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CHAPTER I.

HORACE VENTIMORE RECEIVES A COMMISSION.

HIS day six weeksâ��just six

weeks ago ! " Horace Venti-

more said, half aloud, to

himself, and pulled out his

watch. " Half-past twelveâ��

what was I doing at half-past

twelve ? "

As he sat at the window of his office in

Great Cloister Street, Westminster, he made

his thoughts travel back to a certain glorious

morning in August which now seemed so

remote and irrecoverable. At this precise

time he was waiting on the balcony of the

Hotel de la Plageâ��the sole hostelry of St.

Luc-en-Port, the tiny Normandy watering-

place upon which, by some happy inspiration,

he had lighted during a solitary

cycling tour â�� waiting until She

should appear.

He could see the whole scene :

the tiny cove, with the

violet shadow of the cliff

sleeping on the green

water; the swell of the

waves lazily lapping

against the diving-board

from which he

had plunged half

an hour before ;

he remembered

the long swim

out to the buoy ;

the exhilarated

anticipation with

which he had

dressed and

climbed the steep

path to the hotel

terrace.

For was he not

to pass the whole

remainder of that

blissful day in

Vol. zix.â��L

Sylvia Futvoye's society ? Were they not

to cycle together (there were, of course,

others of the party â�� but they did not

count), to cycle over to Veulettes, to

picnic there under the cliff, and ride backâ��

always togetherâ��in the sweet-scented dusk,

over the slopes, between the poplars or

through the cornfields glowing golden against

a sky of warm purple ?

Now he saw himself going round to

the gravelled courtyard in front of the hotel

with a sudden dread of missing her. There

was nothing there but the little low cart,

with its canvas tilt, which was to convey

Professor Futvoye and his wife to the place

of rendezvous.

'THE PICNIC UNDER THE CLIFF."
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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

archaeologist, 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 Aramaean 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 that

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 c/icvattx-de-frise,

above whose rust-attenuated 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 allâ��

and her people didn't seem to object to me.

â�¢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

differenceâ��not an unusual sequel to an ac-

quaintanceship begun in a Continental water-

ing-place. It was difficult to define, but

unmistakableâ��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 I can

get work of my own ? It's all I can do to

keep myself decently. I've no right to

dream of asking anyoneâ��to say nothing of

Sylviaâ��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 goodâ��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 spirit 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 fellowâ��though he does

build architectural atrocities, and seems to like

'em. Who am I to give myself airs ? He's

successfulâ��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-eighth 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 beautyâ��

models of manly beauty are rare out of

novels, and seldom interesting in them ; 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 the expression of the grey-blue eyes,
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which were remarkably frank and pleasant.

He was well made, and tall enough to escape

all danger of being described as short; fair-

haired and pale, without being unhealthily

pallid, in complexion, and he gave the

impression of being a man who took life as

it came, and whose sense of humour would

serve as a lining for most clouds that might

darken his horizon.

There was a rap at the door which com-

municated with Beevor's office, and Beevor

himself, a florid, thick-set man, with small

side-whiskers, burst in.

" I say, Ventimore, you didn't run off with

the plans for that house I'm building at

Larchmere, did you ? Becauseâ��ah, I see

you're looking over them. Sorry to deprive

you, but "

"Thanks, old fellow, take them, by all

means. I've seen all I wanted to see."

'SORRY TO DEPRIVE YOU, BUT "

"Well, I'm just off to Larchmere now.

Want to be there to check the quantities,

and there's my other house at Fittlesdon. I

must go on afterwards and set it out, so I

shall probably be away some days. I'm

taking Harrison down, too. You won't be

wanting him, eh ? "

Ventimore laughed. " I can manage to do

nothing without a clerk to help me. Your

necessity is greater than mine. Here are the

plans."

" I'm rather pleased with 'em myself, you

know," said Beevor; " that roof ought to

look well, eh ? Good idea of mine lighten-

ing the slate with that ornamental tile-work

along the top. You saw I put in one of

your windows with just a trifling addition. I

was almost inclined to keep both gables

alike, as you suggested, but it struck me a

little varietyâ��one red brick and the other

' parged 'â��would be more out of the way."

"Oh, much," agreed Ventimore, knowing

that to disagree was useless.

" Not, mind you," continued Beevor, " that

I believe in going in for too much originality

in domestic architecture. The average client

no more wants an original house than he

wants an original hat; he wants something

he won't feel a fool in. I've often thought,

old man, that perhaps the reason why you

haven't got on you don't mind my speak-

ing candidly, do you ? "

"Not a bit," said Ventimore, cheerfully.

" Candour's the cement of friendship. Dab

it on."

" Well, I was only going to say

that you do yourself no good by all

those confoundedly unconventional

ideas of yours. If you had your

chance to-morrow, it's my belief

you'd throw it away by insisting on

some fantastic fad or other."

"These speculations are a trifle

premature, considering that there

doesn't seem the remotest prospect

of my ever getting a chance at all."

" I got mine before I'd set ti[j

six months," said Beevor. "The

great thing, however," he went on,

with a flavour of personal applica-

tion, " is to know how to use it

when it does come. Well, I must

be off if I mean to catch that one

o'clock from Waterloo. You'll see

to anything that may come in for

me while I'm away, won't you, and

let me know ? Oh, by the way,

the quantity surveyor has just

sent in the quantities for that

schoolroom at Woodford â�� do you mind

running through them and seeing they're

right ? And there's the specification for the

new wing at Tusculum Lodgeâ��you might

draft that some time when you've nothing else

to do. You'll find all the papers on my desk.

Thanks awfully, old chap."

And Beevor hurried back to his own room,

where for the next few minutes he could be

heard bustling Harrison, the clerk, to make

haste; then a hansom was whistled for, there

were footsteps down the old stairs, the sounds

of a departing vehicle on the uneven stones,

and after that silence and solitude.
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It was not in Nature to avoid feeling a

little envious. Beevor had work to do in the

world: even if it chiefly consisted in profaning

sylvan retreats by smug or pretentious villas,

it was still work which entitled him to

consideration and respect in the eyes of all

right-minded persons.

And nobody believed in Horace; as yet

he had never known the satisfaction of seeing

the work of his brain realized in stone and

brick and mortar; no building stood any-

where to bear testimony to his existence and

capability long after he himself should have

passed away.

It was not a profitable train of thought,

and, to escape from it, he went into Beevor's

room and fetched the dov'iments he had

mentionedâ��at least they would keep him

occupied until it was time to go to his club

and lunch. He had no sooner

settled down to his calcula-

tions, however, when he heard

a shuffling step

on the landing,

followed by a

knock at Beevor's

office-door. "More

work for Beevor,"

he thought; "what

luck the fellow

has! I'd better

go in and explain

that he's just left

town on business."

But on entering

the adjoining

room he heard the

knocking repeated

â��this time at his

own door; and

hastening back to

put an end to this

somewhat undignified form of hide-

and-seek, he discovered that this visitor

at least was legitimately his, and was, in

fact, no other than Professor Anthony

Futvoye himself.

The Professor was standing in the door-

way peering short-sightedly through his convex

glasses, his head protruded from his loosely-

fitting great-coat with an irresistible sug-

gestion of an inquiring tortoise. To Horace

his appearance was more welcome than that

of the wealthiest client â�� for why should

Sylvia's father take the trouble to pay him

this visit unless he still wished to continue

the acquaintanceship ? It might even be

that he was the bearer of some message or

invitation.

So, although to an impartial eye the

Professor might not seem the kind of

elderly gentleman whose society would pro-

duce any wild degree of exhilaration, Horace

was unfeignedly delighted to see him.

" Extremely kind of you to come and

see me like this, sir," he said, warmly, after

establishing him in the solitary arm-chair,

reserved for hypothetical clients.

"Not at all. I'm afraid your visit to

Cottesmore Gardens some time ago was

somewhat of a disappointment."

" A disappointment ? " echoed Horace, at

a loss to know what was coming next.

" I refer to the factâ��which possibly, how-

ever, escaped your notice "â��-explained the

Professor, scratch-

ing his scanty

patch of grizzled

whisker with a

touch of irasci-

bility, " that I my-

self was not at

home on that

occasion."

" Indeed, I was

greatly disap-

pointed," said

Horace, " though

of course I know

how much you are

engaged. It's all

the more good of

you to spare time

to drop in for a

chat just now."

" I've not come

to chat, Mr. Ven-

timore. I never

chat. I wanted to

see you about a

matter which I

thought you might

be so obliging as

to But I ob-

serve you are busy

attend to such a

"THE PROFESSOR WAS

STANDING IN THE DOORWAY."

â��probably too busy to

small affair."

It was clear enough now; the Professor

was going to build, and had decidedâ��could

it be at Sylvia's suggestion ?â��to intrust the

work to him ! But he contrived to subdue

any self-betraying eagerness, and reply (as he

could with perfect truth) that he had nothing

on hand just then which he could not lay

aside, and that if the Professor would let

him know what he required, he could take it

up at once.

" So much the better," said the Professor;
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"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 pocketsâ��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."

" I 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. Lucâ��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

Kakada 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 should 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 catalogueâ��or stay, could you look

in some time after dinner this evening, and

let me know how you got on ?â��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 courseâ��but

what of that ? After all, he was Sylvia's

parent.

" Even with my luck," he was thinking, " 1
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" ' DON'T EXCEED MY LIMITS,' HE SAID."

ought to succeed in getting at least one or

two of the lots he's marked ; and if I can only

please him, something may come of it."

And in this sanguine mood Horace entered

Messrs. Hammond's well-known auction

rooms. *

CHAPTER II.

A CHEAP LOT.

IN spite of the fact that it was the luncheon

hour when Ventimore reached Hammond's

Auction Rooms, he found the big, skylighted

gallery where the sale of the furniture and

effects of the late General Collingham was

proceeding crowded to a degree which

showed that the deceased officer had some

reputation as a connoisseur.

The narrow green baize tables below the

auctioneer's rostrum were occupied by pro-

fessional dealers, one or two of them women,

who sat, paper and pencil in hand, with

much the same air of apparent apathy and

real vigilance that may be noticed in

the Casino at Monte Carlo. Around them

stood a decorous and businesslike crowd,

mostly dealers, of various types. On a

magisterial-looking bench sat the auctioneer,

conducting the sale with a judicial impar-

tiality and dignity which forbade him, even

in his most laudatory comments, the faintest

accent of enthusiasm.

The October sunshine, striking through

the glazed roof, re-gilded the tarnished gas-

stars, and suffused the dusty atmosphere

with palest gold. But somehow the utter

absence of excitement in the crowd, the calm,

methodical tone of the auctioneer, and the

occasional mournful cry of " Lot here, gentle-

men !" from the porter when any article was

too large to move, all served to depress

Ventiinore's usually mercurial spirits.

For all Horace knew, the collection as a

whole might be of little value, but it very soon

became clear that others besides Professor

Futvoye had singled out such gems as there

were, also that the Professor had considerably

under-rated the prices they were likely to

fetch.

Ventimore made his bids with all possible

discretion, but time after time he found the

competition for some perforated mosque

lantern, engraved ewer, or ancient porcelain

tile so great that his limit was soon reached,

and his sole consolation was that the article

eventually changed hands for sums which

were very nearly double the Professor's

estimate.

Several dealers and brokers, despairing of

a bargain that day, left, murmuring profanities;

most of those who remained ceased to take a

serious interest in the proceedings, and con-

soled themselves with cheap witticisms at

every favourable occasion.

