thy service
unto me,” said Fakrash, “I would not
hearken to this caprice of thine, nor wilt
thou find me so indulgéht on another
occasion. But for this once ”—and he
muttered some words and made a sweeping
gesture with his right hand—“thy desire is
granted unto thee. Of the palace and all
that is therein there remaineth no trace!”

“ Another surprise for poor old Wacker-
bath,” thought Horace, “ but a pleasant one
this time. My dear Mr. Fakrash,” he said,
aloud, “I really can’t say how grateful I am
to you. And now—I hate bothering you
like this, but if you cow/d manage to look in
on Professor Futvoye——"

“What ! ” cried the Jinnee, ‘‘ yet another
request ? Already!”

“ Well, you promised you’d do that before,
you know ! ” said Horace.

“For that matter,” remarked Fakrash, “I
have already fulfilled my promise.”

“You have ?” Horace exclaimed. “ And
does he believe now that it’s all true about
that bottle ?”’

“When I left him,” answered the Jinnee,
“all his doubts were removed.”

“ By Jove, youarea trump!” cried Horace,
only too glad to be able to commend with
sincerity. ‘““And do you think, if I went to
him now, I should find him the same as
usual ? 7

“Nay,” said Fakrash, with his weak and
yet inscrutable smile, “ that is more than I
can promise thee.”

“ But why?” asked Horace, *if he knows
all?”

There was the oddest expression in the
Jinnee’s furtive eyes : a kind of elfin mischief
with a sense of wrong-doing, like a naughty
child whose palate is still reminiscent of
illicit jam. ‘“Because,” he replied, with a
sound between a giggle and a chuckle,
“ because, in order to overcome his unbelief,
it was necessary to transform him into a one-
eyed mule of hideous appearance.”

“ What!” cried Horace. But, whether to
avoid thanks or explanations, the Jinnee had
disappeared with his customary abruptness.

“Fakrash!” shouted Horace, “Mr. Fakrash!
Come back! Do you hear? I must speak
to you!” There was no answer ; the Jinnee
might be well on his way to Lake Chad, or
Jericho, by that time—he was certainly far
enough from Great Cloister Street.
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CHAPTER XIIL

THE MESSENGER OF HOPE.
» JESSIE, the neat and pretty
parlourmaid, opened the door
with a smile of welcome which
"},\, P H(l)ral::e t;c:undhreasiuring. No
SNy Ay girl, he thought, whose master
LU@ had suddenly been transformed
into a mule could possibly smile like that.
The Professor, she told him, was not at
home, which again was comforting. For a
savant, however careless about his personal
appearance, would scarcely venture to brave
public opinion in the semblance of a
quadruped.

“Is the Professor out?” he inquired, to
make sure.

“ Not exactly out, sir,” said the maid, “but
particularly engaged, working hard in his
study, and not to be disturbed on no
account.”

This was encouraging, too, since a mule
could hardly engage in literary labour of any
kind. Evidently the Jinnee must either have
over-rated his supernatural powers, or else
have been deliberately amusing himself at
Horace’s expense.

“Then I will see Miss Futvoye,” he said.

“Miss Sylvia is with the master, sir,”
said the girl; “but if you'll come into the
drawing-room I'll let Mrs. Futvoye know you
are here.”

He had not been in the drawing-room
long before Mrs. Futvoye appeared, and one
glance at her face confirmed Ventimore’s
worst fears. Outwardly she was calm enough,
but it was only too obvious that her calmness
was the result of severe self-repression ; her
eyes, usually so shrewdly and placidly ob-
servant, had a haggard and hunted look ; her
ears seemed on the strain to catch some
distant sound.

“I hardly thought we should see you to-
day,” she began, in a tone of studied reserve;
“but perhaps you came to offer some ex-
planation of the extraordinary manner in
which you thought fit to entertain us last
night? If so——"

“The fact is,” said Horace, looking into
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his hat, “I came because I was rather
anxious about the Professor.”