The sale dragged slowly on, and, what with

continual disappointment and want of food,

Horace began to feel so weary that he was

glad, as the crowd thinned, to get a seat at

one of the green baize tables, by which time

the skylights had already changed from livid

grey to slate colour in the deepening dusk.

A couple of meek Burmese Buddhas had

just been put up, and bore the indignity of

being knocked down for nine-and-sixpence

the pair with a dreamy, inscrutable simper ;

Horace only waited for the final lot marked

by the Professorâ��an old Persian copper-

bowl, inlaid with silver and engraved round

the rim with an inscription from Hafiz.

The limit to which he was authorized to

go was two pounds ten; but, so desperately

anxious was Ventimore not to return empty-

handed, that he had made up his mind to

bid an extra sovereign if necessary, and say

nothing about it.

However, the bowl was put up, and the

bidding soon rose to three pounds ten, four

pounds, four pounds ten, five pounds, five

guineas, for which last sum it was acquired

by a bearded man on Horace's right, who

immediately began to regard his purchase

with a more indulgent eye.

Ventimore had done his best, and failed ;
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there was no reason now why he should stay

a moment longerâ��and yet he sat on, from

sheer fatigue and disinclination 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 beg 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. 2533.

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, sirâ��sardines ? "

'â�¢ I don't represent it as having anything

inside it," said the auctioneer. " If you want

to know my opinion, I think there's money

in it."

" 'Ow 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.

I'm merely suggesting the thing itself may be

worth more than it looks."

"Ah, it might be that without 'urting

itself!"

" Well, well, don't let us waste time. Look

Vol. xb.â��2.

upon 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. â�¢ 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 scrutinized it carefully, but made

no bid.

" That's all right, you know," he whispered

in Horace's ear. "That's good stuff, that is.

If I was you, I'd 'ave that."

" Seven . shillingsâ��eightâ��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

1 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 againâ��" I won't

go beyond fifteen," he thought.

"Fifteen. It's against you, sir. Any

advance on fifteen ? Sixteenâ��this very



10

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

quaint old Oriental bottle going for only

sixteen shillings."

" After all," thought Horace, " I don't

mind anything under a pound for it." And

he bid seventeen shillings. " Eighteen,"

cried his rival, a short, cheery, cherub-faced

little dealer, whose neighbours adjured him

to " sit quiet like a good little boy and not

waste his pocket-money."

" Nineteen !" said Horace. " Pound !"

answered the cherubic man.

" A pound only bid for this grand brass

vessel," said the auctioneer, indifferently.

" All done at a pound ? "

Horace thought another shilling or two

would not ruin him, and nodded.

" A guinea. For the last time. You'll lose

it, sir," said the auctioneer to the little man.

" Go on, Tommy. Don't you be beat.

Spring another bob on it, Tommy," his

friends advised him ironically, but Tommy

shook his head, with the air of a man who

knows when to draw the line. " One guinea

â��and that's not half its value ! Gentleman

on my left," said the auctioneer, more in

sorrow than in angerâ��and the brass bottle

became Ventimore's property.

He paid for it, and, since he could hardly

walk home nursing a large metal bottle with-

out attracting an inconvenient amount of

attention, directed that it should be sent to

his lodgings at Vincent Square.

But when he was out in the fresh air, walk-

ing westxvard to his club, he found himself

wondering more and more what could have

possessed him to throw away a guineaâ��

when he had few enough for legitimate ex-

pensesâ��on an article of such exceedingly

problematical value.

' THE BRASS BOTTLE BECAME VENTIMORE S PROPERTY.

CHAPTER III.

AN UNEXPECTED OPENING.

VENTIMORE made his way to Cottesmore

Gardens that evening in a highly inconsistent,

not to say chaotic, state of mind. The

thought that he would presently see Sylvia

again made his blood course quicker, while

he was fully determined to say no more to

her than civility demanded.

At one moment he was blessing Professor

Futvoye for his happy thought in making use

of him ; at another he was bitterly recognis-

ing that it would have been better for

his peace of mind if he had been left

alone. Sylvia and her mother had

no desire to see more of him ; if

they had, they would have asked him

to come before this. No doubt they

would tolerate him now for the

Professor's sake ;

but who would not

rather be ignored

than tolerated ?

The more often

he saw Sylvia the

more she would

make his heart

ache with vain

longingâ��whereas

he was getting al-

most reconciled to

her indifference ;

he would very

soon be cured if

he didn't see her.

Why should he

see her ? He need

not go in at all.

He had merely to

leave the catalo-

gue with his com-

pliments, and the

Professor would

learn all he wanted

to know.
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On second thoughts he must go inâ��if

only to return the bank-note. But he would

ask to see the Professor in private. Most

probably he would not be invited to join his

wife and daughter, but if he were, he could

make some excuse. They might think it a

little oddâ��a little discourteous, perhaps; but

they would be too relieved to care much

about that.

When he got to Cottesmore Gardens, and

was actually at the door of the Futvoyes'

house, one of the neatest and demurest

in that retired and intensely respectable

thoroughfare, he began to feel a craven hope

that the Professor might be out, in which

case he need only leave the catalogue and

write a letter when he got home, reporting

his non-success at the sale, and returning the

note.

And, as it happened, the Professor was

out, and Horace was not so glad as he

thought he should be. The maid told

him that the ladies were in the drawing-

room, and seemed to take it for granted

that he was coming in, so he had himself

announced. He would not stay longâ��

just long enough to explain his business

there, and make it clear that he had

no wish to force his

acquaintance upon

them. He found Mrs.

Futvoye in the farther

part of the pretty double

drawing-room, writing

letters, and Sylvia, more

dazzlingly fair than ever

in some sort of gauzy

black frock with a helio-

trope sash and a bunch

of Parma violets on her

breast, was comfortably

established with a book

in the front room, and

seemed surprised, if not

resentful, at having to

disturb herself.

" I must apologize,"

he began, with an in-

voluntary stiffness, " for

calling at this very un-

ceremonious time; but

Professor "

" I know all about it," interrupted Mrs.

Futvoye, brusquely, while her shrewd, light-

grey eyes took him in with a cool stare that

was humorously observant without being

aggressive. " We heard how shamefully my

husband abused your good-nature. Really,

it was too bad of him to ask a busy man

like you to put aside his work and go and

spend a whole day at that stupid auction !"

"Oh, I'd nothing particular to do. 1 can't

call myself a busy manâ��unfortunately," said

Horace, with that frankness which scorns to

conceal what other people know perfectly

well already.

"Ah, well, it's very nice of you to make

light of itâ��but he ought not to have done it

â��after so short an acquaintance, too. And

to make it worse, he has had to go out

unexpectedly this evening, but he'll be back

before very long, if you don't mind waiting."

" There's really no need to wait," said

Horace, " because this catalogue will tell

him everything, and, as the particular things

he wanted went for much more than he

thought, I wasn't able to get any of them."

" I'm sure I'm very glad of it," said Mrs.

>â�¢

the fact is, the

' ' I MUST APOLOGIZE,' HE BEGAN."

Futvoye, " for his study is crammed with

odds and ends as it is, and I don't want the

whole house to look like a museum or an

antiquity shop. I'd all the trouble in the

world to persuade him that a great gaudy

gilded mummy-case was not quite the thing

for a drawing-room. But, please sit down,

Mr. Ventimore."

" Thanks," stammered Horace, " butâ��
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but I mustn't stay. If you will tell the

Professor how sorry I was to miss him, and

â�¢â��and give him back this note which he left

with me to cover any deposit, I â�� I 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 !" said 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, I won't detain youâ��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 thatâ��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. " I think

I'd better go and hurry her up."

" Please don'tâ��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 whoâ��

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, andâ��and wonders what

one" 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 ? "

" I 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 himâ��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 himâ��or to any of you ? "

" You looked anything but delighted when

you came in just nowâ��you looked as if your

one idea was to get it over as soon as you

could. You know perfectly well you're

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 againâ��but it

wasn't the same thing. Oh, I saw it in your

face directlyâ��you became conventional and

distant and horrid, and it made me horrid

too; and you went away determined that

you wouldn't see 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 I 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 you were changed, that you wished

to forget, and wished me to forgetâ��only I

can'tâ��that we had been friends for a short

time. And though I never blamed youâ��it

was natural enoughâ��it hit me pretty hardâ��

so hard that I didn't feel anxious to repeat

the experience."
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" Did it hit you hard ? " said Sylvia, softly.

" Perhaps I minded too, just a very little.

However," she added, with a sudden smile,

that made two enchanting dimples in her

cheeks, " it only shows how much more

sensible it is to have things out. Now

perhaps you won't persist in keeping away

from us ? "

"I believe," said Horace, gloomily,-still

determined not to let any direct avowal pass

his lips, " it would be best that I should keep

away."

Her half-closed eyes shone through their

long lashes ; the violets on her breast rose and

fell. <; I don't think'I understand," she said,

in a tone that was both hurt and offended.

There is a

pleasure in yield-

ing to some temp-

tations that more

than compensates

for the pain of any

previous resist-

ance. Come what

might, he was not

going to be mis-

understood any

longer.

" If I must tell

you," he said,

"I've fallen des-

perately, hope-

lessly, in love with

you. Now you

know the reason."

"It doesn't

seem a very good

reason for want-

ing to go away

and never see me

again. Does it ? "

" Not when I've no right to speak to you

of love?"

" But you've done that! "

" I know," he said, penitently ; " I

couldn't help it. But I never meant to. It

slipped out. I quite understand how hope-

less it is."

" Of course, if you are so sure as all that,

you are quite right not to try."

" Sylvia ! You can't mean thatâ��that you

do care, after all ? "

" Didn't you really see ? " she said, with a

low, happy laugh. " How stupid of you !

And how dear ! "

He caught her hand, which she allowed to

rest contentedly in his. " Oh, Sylvia ! Then

you doâ��you do ! But, my God, what a

selfish brute I am ! For we can't marry. It

'[ QUITE UNDERSTAND HOW HOPELESS IT IS.

may be years before I can ask you to come

to me. Your father and mother wouldn't

hear of your being engaged to me."

" Need they hear of it just yet, Horace ? "

" Yes, they must. I should feel a cur if

I didn't tell your mother, at all events."

" Then you sha'n't feel a cur, for we'll go

and tell her together." And Sylvia rose and

went into the farther room, and put her

arms round her mother's neck. " Mother,

darling," she said, in a half whisper, " it's

really all your fault for writing such very

long letters, butâ��butâ��we don't exactly

know how we came to do itâ��but Horace

and I have got engaged somehow. You

aren't very angry, are you ? "

"I think you're both ex-

tremely foolish," said Mrs.

Futvoye, as she extricated her-

self from Sylvia's arms and

turned to face Horace.

" From all I hear, Mr.

Ventimore, you're not in

a position to

marry at present."

"Unfortunately,

no," said Horace;

" I'm making

nothing as yet.

But my chance

must come some

I don't ask you to

give me Sylvia til! then."

" And you know you

like Horace, mother ! "

pleaded Sylvia. " And

I'm ready to wait for him, any time.

Nothing will induce me to give him

up, and I shall never, never care for

anybody else. So you see you may

just as well give us your consent! "

" I'm afraid I've been to blame," said Mrs.

Futvoye. " I ought to have foreseen this at

St. Luc. Sylvia is our only child, Mr. Venti-

more, and I would far rather see her happily

married than making what is called a 'grand

match.' Still, this really does seem rutlier

hopeless. I am quite sure her father would

never approve of it. Indeed, it must not be

mentioned to him â�� he would only be

irritated."