“ About my husband ?” said the poor lady,
with a really heroic effort to appear surprised.
“ He is—as well as could be expected. Why
should you suppose otherwise?” she added,
with a flash of suspicion.

“1 fancied perhaps that—that he mightn’t
be quite himself to-day,” said Horace, with
his eyes on the carpet.

“1 see,” said Mrs. Futvoye, regaining her
composure ; “you were afraid that all those
foreign dishes might not have agreed with
him. But—except that he is a little irritable
this afternoon—he is much as usual.”

“I'm delighted to hear it,” said Horace,
with reviving hope. “ Do you think he
would see me for a moment ?”

“Great heavens, no!” cried Mrs. Futvoye,
with an irrepressible start; “I mean,” she
explained, “that, after what took place last
night, Anthony—my husband—very properly
feels that an interview would be too painful.”

“But when we parted he was perfectly
friendly.”

“I can only say,” replied the courageous
woman, ‘“that you would find him con-
siderably altered now.”

Horace had no difficulty in believing it.

“ At least, I may see Sylvia?” he pleaded.

“No,” said Mrs. Futvoye; “I really can’t
have Sylvia disturbed just now. She is very
busy, helping her father. Anthony has to
rcad a paper at one of his societies to-morrow
night, and she is writing it out from his
dictation.”

If any departure from strict truth can ever
be excusable, this surely was one; unfor-
tunately, just then Sylvia herself burst into
the room.

““ Mother,” she cried, without seeing Horace
in her agitation, “do come to papa, quick!
He has just begun kicking again, and I can’t
manage him alone. . . .. Oh, you here?”
she broke off, as she saw who was in the
room. “Why do you come here now,
Horace? Please, please go away! Papa is
rather unwell —nothing serious, only—oh, 4o
go away!”

Copyright, 1900, in the United States of America, by D. Appleton & Co.
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the bookcase were starred or shivered ;
precious Egyptian pottery and glass were
strewn in fragments on the carpet, and even
the mummy, though it still smiled with the
same enigmatic cheerfulness, seemed to have
suffered severely from the Professorial hoofs.

Horace instinctively felt that any words
of conventional sympathy would jar here;
indeed, the Professor’s attitude and expres-
sion reminded him irresistibly of a certain
“Blondin Donkey ” he had seen enacted by
music-hall artists, at the stage when it
becomes sullen and defiant. Only, he had
laughed helplessly at the Blondin Donkey,
and somehow he felt no inclination to laugh
now.

‘ Believe me, sir,” he began, “I would not
disturb you like this unless—steady there,
for Heaven’s sake, Professor, don’t kick till
you’ve heard me out!” . For the mule, in a
clumsy, shambling way which betrayed the
novice, was slowly revolving on his own axis
so as to bring his hind-quarters into action,
while still keeping his only serviceable eye
upon his unwelcome visitor.

“Listen to me, sir,” said Horace,
manceuvring in his turn.  “I’m not to blame
for this, and if you brain me, as you seem to
be endeavouring to do, you’ll simply destroy
the c’znly living man who can get you out of
this.

The mule appeared impressed by this, and
backed cumbrously into a corner, from which
he regarded Horace with a mistrustful, but
attentive, eye. “If, as I imagine, sir,” con-
tinued Horace, “you are, though temporarily
deprived of speech, perfectly capable of
following an argument, will you kindly signify
it by raising your right ear?” The mule’s
right ear rose with a sharp twitch.

“Now we can get on,” said Horace.
“First let me tell you that I repudiate all
responsibility for the proceedings of that
infernal Jinnee . . . I wouldn’t stamp like
that—you might go through the floor, you
know . . . Now, if you will only exercise a
little patience——"

At this the exasperated animal made a
sudden run at him with his mouth open,
which obliged Horace to shelter himself
behind a large leather arm-chair. “ You
really must keep cool, sir,” he remonstrated ;
“your nerves are naturally upset. If I
might suggest a little champagne—you could
manage it in—in a bucket, and it would help
you to pull yourself together. A whisk of
your—er—tail would imply consent.” The
Professor’s tail instantly swept some rare
Arabian glass lamps and vases from a shelf
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at his rear, whereupon Mrs. Futvoye went
out, and returned presently with a bottle
of champagne and a large china jardinidre,
as the best substitute she could find for a
bucket.

When the mule had drained the flower-
pot greedily and appeared refreshed Horace
proceeded : “I have every hope, sir,” he
said, “that before many hours you will be
smiling—pray don’t prance like that, I
mean what I say—smiling over what now

'seems to you, very justly, a most annoying

and serious catastrophe. I shall speak
seriously to Fakrash (the Jinnee, you know),
and I am sure that, as soon as he realizes
what a frightful blunder he has made, he
will be the first to offer you every reparation
in his power. For, old foozle as he is, he’s
thoroughly good-hearted.”

The Professor drooped his ears at this,
and shook his head with a doleful in-
credulity that made him look more like the
Pantomime Donkey than ever.

“T think I understand him fairly well by -
this time, sir,” said Horace, “and I’ll answer
for it that there’s no real harm in him. I
give you my word of honour that, if you’ll
only remain quiet and leave everything to
me, you shall very soon be released from this
absurd position. That’s all I came to tell
you, and now I won’t trouble you any longer.
If you cou/d bring yourself, as a sign that you
bear me no ill-feeling, to give me your—your
off-foreleg at parting, I ”

But the Professor turned his back in so
pointed and ominous a manner that Horace
judged it better to withdraw without insisting
further. “I’'m afraid,” he said to Mrs.
Futvoye, after they had rejoined Sylvia in
the drawing-room-—“I’m afraid your husband
is still a little sore with me about this
miserable business.”

“I don’t know what else you can expect,”
replied the lady, rather tartly ; “ he can’t help
feeling—as we all must and do, after what
you said just now—that, but for you, this
would never have happened ! ”

“If you mean it was all through my
attending that sale,” said Horace, “ you
might remember that I only went there at
the Professor’s request. You know that,
Sylvia.”

“Yes, Horace,” said Sylvia; “but papa
never asked you to buy a hideous brass bottle
with a nasty Genius in it. And anyone with
ordinary common sense would have kept it
properly corked !”

““What, you against me too, Sylvia!”

» cried Horace, cut to the quick.
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that he has not exactly distinguished himself
over his latest feat, and thinks it prudent to
keep out of my way for the present. But if
he fancies he’ll make things any better for
himself by that he’ll find himself mistaken.”

It was maddening to think of the unhappy
Professor still fretting away hour after hour in
the uncongenial form of a mule, waiting im-
patiently for the relief that never came. If it
lingered much longer he might actually
starve, unless his family thought of getting in
some oats for him, and he could be prevailed
upon to touch them. And how much longer
could they succeed in concealing the: nature
of his affliction? How long before all
Kensington and the whole civilized world
would know that one of the leading
Orientalists in Europe was restlessly prancing
on four legs around his study in Cottesmore
Gardens ? ' :

Racked by speculations such as these,
Ventimore lay awake till well into the small
hours, when he dropped off into troubled
dreams that, wild as they were, could not be
more grotesquely fantastic than the realities
to which they were the alternative.

CHAPTER XIIL
A CHOICE OF EVILS.

Nor even his morning tub could brace
Ventimore’s spirits to their usual cheerfulness.
After sending away his breakfast almost
untasted he stood at his window, looking
drearily out over the crude green turf of
Vincent Square at the indigo masses of the
Abbey and the Victoria Tower and the huge
gasometers to the right which loomed faintly
through a dun-coloured haze.

He felt a positive loathing for his office, to
which he had gone with such high hopes and
enthusiasm of late. There was no work for
him to do there any longer, and the sight of
his drawing-table and materials would, he
knew, be intolerable in their mute mockery.