" So long as you are not against us," said

Horace, " you won't forbid me to see her ? "

" I believe I ought to," said Mrs. Futvoye;

" but I don't object to your coming here

occasionally, as an ordinary visitor. Only

understand thisâ��until you can prove to my

husband's satisfaction that you are able to

support Sylvia in the manner she has been

day.
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' VUC AREN T VERY ANGRV,

ARE YOU?"

accustomed to,

there must be no

formal engagement.

I think 1 am en-

titled to ask that

of you."

She was so clearly

within her rights, and so much more in-

dulgent than Horace had expectedâ��for he

had always considered her an unsentimental

and rather worldly womanâ��that he accepted

her conditions almost gratefully. After all,

it was enough for him that Sylvia returned

his love, and that he should be allowed to

see her from time to time.

" It's rather a pity," said Sylvia, medita-

tively, a little later, when her mother had

gone back to her letter-writing, and she and

Horace were discussing the future ; " it's

rather a pity that you didn't manage to get

something at that sale. It might have helped

you with papa."

" Well, I did get something, on my own

account," he said, " though I don't know

whether it is likely to do me any good with

your father." And he told her how he had

come to acquire the brass bottle.

" And you actually gave a guinea for it ? "

said Sylvia, " when you could probably get

exactly the same thing, only better, at

Liberty's for about seven - and - sixpence !

Nothing of that sort has any charms for papa,

unless it's dirty and dingy and centuries old."

"This looks all that. I only bought it

because, though it wasn't down on the cata-

logue, I had a fancy that it might interest the

Professor."

" Oh !" cried Sylvia, clasping her pretty

hands, "if only it does, Horace! If it

turns out to be tremendously rare and

valuable! I do believe dad would be so

delighted that he'd consent to anything.

Ah, that's his step outside .... he's

letting himself in. Now, mind you don't

forget to tell him about that bottle."

The Professor did not seem in the

sweetest of humours as he entered the

drawing-room. "Sorry I was obliged to

be from home, and there was nobody

but my wife and daughter here to enter-

tain you. But I am glad you stayed â��

yes, I'm rather glad you stayed."

" So am I, sir," said Horace, and pro-

ceeded to give his account of the sale,

which did not serve to improve the Pro-

fessor's temper. He thrust out his under

lip at certain items in the catalogue. " I

wish I'd gone myself," he said; " that

bowl, a really fine example of sixteenth

century Persian work, going for only five

guineas ! I'd willingly have given ten

for it. There, there, I thought I could

have depended on you to use your judg-

ment better than that."

"If you remember, sir, you strictly

limited me to the sums you marked."

" Nothing of the sort," said the Professor,

testily; " my marginal notes were merely

intended as indications, no more. You

might have known that if you had secured

one of the things at any price I should have

approved."

Horace had no grounds for knowing any-

thing of the kind, and much reason for

believing the contrary, but he saw no use in

arguing the matter further, and merely said

he was sorry to have misunderstood.

"No doubt the fault was mine," said

the Professor, in a tone that implied the

opposite. " Still, making every allowance for

inexperience in these matters, I should have

thought it impossible for anyone to spend a

whole day bidding at a place like Hammond's

without even securing a single article."

" But, dad," put in Sylvia, " Mr. Ventimore

did get one thingâ��on his own account. It's

a brass bottle, not down in the catalogue,

but he thinks it may be worth something

perhaps. And he'd very much like to have

your opinion."

" Tchah ! " said the Professor. " Some

modern bazaar work, most probably. He'd

better have kept his money. What was this

bottle of yours like, now, eh ? "

Horace described it. " H'm. Seems to

be what the Arabs call a ' kum-kum,' probably
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used as a sprinkler, or to hold rose-water.

Hundreds of 'em about," commented the

Professor, crustily.

" It had a lid, riveted or soldered on,"

said Horace; " the general shape was some-

thing like this ..." And he made a rapid

sketch from memory, which the Professor

took reluctantly, and then adjusted his glasses

with some increase of

interest

" Ha â�� the form is

antique, certainly. And

the top hermetically

fastened, eh? That

looks as if it might con-

tain something."

" You don't think it

has a genie inside, like

the sealed jar the fisher-

man found in the

Arabian Nights?" cried

Sylvia. " What fun if it

had !"

" By genie, I presume

you mean a Jinnee,

which is the more

correct and scholarly

term," said the Professor.

" Female, Jinneeyeh, and

plural, Jinn. No, I do

not contemplate that as

a. probable contingency.

But it is not quite im-

possible that a vessel

closed as Mr. Ventimore

describes may have been designed

as a receptacle for papyri or other

records of archaeological interest,

which may be still in preserva-

tion. I should recommend you,

sir, to use the greatest precaution

in removing the lid â�� don't expose the

documents, if any, too suddenly to the outer

air, and it would be better if you did not

handle them yourself. I shall be rather

curious to hear whether it really does contain

anything, and if so, what."

" I will open it as carefully as possible,"

said Horace, "and whatever it may contain,

you may rely upon my letting you know at

once."

He left shortly afterwards, encouraged by

the radiant trust in Sylvia's eyes, and thrilled

by the secret pressure of her hand at parting.

He had been amply repaid for all the

hours he had spent in the close sale-room.

His luck had turned at last : he was

going to succeed ; he felt it in the air, as if

he were already fanned by Fortune's pinions.

I WISH ID GONE

MYSELF.' HE SAID.

Still thinking of Sylvia, he let himself into

the semi-detached old-fashioned house on the

north side of Vincent Square, where he had

lodged for some years. It was nearly twelve

o'clock, and his landlady, Mrs. Rapkin, and

her husband had already gone to bed.

Ventimore went up to his sitting room, a

comfortable apartment with two long windows

opening on to a trellised

veranda and balcony, a

room which, as he had

furnished and decorated

it himself to suit his

own tastes, had none of

the depressing ugliness

of typical lodgings.

It was quite dark, for

the season was too mild

for a fire, and he had to

grope for the matches

before he could light

his lamp. After he had

done so and turned up

the wicks, the first object

he saw was the bulbous,

long - necked jar which

he had bought that after-

noon, and which now

stood on the stained

boards near the mantel-

piece. It had been

delivered with unusual

promptitude.

Somehow he felt a

sort of repulsion at the

sight of it. " It's a beastlier

looking object than 1 thought,"

he said to himself, disgustedly.

" A chimney-pot would be about

as decorative and appropriate in

my room. What a thundering

ass I was to waste a guinea on it ! I

wonder if there really is anything inside it.

It is so infernally ugly that it ought to be

useful. The Professor seemed to fancy it

might hold documents, and he ought to

know. Anyway, I'll find out before I turn in."

He grasped it by its long, thick neck, and

tried to twist the cap offâ��but it remained

firm, which was not surprising, seeing that it

was thickly coated with a lava-like crust.

" I must get some of that off first, and

then try again," he decided, and after foraging

downstairs, he returned with a hammer and

chisel, with which he chipped away the crust

till the line of the cap was revealed, and an

uncouth metal knob that seemed to be a catch.

This he tapped sharply for some time,

and again attempted to wrench off the
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lid. Then he gripped the vessel between

his knees and put forth all his strength,

while the bottle seemed to rock and

heave under him in sympathy. The

cap was beginning to give way, very

slightly; one last wrenchâ��and it

FEI.T A SORT OF REPULSION

AT THE SIGHT OF IT."

came off in his hand with such suddenness

that he was flung violently backwards, and

hit the back of his head smartly against an

angle of the wainscot.

He had a vague impression of the bottle

lying on its side, with dense volumes of hiss-

ing, black smoke pouring out of its mouth

and towering up in a gigantic column to the

ceiling ; he was conscious, too, of a pungent

and peculiarly overpowering perfume. " I've

got hold of some sort of infernal machine," he

thought, " and I shall be all over the square

in less than a second ! " And, just as he

arrived at this cheerful conclusion, he lost

consciousness altogether.

He could not have been unconscious

for more than a few seconds, for when he

opened his eyes the room was still thick

with smoke, through which he dimly dis-

cerned the figure of a stranger, who seemed

of abnormal and almost colossal height.

But this must have been an optical illusion

caused by the magnifying effects of the

smoke ; for, as it cleared, his visitor proved

to be of no more than ordinary stature. He

was elderly, and, indeed, venerable of appear-

ance, and wore an Eastern robe and head-

dress of a dark-

green hue. He

stood there with

uplifted hands,

uttering some-

thing in a loud

tone and a lan-

guage unknown

to Horace.

V e n t i m ore,

being still some-

what dazed, felt

no surprise at see-

ing him. Mrs.

Rapkin must have

let her. second

floor at lastâ��to

some Oriental.

He would have

preferred an

Englishman as a

fellow-lodger, but

this foreigner

must have noticed

the smoke and

rushed in to offer

assistance, which was both neighbourly and

plucky of him.

" Awfully good of you to come in, sir," he

said, as he scrambled to his feet. " I don't

know what's happened exactly, but there's no

harm done. I'm only a trifle shaken, that's

all. By the way, I suppose you can speak

English ? "

" Assuredly I can speak so as to be under-

stood by all whom I address," answered the

stranger. " Dost thou not understand my

speech ? "

" Perfectly, now," said Horace. " But

you made a remark just now which I

didn't follow â�� would you mind repeating

it?"

" I said : ' Repentance, O Prophet of

God ! I will not return to the like conduct

ever.'"

" Ah," said Horace. " I daresay you were

rather startled. So was I when I opened

that bottle."

" Tell meâ��was it indeed thy hand that

removed the seal, O young man of kindness

and good works?"

" I certainly did open it," said Ventimore,

"though I don't know where the kindness

comes inâ��for I've no notion what was inside

the thing."

" / was inside it," said the stranger,

calmly.

(To be continued.)



The Brass Bottle.

BY F. ANSTEY.

Author of " Vice-l'ersit," etc., etc.

CHAPTER IV.

AT LARGE.

O you were inside that bottle,

were you ? " said Horace,

blandly. "How singular!"

He began to realize that he

had to deal with an Oriental

lunatic, and must humour

him to some extent. Fortunately he did not

seem at all dangerous, though

undeniably eccentric-looking.

His hair fell in disorderly pro-

fusion from under his high

turban about his cheeks, which

were of a uniform pale rhubarb

tint; his grey beard streamed

out in three thin strands, and

his long, narrow eyes, opal in

hue, and set rather wide apart

and at a slight angle, had a

curious expression, part slyness

and part childlike simplicity.

"Dost thou doubt that I

speak truth ? I tell thee that

I have been confined in that

accursed vessel for countless

centuriesâ��how long, I know

not, for it is beyond calcu-

lation."

" I should hardly have

thought from your appearance,

sir, that you had been so many

years in bottle as all that,"

said Horace, politely, " but

it's certainly time you had a

change. May I, if it isn't

indiscreet, ask how you came

into such a very uncomfortable

position? But probably you

have forgotten by this time."

"Forgotten!" said the

other, with a sombre red glow

in his opal eyes. " Wisely

was it written : ' Let him that

desireth oblivion confer bene-

fitsâ��but the memory of an

injury endureth for ever.' /

forget neither benefits nor

injuries."

" An old gentleman with a

grievance," thought Venti-
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more. "And mad into the bargain. Nice

person to have staying in the same house

with one !"