Nor could he with any decency present
himself again at Cottesmore Gardens while
the situation still remained unchanged, as it
must do until he had seen Fakrash.

When would the Jinnee return, or—horrible
suspicion !—did he never intend to return
at all?

“ Fakrash !” he groaned aloud, *“you car’s
really mean to leave me in such a regular
deuce of a hole as this?”

‘ At thy service ! ” said a well-known voice
behind him, and he turned to see the Jinnee
standing smiling on the hearthrug—and at
this accomplishment of his dearest desire
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all his indignation surged back, irrationally
enough.

“Qh, there you are!” he said, irritably.
“ Where on earth have you been all this
time?”

“ Nowhere on earth,” was the bland reply ;
“but in the regions of the air, seeking to
promote thy welfare.”

“If you have been as brilliantly successful
up there as you have down here,” retorted
Horace, “I have much to thank you for.”

“1 am more than repaid,” answered the
Jinnee, who, like many most estimable
persons, was almost impervious to irony, “ by
such assurances of thy gratitude.”

“Pm nof grateful,” said Horace, fuming.
“I'm terribly annoyed !”

“ Well hath it been written,” replied the
Jinnee :—

Be disregardful of thine affairs, and commit them to
the course of Fate,

For often a thing that enrages thee may eventually be
to thee pleasing.

“] don't sece the remotest chance of that
in my case,” said Horace,

“Why is thy countenance thus troubled,
and what new complaint hast thou against
me?”

“What the deuce do you mean by turning
a distinguished and perfectly inoffensive
scholar into a walleyed mule?” Horace
broke out. “If that is your idea of a practical
joke——!”

“It is one of the easiest affairs possible,”
said the Jinnee, complacently running his
fingers through-the thin strands of his beard.
“I have accomplished such transformations
on several occasions.”

“Then you ought to be ashamed of your-
self, that’s all. The question is now—how
do you propose to restore him again ?”

“Far from undoing be that which is
accomplished ! ” was the sententious answer.

“What?” cried Horace, hardly believing
his ears; “you surely don’t mean to allow
that unbappy Professor to remain like that
for ever, do you?”

“None can alter what is predestined.”

“Very likely not. But 1t wasn’t decreed
that a learned man should be suddenly
degraded to a beastly mule for the rest of
his life. Destiny wouldn’t be such a fool ! ”

‘ Despise not mules, for they are useful
and valuable animals in the household.”

‘ But, confound it all, have you no imagi-
nation? Can’t you enter at all into the
feelings of a man—a man of wide learning
and reputation—suddenly plunged into such
a humiliating condition ?”
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the pallor due to sleeplessness and anxiety.
“It is kind of you to call and inquire,” she
said, with the unnatural calm of suppressed
hysteria. “ Dad is much the same this
morning. He had a fairly good night, and
was able to take part of a carrot for break-
fast—but I'm afraid he’s just remembered
that he has to read a paper on ‘Oriental
Occultism’ before the Asiatic Society this
evening, and it’s worrying him a little . . . .
Oh, Horace !” she broke out, unexpectedly,
‘*“ how perfectly awful all this is! How are
we to bear it?”

“Don’t give way, darling!” said Horace;
“you will not have to bear it much longer.”

“It’s all very well, Horace, but unless
something is done soon it will be too late.
We can’t go oz keeping a mule in the study
without the. servants suspecting something,
and where are we to put poor, dear papa?
It's too ghastly to think of his having to
be sent away to—to a Home of Rest for
Horses—and yet what #s to be done with
him? . . . Why do you come:if you can’t
do anything ?”

“I shouldn’t be here unless I could
bring you good news. You remember what
I told you about the Jinnee ?”

“ Remember !” cried Sylvia. “As if I
could forget! Has he really come back,
Horace?”