" Know, O best of mankind," continued

the stranger, " that he who now addresses

thee is Fakrash-el-Aamash, one of the Green

Jinn. And I dwelt in the Palace of the

Mountain of the Clouds above the City of

Babel in the Garden of Irem, which thou

doubtless knowest by repute ? "

" I fancy I have heard of it,"

said Horace, as if it were an

address in the Court Directory.

" Delightful neighbourhood."

"I had a kinswoman, Bedeea-

el-Jemal, who possessed incom-

I FORGET NEITHER BENEFITS NOR INJURIES.

of America, by D. Appleton & Co.
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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 Rejrnoos, the son of Ibicesâ��may he be

for ever accursed ! â�� 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, you 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

Suleymanâ��on whom be peace !â��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 badâ��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

you."

" 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

shall receive."

" Poor old chap ! " thought Horace, " he's

very cracked indeed. He'll be wanting to

give me a present of some sort soonâ��and of

course I can't have that .... My dear

Mr. Fakrash," he said, aloud, " I've done

nothingâ��nothing at allâ��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

â��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 â��a man who builds houses and

churchesâ��mosques, you knowâ��in fact, any-

thing, when he can get it to build."

" A useful calling indeedâ��and one to be

rewarded with fine gold."

VoL xix.â��19-

" In my case," Horace confessed, " the

reward has been too fine to be perceived. In

other words, I've never been rewarded,

because I've never yet had the luck to get a

client."

" And what is this client of whom thou

speakest?"

" Oh, well, some well-to-do merchant who

wants a house built for him and doesn't

care how much he spends on it. There must

be lots of them aboutâ��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

hardly 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 forâ��which, between ourselves, I

am, though nobody's discovered it yetâ��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 I 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."

" I will search for him, even unto the

uttermost ends of the earth ! "
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" That's rightâ��you're sure to find him in

one of them. Only, don't you see, it's no

use starting to-nightâ��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 careâ��the poor old boy really

isn't fit to go about alone ! "

" I will start nowâ��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 nowâ��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

â��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 eveningâ��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 sureâ��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

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 fabricâ��

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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" I don't know. Don't get anything in

for me ; I shall most probably dine at the

club,'1 said Horace; and Mrs. Rapkin, who

had a confirmed belief that all clubs were

hotbeds of vice and extravagance, sniffed

disapproval. " By the way," he added, " if

a kind of brass pot is sent here, it's all right.

I bought it at a sale yesterday. Be careful

how you handle itâ��it's rather old."

"There was a vawse come late last night,

sir ; I don't know if it's that, it's old-fashioned

enough."

" Then will you bring it up at once,

please ? I want to see it."

Mrs. Rapkin retired, to re-appear presently

with the brass bottle. " I thought you'd

have noticed it when you come in last night,

sir," she explained, "for I stood it in the

corner, and when I see it this morning it was

layin' o' one side and looking that dirty and

disrespectable I took it down to give it a

good clean, which it wanted it."

It certainly looked rather the better for

it, and the marks or scratches on the cap

were more distinguishable, but Horace

was somewhat disconcerted to find that

part of his dream was trueâ��the bottle

had been there.

"I hope I've done nothing wrong,"

said Mrs. Rapkin, observing his ex-

pression ; " I only used a little warm

ale to it, which is a capital thing for

brass-work, and gave it a scrub with

'") ' Vitrolia ' soap â�� but it would take

' more than that to get all the muck off

of it."

" It is all right, so long as you didn't

try to get the top off," said Horace.

" Why, the top was off it, sir. I

thought you'd done it with the 'ammer

and chisel when you got 'ome," said

his landlady, staring. "I found them

'ere on the carpet."

Horace started. Then that part was

true, too ! "Oh, ah," he said, " I believe

I did. I'd forgotten. That reminds me.

Haven't you let the room above toâ��

to an Oriental gentlemanâ��a native,

you knowâ��wears a green turban ? "

" That I most certainly 'ave not, Mr.

Ventimore," said Mrs. Rapkin, with emphasis,

" nor wouldn't. Not if his turbin was all the

colours of the rainbowâ��for I don't "old with

such. Why, there was Rapkin's own sister-

in-law let her parlour floor to a Horientalâ��a

Parsee he was, or one o' them Hafrican tribes

â��and reason she 'ad to repent of it, for all

his gold spectacles! Whatever made you

fancy I should let to a blackamoor ? "

" Oh, I thought I saw somebody aboutâ��

erâ��answering that description, and I won-

dered if "

" Never in this 'ouse, sir. Mrs. Steggars,

next door but one, might let to such, for all

I can say to the contrary, not being what

you might call particular, and her rooms
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more suitable to savage notionsâ��but I've

enough on my hands, Mr. Ventimore, attend-

ing to youâ��not keeping a girl to do the

waiting, as why should I while I'm well able

to do it better myself?"

As soon as she relieved him of her presence

he examined the bottle : there

was nothing whatever inside

it, which disposed of all the

hopes he had entertained from

that quarter.

It was not difficult to ac-

count for the visionary Oriental

as an hallucination

probably inspired

by the heavy fumes

(for he now believed

in the fumes) which

had doubtless re-

sulted from the

rapid decomposi-

tion of some long-

buried spices or

similar substances

suddenly exposed

to the air.

If any further explanation

were needed, the accidental

blow to the back of his

head, together with the

latent suggestion from the

" Arabian Nights," would

amply provide it.

So, having settled these

points to his entire satisfac-

tion, he went to his office in

Great Cloister Street, which he now had

entirely to himself, and was soon engaged in

drafting the specification for Beevor on which

he had been working when so fortunately

interrupted the day before by the Professor.

The work was more or less mechanical,

and could bring him no credit and little

thanks, but Horace had the happy faculty of

doing thoroughly whatever he undertook, and

as he sat there by his wide-open window, he

soon became entirely oblivious of all but the

task before him.

So much so that, even when the light

became obscured for a moment, as if by

some large and opaque body in passing, he

did not look up immediately, and, when he

did, was surprised to find the only arm-chair

occupied by a portly person, who seemed to

be trying to recover his breath.

" I beg your pardon," said Ventimore ; " I

never heard you come in."

His visitor could only wave his hand in

courteous deprecation, under which there

seemed a suspicion of bewildered embarrass-

ment. He was a rosy-gilled, spotlessly-clean,

elderly gentleman, with white whiskers ; his

eyes, just then slightly protuberant, were

shrewd, but genial; he had a wide, jolly

mouth and a double chin. He was dressed

like a man who is above disguis-

ing his prosperity; he wore a

large, pear-shaped pearl in his

crimson scarf, and had probably

only lately discarded

his summer white hat.

I BEG YOUR PARDON,

I NEVER HEARD YOU COME IN.

" My dear sir," he began, in a rich, throaty

voice, as soon as he could speak ; " my

dear sir, you must think this is a most

unceremonious way ofâ��ah !â��dropping in

on youâ��of invading your privacy."

"Not at all," said Horace, wondering

whether he could possibly intend him to

understand that he had come in by the

window. "I'm afraid there was no one to

show you inâ��my clerk is away just now."

"No matter, sir, no matter. I found my

way up, as you perceive, The important, I

may say the essential, fact is that I am here."

"Quite so," said Horace; "and may I

ask what brought you ? "

"What brought " the stranger's eyes

grew fishlike for the moment. " Allow me,

Iâ��1 shall come to thatâ��in good time. I

am still a littleâ��as you can see." He glanced

round the room. " You are, I think, an

architect, Mr. ahâ��Mr. um ?"

" Ventimore is my name," said Horace,

" and I am an architect."
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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 1 have the name here.

And an architect, Mr. Ventimore, so Iâ��I

am given to understand, of immense ability."

" I'm afraid I can't claim to be that," said

Horace, " but I may call myself fairly

competent."

"Competent? Why, of course you're

competent. Do you suppose, sir, that I, a

practical business man, should come to any

one who was not competent? " he said, with

exactly the air of a man trying to convince

himselfâ��against his own judgmentâ��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. / need

no recommendation but my own judgment.

Iâ��ahâ��have a tolerable acquaintance with

all that is going on in the art world, and I

have come to the conclusion, Mr.â��ehâ��ahâ��

Ventimore, I repeat, the deliberate and un-

assisted conclusion, that you are the one man

living who can do what 1 want."

" Delighted to hear it," said Horace,

genuinely gratified. " When did you see

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, 1 act, sir, I act. And, to

come to the point, I have a small commis-

sionâ��unworthy, I am quite aware, of yourâ��

ahâ��distinguished talent â�� which I should

like to put in your hands."

" Is lie 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 see. I'm not sure

whether "

" I'll put the matter in a nutshell, sirâ��in a

nutshell. My name is Wackerbath, Samuel

Wackerbathâ��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 thinkingâ��as I was saying to

a friend only just now, as we were crossing

Westminster Bridgeâ��I've been thinking of

building myself a little place there, just a

humble, unpretentious home, where I 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 I wanted 'em â�� 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,

theâ��ahâ��unassuming elegance of an English

country home. And you're the manâ��I feel

more convinced of it with every word you

sayâ��you're the man to do the job in styleâ��

ahâ��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.

" I 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 Croesusâ��though I won't

say I'm a pauper precisely â�� and, as I

remarked before, I prefer comfort to

splendour. I don't think I should be justified

in going beyondâ��well, say sixty thousand."

" Sixty thousand ! " exclaimed Horace,

who had expected about a tenth of that sum.

" Oh, not more than sixty thousand ? I see."

" I 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 couldâ��ahâ��run me up something that in

a modest way would take the shine out ofâ��I

mean to say eclipseâ��anything in the adjoin-

ing counties ? "

" I 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 theâ��I should

say, versed in the minutia 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 matterâ��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 youâ��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 againâ��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 zestâ��the dappled

grey and salmon 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

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. Yentimore,"

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 bon-

/tamie.

"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, " Iâ��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 thisâ��no idea at all. I was under the

impression that you volunteered to act as

escort to my wife and daughter at St. Luc
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purely out of good nature to relieve me from

whatâ��to a man of my habits in that extreme

heatâ��would have been an arduous and dis-

tasteful duty."

" 1 was not wholly unsel- ;-,.

fish, I admit," said Horace.

'DEAR ME! I'D NO IDEA OF THIS.*

" I fell in love with your daughter, sir, the

first day I met herâ��only I felt I had no

right, as a poor man with no prospects, to

speak to her or you at that time."

"A very creditable feelingâ��but I've yet to

' learn why you should have overcome it."

So, for the third time, Ventimore told the

story of the sudden turn in his fortunes.

" I know this Mr. Samuel Wackerbath by

name," said the Professor ; " one of the chief

partners in the firm of Akers and Coverdale,

the great estate agentsâ��a most influential

man, if you can only succeed in satisfying

him."

" Oh, I don't feel any misgivings about

that, sir," said Horace. " I mean to build

him a house that will be beyond his wildest

expectations, and you see that in a year I

shall have earned several thousands, and I

need not say that I will make any settlement

you think proper when I marry "

"When you are in possession of those

thousands," remarked the Professor, drily,

" it will be time enough to talk of marrying

and making settlements. Meanwhile,

if you and Sylvia choose to consider

yourselves engaged, I won't objectâ��

only I must insist on having your

promise that you won't persuade her

to marry you without her mother's

and my consent."

Yentimore gave this undertaking

willingly enough, and they returned to

the drawing-room. Mrs. Futvoye could

hardly avoid asking Horace, in his

new character of fiance, to stay and

dine, which it need not be said he

was only too delighted to do.

" There is one thing, my dearâ��

erâ��Horace,'' said the Pro-

fessor, solemnly, after dinner,

when the neat parlourmaid

had left them at dessert, " one

thing on which I think it my

duty to caution you. If you

are to justify the confidence

we have shown in sanctioning

your engagement to Sylvia,

you must curb this propensity

of yours to needless extrava-

gance."

" Papa ! " cried Sylvia.

" What could have made you think Horace

extravagant ? "

" Really," said Horace, " I shouldn't have

called myself particularly so."

" Nobody ever does call himself particularly

extravagant," retorted the Professor ; " but I

observed at St. Luc that you habitually gave

fifty centimes as a pourboire when twopence,

or even a penny, would have been hand-

some. And no one with any regard for the

value of money would have given a guinea

for a worthless brass vessel on the bare

chance that it might contain manuscripts,

which (as anyone could have foreseen) it did

not."

" But it's not a bad sort of bottle, sir,"

pleaded Horace. " If you remember, you

said yourself the shape was unusual. Why

shouldn't it be worth all the money, and

more ? "

" To a collector, perhaps," said the Pro-

fessor, with his wonted amiability, " which

you are not. No, I can only call it a sense-

less and reprehensible waste of money."

"Well, the truth is," said Horace, "I

bought it with some idea that it might

interest you."

"Then you were mistaken, sir. It does
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not interest me. \Vhy should I be interested

in a metal jar which, for anything that

appears to the contrary, may have been cast

the other day at Birmingham ? "

" But there is something," said Horace ;

''a seal or inscription of some sort engraved

on the cap. Didn't I mention it ?"

" You said nothing about an inscrip-

tion before," replied the Professor,

with rather more interest.

" What is the characterâ��

Arabic ? Persian ? Kufic ? "

"I really couldn't say â��

it's almost rubbed out â��

queer little triangular marks,

something like birds' foot-

prints."

"That sounds like Cuneiform," said the

Professor, " which would seem to point to a

Phoenician origin. And, as I am acquainted

with no Oriental brass earlier than the ninth

century of our era, I should regard your

description as, a priori, distinctly unlikely.

However, I should certainly like to have

an opportunity of examining the bottle for

myself some day."

" Whenever you please, Professor. When

can you come ? "

"Why, I'm so much occupied all day that

I can't say for certain when I can get up to

your office again."

" My own days will be fairly full now,"

said Horace ; "and the thing's not at the

office, but in my rooms at Vincent Square.

Why shouldn't you all come and dine quietly

there some evening next week, and then you

could examine the inscription comfortably

afterwards, you know, Professor, and find out

what it really is? Do say you will." He

was eager to have the privilege of entertain-

ing Sylvia in his own rooms for the first

time.

" No, no," said the Professor ; " I see no

reason why you should be troubled with the

entire family. I may drop in alone some

evening and take the luck of the pot, sir."

"Thank you, papa," put in

i Sylvia ; " but / should like to

come too, please, and hear what

you think of Horace's

bottle. And I'm dying

to see his rooms. I

believe they're fear-

fully luxurious."

" I trust," observed

her father, "that they

are far indeed from

answering that des-

cription. If they did,

I should consider it

a most unsatisfactory

indication of Horace's

character."

" There's nothing

magnificent about

them, I assure you,"

said Horace. "Though

it's true I've had them

done up and all that

sort of thing at my

own expense â�� but

quite simply. I

couldn't afford to

spend much on them.

But do come and see

them. I must have a

little dinner, to celebrate my good fortuneâ��

it will be so jolly if you'll all three come."

" If we do come," stipulated the Professor,

" it must be on the distinct understanding

that you don't provide an elaborate banquet.

Plain, simple, wholesome food, well cooked,

such as we have had this evening, is all that

is necessary. More would be ostentatious."

" My dear dad ! " protested Sylvia, in

distress at this somewhat dictatorial speech.

" Surely you can leave all that to Horace ! "

" Horace, my dear, understands that, in

speaking as I did, I was simply treating him

as a potential member of my family." Here

Sylvia made a private little grimace. " No

young man who contemplates marrying should

allow himself to launch into extravagance on

the strength of prospects which, for all he

can tell," said the Professor, genially, " may

prove fallacious. On the contrary, if his

affection is sincere, he will incur as little

expense as possible, put by every penny he

can save, rather than subject the girl he

I CAN ONLY CALL IT A SENSELESS
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professes to love to the ordeal of a long

engagement. In other words, the truest

lover is the best economist."

"I quite understand, sir," said Horace,

good-temperedly; " it would be foolish of

me to attempt any ambitious form of enter-

tainmentâ��especially as my landlady, though

an excellent plain cook, is not exactly a

cordon bleu. So you can come to my modest

board without misgivings."

Before he left, a provisional date for the

dinner was fixed for an evening towards the

end of the next week, and Horace walked

home, treading on air rather than hard paving-

stones, ana " striking the stars with his up-

lifted head."

The next day he went down to Lipsfield

and made the acquaintance of the whole

evening, having spent a pleasant day and

learnt enough of his client's requirements,

and â�� what was even more important â��

those of his client's wife and daughters, to

enable him to begin work upon the sketch

plans the next morning.

He had not been long in his rooms at

Vincent Square, and was still agreeably

engaged in recalling the docility and ready

appreciation with which the Wackerbaths had

received his suggestions and rough sketches,

their compliments and absolute confidence in

his skill, when he had a shock which was as

disagreeable as it was certainly unexpected.

For the wall before him parted like a film,

and through it stepped, smiling benignantly,

the green-robed figure of Fakrash-el-Aamash

the Jinnee.

'THE WACKERBATH FAMILY WERE ALL

ENTHUSIASTIC ABOUT THE

PROPOSED COUNTRY HOUSE."

Wackerbath family, who were all enthusiastic

about the proposed country house. The site

was a fine one, and would command exten-

sive views. He came back to town the same

Vol. xi*.â��20.

CHAPTER VI.

EMBARRAS DE RICHESSES.

VENTIMORK had so thoroughly convinced

himself that the released Jinnee was purely a

creature of his own

imagination, that he

rubbed his eyes with a

start, hoping that they

had deceived him.

"Stroke thy head, O

merciful and meritorious

one," said his visitor,

" and recover thy faculties

to receive good tidings.

For it is indeed I â��

Fakrash - el - Aamash â��

whom thou beholdest."

"I â��I'm delighted to

see you," said Horace,

as cordially as he could.

" Is there anything I can

do for you ? "

" Nay, for hast thou

not done me the greatest

of all services by setting

me free ? To escape out

of a bottle is pleasant.

And to thee I owe my

deliverance."

It was all true, then :

he had really let an im-

prisoned Genius, or

Jinnee, or whatever it

was, out of that bottle !

He knew he could not

be dreaming now â�� he only wished he

were. However, since it was done, his best

course seemed to be to put a good face on

it, and persuade this uncanny being some-
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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. Iâ��I

rather understood you to say that you were

starting on a journey in search of Solomon ? "

" I have been, and returned. For I visited

sundry cities in his dominions, hoping that

by chance 1 might hear news of him, but I

refrained from asking directly lest thereby 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 I did

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 forâ��for a very ordinary act of

courtesy, I should be obliged to decline

it."

" 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, I 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

to his pride; for the moment he could only

gasp : " Youâ��you 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 nameâ��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

wellâ��but never 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 I

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 aloneâ��you'll only make them

worse. Forgive me, my dear Mr. Fakrash,

I'm afraid I must seem most ungrateful ;

but â��but I was so taken by surprise. And,

really, I am extremely obliged to you. For,

though the means you took wereâ��were a

little irregular, you have done me a very

great service."

" It is naught," said the Jinnee, " compared

to those I 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

hard labour ?" asked Fakrash, in wonder.

" It is not thus with the Jinn."

" I love my work for its own sake," said

Horace, " and then, when I have finished it,
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I shall have earned a very fair amount of

moneyâ��which is particularly important to

me just now."

"And why, my son, art thou so desirous

of obtaining riches ? "

" Because," said Horace, " unless a man is

tolerably well off in these days he cannot

hope to marry."

Fakrash smiled with indulgent compassion.

" How excellent is the saying of one of old :

' He who adventureth upon matrimony is

like unto one who thrusteth his hand into a

sack containing many thousands of serpents

and one eel. Yet, if Fate so decree, he may

draw forth the eel.' And thou art comely,

and of an age when it is natural to desire the

love of a maiden. Therefore, be of good

heart and a cheerful

eye, and it may be

that, when I am more

at leisure, I shall find

thee a helpmate who shall rejoice thy

soul."

" Please don't trouble to find me anything

of the sort ! " said Horace, hastily, with a

mental vision of some helpless and scandalized

stranger being shot into his dwelling like

coals. " I assure you I would much rather

win a wife for myself in the ordinary way â��

as, thanks to your kindness, I have every

hope of doing before long."

" Is there already some damsel for whom

thy heart pineth ? If so, fear not to tell me her

names and dwelling-place, and I will assuredly

obtain her for thee."

But Ventimore had seen enough of the

Jinnee's Oriental methods to doubt his tact

and discretion where Sylvia was concerned.

" No, no ; of course not. I spoke generally,"

he said. " It's exceedingly kind of you â�� but

I do wish I could make you understand that

I am overpaid as it is. You have put me in

the way to make a name and fortune for

myself. If I fail, it will be my own fault.

And, at all events, I want nothing more from

you. If you mean to find Suleyman (on

whom be peace !) you must

go and live in the East alto-

gether â�� for he certainly isn't

over here ; you must give up

your whole time to it, keep

as quiet as possible, and don't

be discouraged by any reports

you may hear. Above all,

never trouble your head about

me or my affairs again ! "

" O, thou of wisdom and

eloquence," said Fakrash,

" this is most excellent advice.

T^T I will go then, but may I

drink the cup of

perdition if I

become unmind-

ful of thy bene-

volence ! "

And, raising

his joined hands

above his head

as he spoke, he

sank, feet fore-

most, through the

carpet and was

gone.

"Thank Hea-

ven," thought

Ventimore, " he's

taken the hint at

last. I don't

think I'm likely

" ' PLEASE DON'T TROUBLE TO FIND ME ANYTHING OP THE SORT,' SAID HORACE, HASTILY.'

tO S6C
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of him. I feel an ungrateful brute for

saying so, Imt 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

over 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.

\Vackerbath 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 him 1 There would

certainly be an end to his engagement.

After all, he had uot 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 comesâ��only too seldom in

most casesâ��a revelation of latent power that

he had not dared to hope for. 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,

he was very much in love, very happy, and

very busyâ��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; but 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 menu. " 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 servedâ��as you know

so well how to do it."

" I 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 unmodified.

After protracted mental conflict, she

grudgingly suggested gravy soupâ��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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substituted smelts, which he opposed by a

happy inspiration of turbot and lobster sauce.

The sauce, however, presented insuperable

difficulties to her mind, and she offered a

compromise in the form of codâ��which he

finally accepted as a fish which the Professor

could hardly censure for ostentation.

Next came the no less difficult questions

of entree or no entree, of joint and bird.

" What's in season just now? " said

Horace ; " let me see " â�� and

glanced out of

window as he

spoke, as though

in search of some

outside suggestion

. . . "Camels, by

Jove," he suddenly

exclaimed.

" Camels, Mr.

Ycntimore, sir ? "

repeated Mrs. Rap-

kin, in some be-

wilderment, and ther., re-

membering that he was given

to untimely flipp.incy, she

gave a tolerant little cough.