“Yes. I think I have brought him to
see that he has made a foolish mistake in
enchanting your unfortunate father, and he
seems willing to undo it on certain con-
ditions. He is somewhere within call at this
moment, and will come in whenever I give
the signal. But he wishes to speak to you
first.”

“To me? Oh, no, Horace!” exclaimed
Sylvia, recoiling, “I'd so much 1ather not.
I don't like things that have come out of
brass bottles. I shouldn’t know what to say,
and it would frighten me horribly.”

“You must be brave, darling!” said
Horace. ““ Remember that it depends on
you whether the Professor is to be restored
or not. And there’s nothing alarming about
old Fakrash, either. I've got him to put on
ordinary things, and he really doesn’t look so
bad in them. He’s quite a mild, amiable
old noodle, and he’ll do anything for you, if
you'll only stroke him down the right way.
You i/ see him, won’t you, for your father’s
sake ?”

“If I must,” said Sylvia, with a shudder,
““I—T'll be as nice to him as I can.”

Horace went to the window and gave the
signal, though there was no one in sight.

However, it was evidently seen, for the next
moment there was a resounding blow at the
front door, and a little later Jessie, the
parlourmaid, announced, “ Mr. Fatrasher
Larmash—to see Mr. Ventimore,” and the
Jinnee stalked gravely in, with his tall hat on
his head.

“You are probably not aware of it, sir,”
said Horace, “but it is the custom here to
uncover in the presence of a lady.” The
Jinnee removed his hat with both bands, and
stood silent and impassive.

“Let me present you to Miss Sylvia
Futvoye,” Ventimore continued, “the lady
whose name you have already heard.”

There was a momentary gleam in Fakrash’s
odd, slanting eyes as they lighted on Sylvia’s
shrinking figure, but he made no acknow-
ledgment of the introduction.

“The damsel is not without comeliness,”
he remarked to Horace; ‘“but there are
lovelier far than she.”

“I didn’t ask you for either criticisms or
comparisons,” said Ventimore, sharply;
“there is nobody in the world equal to Miss
Futvoye, in my opinion, and you will be good
enough to remember that fact. She is
exceedingly distressed (as any dutiful

. daughter would be) by the cruel and sense-

less trick you have played her father, and
she begs that you will rectify it at once.
Don'’t you, Sylvia?”

“Yes, indeed ! ” said Sylvia, almost in a
whisper, *if—if it isn’t troubling you too
much!”

“I have been turning over thy words in my
mind,” said Fakrash to Horace, still ignoring
Sylvia, “and I am convinced that thou art
right. Even if the contents of the seal were
known of all men they would raise no
clamour about affairs that concern them not.
Therefore it is nothing to me in whose hands
the seal may be. Dost thou not agree with
me in this?”

“ Of course I do,” said Horace. ‘ And it
naturally follows that——"

“It naturally follows, as thou sayeth,” said
the Jinnee, with a cunning assumption of
indifference, “that I have naught to gain by

demanding back the seal as the price of -

restoring this damsel’s father to his original
form. Wherefore, so far as I am concerned,
let him remain a mule for ever ; unless,
indeed, thou art ready to comply with my
conditions.”

“Conditions ! ” cried Horace, utterly un-
prepared for this conclusion. * What can
you possibly want from me? But state them.
I'll agree to amything, in reason!”
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Sylvia ; “you said you could do anything you
liked with him.”

“I’'m beginning to find,” he replied, rue-
fully enough, “that he’s not so easily managed
as I thought. And for the present, I'm
afraid, if we are to get the Professor out of
this, that there’s nothing for it but to humour
old Fakrash.”

“Then you actually advise me to—to
break it off ?” she cried; “I never thought
you would do that ! ”

“For your own sake,” said Horace ; ‘for
your father’s sake. If yow won’t, Sylvia, I
must. And you will spare me that? Let
us both agree to part, and—and trust that
we shall be united some day.”