"I'll be shot if they aren't

camels ! " said Horace. " What do

you make of 'em, Mrs. Rapkin ? "

Out of the faint mist which hung

over the farther end of the

square advanced a proces-

sion of tall, dust-coloured

animals, with long, delicately

poised necks and a mincing

gait. Even Mrs. Rapkin

could not succeed in making

anything of them

except camels.

"What the deuce

does a caravan of

camels want in

Vincent Square ? "

said Horace, with

a sudden qualm

for which he could

not quite account.

"Most likely

they belong to the

Barnum Show, sir," suggested his landlady.

" 1 did hear they were coming to Olympia

again this year."

" Why, of course," cried Horace, intensely

relieved. " It's on their way from the

Docksâ��at least, it isn't out of their way. Or

probably the main road's up for repairs.

That's itâ��they'll turn off to the left at the

corner. See, they've got Arab drivers with

them. Wonderful how the fellows manage

them."

" It seems to me, sir," said Mrs. Rapkin,

" that they're coming our wayâ��they seem to

be slopping outside."

" Don't talk such infernal 1 beg your

pardon, Mrs. Rapkin : but why on earth

should Barnum and Bailey's camels come

out of their way to call on me ? It's

ridiculous, you

know!" said

Horace, irritably.

"Ridicklous it

may be, sir," she

retorted, "but

they're all layin'

" A CAKAVAN OF CAMELS."

down on the road opposite our

door, as you can seeâ��and them

niggers is making signs to you to

come out and speak to 'em."

It was true enough. One by

one the camels, which were ap-

parently of the purest breed, folded

themselves up in a row like camp-stools at a

sign from their attendants, who were now

making profound salaams towards the

window where Ventimore was standing.

" I suppose I'd better go down and see

what they want," he said, with rather a sickly

smile. "They may have lost the way to

Olympia I only hope Fakrash isn't

at the bottom of this," he thought, as he
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went downstairs. " But he'd come himselfâ��

at all events, he wouldn't send me a message

on such a lot of camels ! " As he appeared on

the doorstep all the drivers flopped down

and rubbed their flat, black noses on the

curbstone.

" For Heaven's sake get

up!" said Horace, angrily.

" This isn't Hammersmith.

Turn to the left, into the

Vauxhall Bridge Road, and

ask a policeman the nearest

way to Olympia."

" Be not angry with thy

slaves!" said the head

driver, in excellent English.

" We are here by command

of Fakrash-el-Aamash, our

lord, whom we are bound

to obey. And we have

brought thee these as gifts."

crowd collecting already, and I don't want

to have a constable here."

He returned to his rooms, where he found

Mrs. Rapkin paralyzed with amazement.

"Itâ��it's all right," he said; "I'd forgotten

" ALL THE DRIVERS FLOPPED DOWN.'

" My compliments to your master," said

Horace, between his teeth, "and tell him

that a London architect has no sort of

occasion for camels. Say that I am extremely

obliged â�� but am compelled to decline

them."

" O highly born one," explained the

driver, "the camels are not a giftâ��but the

loads which are upon the camels. Suffer us,

therefore, since we dare not disobey our

lord's commands, to carry these trifling

tokens of his goodwill into thy dwelling and

depart in peace."

Horace had not noticed till then that,

every camel bore a heavy burden, which the

attendants were now unloading. " Oh, if

you must!" he said, not too graciously,

" only do look sharp about itâ��there's a

â��it's only a few Oriental

things from the place where

that brass bottle came

from, you know. They've

left them hereâ��on approval."

"Seems funny their sending their goods

'ome on camels, sir, doesn't it?" said

Mrs. Rapkin.

" Not at all funny ! " said Horace; " they

â�� they're an enterprising firmâ��their way of

advertising."

One after another, a train of dusky attend-

ants entered, each of whom deposited his

load on the floor with a guttural grunt and

retired backward, until the sitting-room was

blocked with piles of sacks, and bales, and

chests, whereupon the head driver appeared

and intimated that the tale of gifts was com-

plete. " I wonder what sort of tip this fellow

expects," thought Horace ; "a sovereign seems

shabbyâ��but it's all I can run to. I'll try

him with that."
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But the overseer repudiated all idea of a

gratuity with stately dignity, and as Horace

saw him to the gate, he found a stolid con-

stable by the railings.

" This won't do, you know," said the con-

stable ; "these 'ere camels must move onâ��or

I shall 'ave to interfere."

" It's all right, constable," said Horace,

pressing into his hand the sovereign the head

driver had rejected : " they're going to move

on now. They've brought

me a few presents fromâ��

from a friend of mine in the

East."

By this time the attendants

had mounted the kneeling

camels, which rose with

them, and swung off round

the square in a long, sway-

ing trot that soon left the

crowd far behind, staring

blankly after the caravan as

camel after camel disap-

peared into the haKe.

"I shouldn't mind knowin'

that friend o' yours, sir,"

said the constable ; " open-

'anded sort o' gentleman, I

should think?"

" Very]! " said Horace,

savagely, and returned to

his room, which Mrs. Rapkin

had now left.

His hands shook, though

not with joy, as he untied

some of the sacks and bales

and forced open the out-

landish - looking chests, the

contents of which almost

took away his breath.

For in the bales were

carpets and tissues which he "T

saw at a glance must be of

fabulous antiquity and beyond all price ; the

sacks held golden ewers and vessels of strange

workmanship and pantomimic proportions ;

the chests were full of jewels â�� ropes of

creamy-pink pearls as large as average onions,

strings of uncut rubies and emeralds, the

smallest of which would have been a tight

fit in an ordinary collar-box, and diamonds,

roughly facetted and polished, each the size

of a cocoanut, in whose hearts quivered a

liquid and prismatic radiance.

On the most moderate computation, the

total value of these gifts would probably

greatly exceed a hundred millions; never

probably in the world's history had any

treasury contained so rich a store.

It would have been difficult for anybody,

. V J

; CONTENTS ALMOST TOOK AWAY HIS BREATH."

on suddenly finding himself the possessor of

this immense incalculable wealth, to make

any comment quite worthy of the situation ;

but, surely, none could have been more

inadequate and, indeed, inappropriate than

Horace'sâ��which, heartfelt as it was, was con-

fined to the simple monosyllableâ��"Damn !"

(To be continued.)



The Brass Bottle.

BY F. ANSTEY.

Author of " Vice- I'crsd" etc., etc.

CHAPTER VII.

"GRATITUDEâ��A LIVELY SENSE OF FAVOURS

TO COME."

OST men on suddenly finding

^yrf-y. ./, themselves in possession of

\ 20?B?A I 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-

domsâ��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-

Copyright, 1900, in the United States

eluded Horace, " is a pauper compared with

me !"

But there was another considerationâ��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 ! Look at it how you

will, it's not convincing. I fancy I can

guess what he'd say. And what an ass I

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 :â��

BOTTLED BILLIONS.

AMAZING ARABESQUES BY AN ARCHI-

TECT.

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 she 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-

of America, by D. Appleton & Co.
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natural being And her father and motherâ��

would they allow her to marry a man,

however rich, whose wealth came from such a

questionable source? No one would believe

that he had not made some unholy bargain

before consenting to set this incarcerated

spirit fieeâ��he, who had acted in absolute

ignorance, who had persistently declined all

reward after realizing what he had done !

No, it was too much. Try as he might to

do justice to the Jinnee's gratitude and

generosity, he could not restrain a bitter

resentment at the utter want of consideration

shown in overloading him with gifts so

useless and so compromising. No Jinneeâ��

however old, however unfamiliar with the

world as it is nowâ��had any right to be such

a fool !

And at this, above the ramparts

and bales, which occupied all the

available space in the room,

appeared Mrs. Rapkin's face.

" I was going to ask you, sir,

before them parcels came," she

of sacks

"ABOVE THE RAMPARTS OF SACKS AND BALES AI-I'EARED

MRS. RAPKIN'S FACE."

began, with a dry cough of disapproval,

" what you would like in the way of ongtray

to-morrow night. I thought if I could find a

sweetbread at all reasonable "

To Horaceâ��surrounded as he was by

incalculable riches â�� sweetbreads seemed

incongruous just then; the transition of

thought was too violent.

" I can't bother about that now, Mrs.

Rapkin," he said ; " we'll settle it to-morrow.

I'm too busy."

" I suppose most of these things will have

to go back, sir, if they're only sent on approval

like ? "

If he only knew where and how he could

send them back ! " Iâ��I'm not sure," he

said ; " I may have to keep them."

" Well, sir, bargain or none, I wouldn't

have 'em as a gift myself, being so dirty and

fusty; they can't be no use

to nobody, not to mention

there being no room to

move with them blocking

up all the place. I'd better

tell Rapkin to carry 'em all

upstairs out of people's

way."

"Certainly not," said

Horace, sharply, by no means

anxious for the Rapkins to dis-

cover the real nature of his

treasures. " Don't touch them,

either of you. Leave them

exactly as they are, do you

understand ? "

" As you please, Mr. Venti-

more, sir, only, if they're not

to be interfered with, I don't

see myself how you're going

to set your friends down to

dinner to-morrow, that's all."

And, indeed, considering

that the table and every avail

able chair, and even the floor

were heaped so high with

valuables that Horace himself

could only just squeeze his

way between the piles, it did

seem as if his guests might

find themselves inconveniently

cramped.

" It will be all right," he

said, with an optimism he was

very far from feeling; " we'll manage some-

howâ��leave it to me."

Before he left for his office he took the

precaution to baffle any inquisitiveness on

the part of his landlady by locking his sitting-

room door and carrying away the key, but it
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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. t

He flung down the dividers 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. " I

got stuck over my work for the moment,

and it worried me a littleâ��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 â�� 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

dignityâ��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, andâ��and I've no idea what to do with

such a superabundance."

"A superfluity of good things is good,"

was the Jinnee's sententious reply.

" Not in my particular case. Iâ��I quite

feel your goodness and generosity; but,

indeed, as I told you before, it's really

impossible for me to accept any such

reward."

Fakrash's - brows contracted slightly.

"How. sayest thou that it is impossibleâ��

seeing that these things are already in thy

possession ? "

Vol. xix.â��36-

â�¢ " I know," said Horace ; " butâ��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 ratherâ��

if you're sure you don't mindâ��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 forâ��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 have rewarded me already," said

Horace, " by contriving that a wealthy mer-

chant should engage me to build him a

residence. Andâ��forgive my plain speaking

â��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 not make me happy. On

the contrary, they are making me extremely

uncomfortable."

'â�¢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 delicacy 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 I needn't tell

you, Mr. Fakrash, riches alone don't make

any fellow happy. You must have observed

that they're apt toâ��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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whom be peace !). Yet even he doth not

utterly despise them, for he hath gold and

ivory and precious stones in abundance.

Nor hitherto have I ever met a human being

capable of rejecting them when offered.

But, since thou seemest sincere in holding

that my poor and paltry gifts will not

advance thy welfare, and since I would do

thee good and not evilâ��be it even as thou

wouldst. For excellently was it said : ' The

worth of a present depends not on itself, nor

on the giver, but on the receiver alone.' "

Horace could hardly believe that he had

really prevailed. " It's extremely good of

you, sir," he said, " to take it so

well. And if you could let that

caravan call for them as soon as

possible, it would be a great

convenience to me. I meanâ��

erâ��the fact is, I'm expecting a

few friends to dine with me to-

morrow, and, as my rooms are

rather small at the best of times,

I don't quite know how I can

manage to entertain them at all

unless something is done."

" It will be the easiest of

actions," replied Fakrash; "there-

fore, have no fear that, when the

time cometh, thou wilt not be

able to entertain thy friends in

manner. And for the caravan, it shall set

out without delay."

" By Jove, though, I'd forgotten one

thing," said Horace : " I've locked up the

room where your presents areâ��they won't

be able to get in without the key."

" Against the servants of the Jinn neither

bolts nor bars can prevail. They shall enter

therein and remove all that they brought

thee, since it is thy desire."

"Very many thanks," said Horace. " And

you do really understand that I'm every bit

as grateful as if I could keep the things ?

You see, I want all my time and all rny

energies to complete the designs for this

building, which," he added, gracefully, " I

should never be in a position to do at all,

but for your assistance."

"On my arrival," said Fakrash, " I heard

thee lamenting the difficulties of the taskâ��

wherein do they consist ? "

" Oh," said Horace, " it's a little difficult

to please all the different people concerned,

and myself too. I want to make something

of it that I shall be proud of, and that will

give me a reputation. It's a large house, and

there will be a good deal of work in itâ��but

I shall manage it all right."

" This is a great undertaking indeed,"

remarked the Jinnee, after he had asked

various by no means unintelligent ques-

tions and received the answers. " But be

persuaded that it shall all turn out most

fortunately and thou shall obtain great re-

nown. And now," he concluded, " I am

fitting

" THIS IS A GREAT UNDERTAKING INDEED."

compelled to take leave of thee, for I am

still without any certain tidings of Suleyman."

"You mustn't let me keep you," said

Horace, who had been on thorns for some

minutes lest Beevor should return and find

him with his mysterious visitor. " You see,"

he added, instructively, " so long as you will

neglect your own much more important

affairs to look after mine, you can hardly

expect to make much progress, can you ? "

" How excellent is the saying," replied the

Jinnee : " ' The time which is spent in doing

kindnesses call it not wasted.' "

" Yes, that's very good," said Horace,

feeling driven to silence this maxim, if

possible, with one of his own invention. " But

we have a saying tooâ��how does it go ? Ah,

I remember. ' It is possible for a kindness

to be more inconvenient than an injury.'"
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" Marvellously gifted was he who discovered

such a saying !" cried Fakrash.

" I imagine," said Horace, " he learnt it

from his own experience. By the way, what

place were you thinking of drawingâ��I mean

tryingâ��next for Suleyman ?"

" I purpose to repair to Nineveh, and

inquire there."

" Capital," said Ventimore, with hearty

approval, for he hoped that this would take

the Jinnee some little time. " Wonderful

city, Nineveh, from all I've heardâ��though

not quite what it used to be, perhaps. Then

there's Babylonâ��you might go on there.

And if you shouldn't hear of him there, why

not strike down into Central Africa, and do

that thoroughly ? Or South America, it's a

pity to lose any chanceâ��you've never been

to South America yet ? "

" I have not so much as heard of such

a country, and

how should Suley-

man be there ? "

" Pardon me, I

didn't say he was

there. All I

meant to convey

was, that he's

quite as likely to

be there as any-

where else. But

if you're going to

N i neveh first,

you'd better lose

no more time, for

I've always under-

stood that it's

rather an awkward

place to get atâ��

though, probably,

you won't find it

very difficult."

" I care not,"

said Fakrash,

"though the

search be long,

for in travel there

are five advan-

tages "

"I know," in-

terrupted Horace,

"so don't stop

to describe them now. I should like to

see you fairly started, and you really mustn't

think it necessary to break off your search

again on my account, because, thanks to

you, I shall get on splendidly alone for

the future â�� if you'll kindly see that that

merchandise is removed."

" Thine abode shall not be encumbered

with it for another hour," said the Jinnee.

" Oh, thou judicious one, in whose estimation

wealth is of no value, know that I have never

encountered a mortal who pleased me as

thou hast; and moreover, be assured that

such magnanimity as thine shall not go

without a recompense !"

" How often must I tell you," said Horace,

in a glow of impatience, " that I am already

much more than recompensed ? Now, my

kind, generous old friend," he added, with an

emotion that was not wholly insincere, " the

time has come to bid you farewellâ��for ever.

Let me picture you as revisiting your former

haunts, penetrating to quarters of the globe

(for, whether you are aware of it or not, this

earth of ours is a globe) hitherto unknown to

you, refreshing your mind by foreign travel

and the study of mankindâ��but never, never

'GOOD-BYE, AND BON VOYAGE!'

for a moment losing sight of your main

object, the eventual discovery of and recon-

ciliation with Suleyman (on whom be peace !).

That is the only, the greatest, happiness you

can give me now. Good-bye, and ban

voyage ! "

" May Allah never deprive thy friends ot
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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 lastâ��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 would

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 that'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 youâ��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 â��

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 longâ��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 !"

" 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. But

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 truth 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.

"Oh, 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 aloneâ��

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 promiseâ��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 mistookâ��leastways,

them Arabs got in somehow. I hope you

meant everything to go back ? "

" Quite," said Horace ; " I saw theâ��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 approvalâ��and on

camels too ! " declared Mrs. Rapkin. " I'm
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sure I don't know what them advertising

firms will try nextâ��pushing, /call it."

Now that everything was gone, Horace

felt a little natural regret and doubt whether

he need have been quite so uncompromising

in his refusal of the treasures. " I might

have kept some of those tissues and things

for Sylvia," he thought; " and she loves

pearls. And a prayer-carpet would have

pleased the Professor -tremendously. But no,

after all, it wouldn't have done. Sylvia

couldn't go about in pearls the size of new

potatoes, and the Professor would only have

ragged me for more reckless extravagance.

Besides, if I'd taken any of the Jinnee's

gifts, he might keep on pouring more in,

till I should be just where I was beforeâ��or

worse off, really, because I couldn't decently

refuse them, then. So it's best as it is."

And really, considering his temperament

and the peculiar nature of his position, it is

not easy to see how he could have arrived at

any other conclusion.

CHAPTER VIII.

BACHELOR'S QUARTERS.

HORACE was feeling particularly happy as

he walked back the next evening to

Vincent Square. He had the consciousness

of having done a good day's work, for the

sketch plans for Mr. Wackerbath's mansion

were actually completed and dispatched to

his business address, while Horace now

felt a comfortable assurance that his

designs would more than satisfy his client.

But it was not that which made him so

light of heart. That night his rooms were

to be honoured for the first time by Sylvia's

presence. She would tread upon his carpet,

sit in his chairs, comment upon, and perhaps

even handle, his books and ornamentsâ��and

all of them would retain something of her

charm for ever after. If she only came ! For

even now he could not quite believe that she

really would; that some untoward event

would not make a point of happening to

prevent her, just as he sometimes doubted

whether his engagement was not too sweet

and wonderful to be trueâ��or, at all events,

to last.

As to the dinner, his mind was tolerably

easy, for he had settled the remaining details

of the menu with his landlady that morning,

and he could hope that, without being so

sumptuous as to excite the Professor's wrath,

it would still be not altogether unworthyâ��

and what goods could be rare and dainty

enough ?â��to be set before Sylvia.

He would have liked to provide cham-

pagne, but he knew that that wine would

savour of ostentation in the Professor's

judgment, so he had contented himself instead

with claret, a sound vintage which he knew

he could depend upon. Flowers, he thought,

were clearly permissible, and he had called at

a florist's on his way and got some chrysan-

themums of palest yellow and deepest terra-

cotta, the finest he could see. Some of them

would look well on the centre of the table in

an old Nankin blue and white bowl he had ;

the rest he could arrange about the room :

there would just be time to see to all that

before dressing.

Occupied with these thoughts, he turned

into Vincent Square, which looked vaster

than ever with the murky haze, inclosed by

its high railings, and under a wide expanse

of steel-blue sky, across which the clouds

were driving fast like ships in full sail

scudding for harbour before a storm. Against

the mist below, the young and nearly leafless

trees showed flat, black profiles as of pressed

seaweed, and the sky immediately above the



286

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

HE COT SOME CHRYSANTHEMUMS,

house-tops was tinged with a sullen red from

miles of lighted streets ; from the river came

the long-drawn tooting of tugs, mingled with

the more distant wails and hysterical shrieks

of railway engines on the Lambeth lines.

And now he reached the old semi-detached

house in which he lodged, and noticed for

the first time how the trellis-work of the

veranda made, with the bared creepers and

hanging baskets, a kind of decorative pattern

against the windows, which were suffused

with a roseate glow that looked warm, and

comfortable, and hospitable. He wondered

whether Sylvia would notice it when she

arrived.

He passed under the old wrought-iron

arch that once held an oil-lamp, and up a

short but rather steep flight of steps, which

led to a brick porch built out at the side.

Then he let himself in, and stood spellbound

with perplexed amazementâ��for he was in a

strange house.

In place of the modest passage with the

yellow marble wall-paper, the mahogany hat-

stand, and the elderly barometer in a state of

chronic depression which he knew so well,

he found an arched octagonal entrance-hall,

with arabesques of blue, crimson, and gold,

and richly-embroidered hangings; the floor

was marble, and from a shallow basin

of alabaster in the centre a perfumed

fountain rose and fell with a lulling

patter.

" I must have mistaken the number,"

he thought, quite forgetting that his

latch-key had fitted, and he was just

about to retreat before his intrusion

was discovered when the hangings

parted and Mrs. Rapkin presented

herself, making so deplorably incon-

gruous a figure in such surroundings,

and looking so bewildered and woe-

begone, that Horace, in spite of his

own increasing uneasiness, had some

difficulty in keeping his gravity.

" Oh, Mr. Ventimore, sir," she

lamented; " whatever will you go and

do next, I wonder ? To think of

your going and having the whole place

done up and altered out of knowledge

like this, without a word of warning !

If any halterations were required, I do

think as me and Rapkin had the right

to be consulted."

Horace let all his chrysanthemums

drop unheeded into the fountain.

He understood now : indeed, he

seemed in some way to have under-

stood almost from the first, only he

would not admit it even to himself.

The irrepressible Jinnee was at the bottom

of this, of course. He remembered now

having made that unfortunate remark the

day before about the limited accommoda-

tion his rooms afforded.

Clearly Fakrash must have taken a mental

note of it, and, with that insatiable munifi-

cence which was one of his worst failings,

had determined, by way of a pleasant sur-

prise, to entirely refurnish and redecorate

the apartments according to his own

ideas.

It was extremely kind of him ; it showed

a truly grateful dispositionâ��"but, oh!" as

Horace thought, in the bitterness of his soul,

" if he would only learn to let well alone and

mind his own business ! "

However, the thing was done now, and

he must accept the responsibility for it, since

he could hardly disclose the truth. " Didn't

I mention I was having some alterations

made ? " he said, carelessly. " They've got

the work done rather sooner than I expected.

Wereâ��were they long over it ? "

" I'm sure I can't tell you, sir, having

stepped out to gel some things I wanted in

for to-night; and Rapkin, he was round the

corner at his reading-room; and when I
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come back it was all done and the workmen

gone 'ome ;and how they could have finished

such a job in the time beats me altogether,

for when we 'ad the men in to .do the back

kitchen they took ten days over it."

" Well," said Horace, evading this point,

"however they've done this, they've done it

remarkably well â�� you'll admit

that, Mrs. Rapkin ? "

"That's as may be, sir," said

Mrs. Rapkin, with a sniff, " but

it ain't my taste, nor yet I don't

think it will be Rapkin's taste

when he comes to see it."