“Don’t try to deceive me or yourself,
Horace,” she said; “if we part now, it will
be for ever.”

He had a dismal conviction that she was
right. “ We must hope for the best,” he said,
drearily ; “Fakrash may have some motive
in all this we don’t understand. Or he may
relent. But part we must, for the present.”

“Very well,” she said. “If he restores
dad, I will give you up. But not unless.”

“ Hath the damsel decided ?” asked the
Jinnee, suddenly re-appearing ; “for the
period of deliberation is past.”

“ Miss Futvoye and I,” Horace answered
for her, “are willing to consider our engage-
ment at an end, until you approve of its
renewal, on condition that you restore her
father at once.”

‘“ Agreed ! ” said Fakrash. “Conduct me
to him, and we will arrange the matter with-
out delay.”

Outside they met Mrs. Futvoye on her
way from the study. “ You here, Horace ?”
she exclaimed. *“ And who is this—gentle-
man?”

“This,” said Horace, “is the—er—author
of the Professor's misfortunes, and he has
come here at my request to undo his work.”

“It 7would be so kind of him !” exclaimed
the distressed lady, who was by this time
far beyond either surprise or resentment.
“I'm sure, if he knew ali we have gone
through——!” and she led the way to her
husband’s room.

As soon as the door was opened the
Professor seemed to recognise his tormentor
in spite of his changed raiment, and was so
powerfully agitated that he actually reeled on
his four legs, and “stood over” in a lament-
able fashion.

“ 0O, man of distinguished attainments!”
began the Jinnee, “ whom I have caused,
for reasons that are known unto thee, to
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assume the shape of a mule, speak, I adjure
thee, and tell me where thou hast deposited
the inscribed seal which is in thy possession.”

‘The Professor spoke; and the effect of
articulate speech proceeding from the mouth
of what was to all outward seeming an
ordinary mule was strange beyond descrip-
tion. “I’ll see you hanged first,”” he said,
sullenly. *You can’t do worse to me than
you’ve done already !”

“ As thou wilt,” said Fakrash ; “ but unless
I regain it, I will not restore ‘thee to what
thou wast.”

“Vell, then,” said the mule, savagely,
“you’ll find it in the top right-hand drawer
of my writing-table: the key is in that
diorite bowl on the mantelpiece.”

The Jinnee unlocked the drawer and took
out the metal cap, which he placed in the
breast pocket of his incongruous frock-coat.
“So far, well,” he said; ‘“next thou must
deliver up to me the transcription thou hast
made, and swear to preserve an inviolable
-secrecy regarding the meaning thereof.” -

“Do you know what you’re asking, sir?”
said the mule, laying back his ears viciously.
“Do you think that to oblige you I'm going
to suppress one of the most remarkable
discoveries of my- whole scientific career?
Never, sir—never ! ”

“Since if thou refusest I shall assuredly
deprive thee of speech once more and leave
thee a mule, as thou art now, of hideous
appearance,” said the Jinnee, ““ thou art like
to gain little by a discovery which thou wilt
be unable to impart. However, the choice
rests with thee.”

The mule rolled his one eye, and showed
all his teeth in a vicious snarl. “ You've got
the whip-hand of me,” he said, “and I may
as well give in. There’s a transcript inside
my blotting-case—it’s the only copy I've
made.”

Fakrash found the paper, which he rubbed
into invisibility between his palms, as any
ordinary conjurer might do.

“Now raise thy right forefoot,” he said,
“and swear by all thou holdest sacred never
to divulge what thou hast learnt” —which
oath the Professor, in the vilest of tzmpers,
took, clumsily enough.

“Good,” said the Jinnee, with a grim
smile. “ Now let one of thy women bring
me a cup of fair water.”

Sylvia went out, and came back with a
cup of water. “It's filtered,” she said,
anxiously ; “I don’t know if that will do?”

“It will suffice,” said Fakrash. * Let both
the women withdraw,”
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