It was not Ventimore's taste

either, though he was not going

to confess it. " Sorry for that,

Mrs. Rapkin," he said, " but

I've no time to talk about it

now. I must rush upstairs and

dress."

" Begging your pardon, sir, but

that's a total unpossibilityâ��for

they've been and took away the

staircase."

" Taken away the staircase ?

Nonsense!" cried

Horace.

"So 7 think, Mr.

Ventimore â�� but it's

what them men have

done, and if you don't

believe me, come and

see for yourself."

She drew the hang-

ings aside, and revealed

to Ventimore's aston-

ished gaze a vast pillared

hall with a lofty domed

roof, from which hung

several lamps, diffusing

a subdued radiance.

High up in the wall,

on his left, were the

two windows which he

judged to have formerly

belonged to his sitting-

room (for either from delicacy or inability, or

simply because it had not occurred to him,

the Jinnee had not interfered with the external

structure), but the windows were now masked

by a perforated and gilded lattice, which

accounted for the pattern Horace had noticed

from without. The walls were covered with

blue and white Oriental tiles, and a raised

platform of alabaster on which were divans

ran round two sides of the hall, while the side

opposite to him was pierced with horseshoe-

shaped arches, apparently leading to other

apartments. The centre of the marble flooi

was spread with costly rugs and piles oi

cushions, their rich hues glowing through

the gold with which they were intricately

embroidered.

" Well," said the unhappy Horace,

scarcely knowing what he was saying,

TU-

ALL LOOKS VERY COSY, MRS. RAPKIN."

" it â�� it all looks very cosy, Mrs.

Rapkin."

" It's not for me to say, sir ; but I should

like to know where you thought of

dining ?"

" Where ? " said Horace. " Why, here, of

course. There's plenty of room."

"There isn't a table left in the house,"

said Mrs. Rapkin ; " so, unless you'd wish the

cloth laid on the floor - "

" Oh, there must be a table somewhere,"

said Horace, impatiently, " or you can borrow
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one. Don't make difficulties, Mrs. Rapkin.

Rig up anything you like . . . now I must

be off and dress."

He got rid of her, and, on entering one of

the archways, discovered a smaller room, in

cedar-wood incrusted with ivory and mother-

o'-pearl, which was evidently his bedroom.

A gorgeous robe, stiff with gold and glittering

with ancient gems, was laid out for himâ��for

the Jinnee had thought of everythingâ��but

Ventimore, naturally, preferred his own

evening clothes.

" Mr. Rapkin," he shouted, going to

another arch that seemed to communicate

with the basement.

"Sir?" replied his landlord, who had just

returned from his " reading-room," and now

appeared, looking pale and wild, as was,

perhaps, intelligible in the circumstances.

As he entered his unfamiliar marble halls he

staggered and his red eyes rolled and his

mouth gaped in a cod-like fashion. "They've

been at it 'ere, too, seemin'ly," he remarked,

huskily.

"There have been a few changes," said

Horace, quietly, "as you can see: You

don't happen to know where they've put my

dress-clothes, do you ? "

" I don't 'appen to know where they've put

nothink. Your dress-clothes ? Why, I dunno

where they've bin and put our little parler,

where me and Maria 'ave set of a hevenin'

nil these years regular. I dunno where

they've put the pantry, nor yet the bath-

room, with 'ot and cold water laid on at my

own expense. And you arsk me to find

your hevenin' soot ! I consider, sir, I con-

sider that a unwallâ��that a most unwarran-

terrible liberty have bin took at my expense."

" My good man, don't talk rubbish ! " said

Horace.

" I'm talking to you about what / know,

and I assert that an Englishman's 'ome is his

cashle, and nobody's got the right when his

backsh turned to go and make a 'Ummums

of it. Not nobody 'asn't ! "

" Make a what of it ? " cried Ventimore.

"A 'Ummumsâ��that's English, ain't it? A

bloomin' Turkish baths ! Who do you

suppose is goin' to take apartments furnished

in this 'ere ridic'loush style? What am I

goin' to say to my landlord ? It'll about

ruing me, this will; and after you bein' a

lodger 'ere for five year and more, and re-

garded by me and Maria in the light of one

of the fam'ly. It's 'ardâ��it's bloomin' 'ard !"

" Now, look here," said Ventimore, sharply

â��for it was obvious that Mr. Rapkin's

studies had been lightened by copious re-

freshmentâ��" pull yourself together, man, and

listen to me."

" I respeckfully decline to pull myshelf

togerrer f'r anybody livin'," said Mr. Rapkin,

with a noble air. " I shtan' 'ere upon my

dignity as a man, sir. I shay, I shtand 'ere

upon " here he waved his hand, and sat

down suddenly upon the marble floor.

" You can stand on anything you likeâ��or

" HE SAT DOWN SUDDENLY UPON THE FLOOR.

can," said Horace ; " but hear what I've got

to say. Theâ��the people who made all these

alterations went beyond my instructions. I

never wanted the house interfered with like

this. Still, if your landlord doesn't see that

its value is immensely improved, he's a fool,

that's all. Anyway, I'll take carejra sha'n't

suffer. If I have to put everything back in

its former state I will, at my own expense.

So don't bother any more about that."

" You're a gen'l'man, Mr. Ventimore,"

said Rapkin, cautiously regaining his feet.

" There's no mishtaking a gen'l'man. fm

a gen'l'man."

"Of course you are," said Horace, genially,

" and I'll tell you how you're going to show
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it. You're going straight downstairs to get

your good wife to pour some cold water over

your head; and then you will finish dressing,

see what you can do to get a table of some

sort and lay it for dinner, and be ready to

announce my friends when they arrive, and

wait afterwards. Do you see ? "

" That will be all ri', Mr. Ventimore," said

Rapkin, who was not far gone enough to be

beyond understanding or obeying. " You

leave it entirely to me. I'll unnertake that

your friends shall be made comforrable, per-

felly comforrable. I've lived as butler in

the besht, the niosht excluâ��most arishtoâ��

you know the sort o' fam'lies I'm tryin' to

r'memberâ��andâ��and every-

thing was always all ri', and

/ shall be all ri' in a few

minutes."

With this assurance he-

stumbled down stairs,

leaving Horace relieved to

some extent. Rapkin would

be sober enough after his

head had been under the

tap for a few minutes, and

in any case there

would be the hired

waiter to rely

upon.

If he could only

find out where his

evening clothes

were ! He returned

to his room and

made another

frantic searchâ��but

they were nowhere

to be (ouud ; and

as he could not

bring himself to

receive his guests

in his ordinary

morning costume

â��which the Professor would probably con-

strue as a deliberate slight, and which would

certainly seem a solecism in Mrs. Futvoye's

eyes, if not in her daughter'sâ��he decided to

put on the Eastern robes, with the exception

of a turban, which he could not manage to

wind round his head.

Thus arrayed, he re-entered the domed

hall, when he was annoyed to find that no

attempt had been made as yet to prepare a

dinner-table, and he was just looking forlornly-

round for a bell when Rapkin appeared. He

had apparently followed Horace's advice, for

his hair looked wet and sleek, and he was

comparatively sober.
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" This is too bad ! " cried Horace ; " my

friends may be here at any moment nowâ��

and nothing done. You don't propose to

wait at table like that, do you ? " he added,

as he noted the man's overcoat and the

comforter round his throat.

" I do not propose to wait in any garments

whatsoever," said Rapkin ; " I'm a-goin' out,

I am."

" Very well," said Horace; " then send

the waiter upâ��I suppose he's come ? "

" He comeâ��but he went away againâ��I

told him as he wouldn't be required."

" You told him that ! " Horace said,

angrily, and then controlled himself. "Come,

Rapkin, be reason-

able. You can't

really mean to

leave your wife to

cook the dinner,

and serve it too ! "

"She ain't in-

tending to do

neither; she've

left the house

already."

"You must

fetch her back,"

cried Horace.

" Good heavens,

man, cuift you see

what a fix you're

leaving me in? My

friends have started long

agoâ��it's too late to wire

to them, or make any

other arrangements."

There was a knock,

as he spoke, at the front

door; and odd enough

was the familiar sound

of the cast-iron knocker

in that Arabian hall.

" There they are ! " he

said, and the idea of meeting them at the

door and proposing an instant adjournment

to a restaurant occurred to him â��till he

suddenly recollected that he would have to

change and try to find some money, even for

that. " For the last time, Rapkin," he cried,

in despair, " do you mean to tell me there's

no dinner ready ? "

"Oh," said Rapkin, "there's dinner right

enough, and a lot o' barbarious furriners

downstairs a-cookin' of itâ��that's what broke

Maria's 'artâ��to see it all took out of her

'ands, after the trouble she'd gone to."

" But I must have somebody to wait,"

exclaimed Horace.



2QO

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" You've got waiters enough, as far as that

goes. But if you expect a hordinary Christian

man to wait along of a lot o' narsty niggers,

and be at their beck and call, you're mistook,

sir, for I'm going to sleep the night at my

^

" THF. FUTVOVES HAD COMK.

brother-in-law's and take his advice, he bein'

a doorkeeper at a solicitor's orfice and know-

ing the law, about this 'ere business, and so

I wish you a good hevening, and 'oping your

dinner will be to your liking and satisfaction."

He went out by the farther archway, while

from the entrance-hall Horace could hear

voices he knew only too well. The Futvoyes

had come ; well, at all events, it seemed that

there would be something for them to eat,

since Fakrash, in his anxiety to do

the thing thoroughly, had furnished

both the feast and attendance him-

selfâ��but who was there to an-

nounce the guests ? Where were

these waiters Rapkin had spoken

of? Ought he to go and bring in

his visitors himself?

These ques-

tions answered

themselves the

next instant,

for, as he stood

there under the

dome, the

curtains of the

central arch

were drawn

with a rattle,

and disclosed a

double line of

tall si a ve s in

rich raiment,

their onyx eyes

rolling and

their teeth

flashing in their

chocolate-hued

countenances,

as they s a -

laamed.

B e t w e e n

this double

line stood Pro-

fessor and

Mrs. Futvoye

and Sylvia,

had just re-

moved their wraps

and were gazing in

undisguised astonish-

ment on the splen-

dours which met their

view.

Horace advanced

to receive them ; he

felt he was in for it now, and the only

course left him was to put as good a

face as he could on the matter, and trust

to luck to pull him through without dis-

covery or disaster.

who

(To be confirmed.)
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CHAPTER IX.

" PERSICOS GDI, PUER, APPARATUS."

O you've found your way

here at last ? " said Horace,

as he shook hands heartily

with the Professor and Mrs.

Futvoye. " I can't tell

you how delighted I am

to see you."

As a matter of

fact, he was very far

from being at ease,

which made him

rather over-effusive,

but he was deter-

mined that, if he

could help it, he

would not betray

the slightest con-

sciousness of any-

thing bizarre or

unusual in his do-

mestic arrangements.

"And these," said

Mrs. Futvoye, who

was extremely stately

in black, with old

lace and steel em-

broideryâ�� " these

are the bachelor

lodgings you were

so modest about!

Really," she

added, with a

humorous twinkle

in her shrewd

eyes, " you young

men seem to

understand how

to make yourselves

comfortable-â��

don't they, An-

thony?"

"They do, indeed," said the Professor,

drily, though it manifestly cost him some

effort to conceal his appreciation. " To

produce such results as these must, if I

mistake,not, have entailed infinite research â��

and considerable expense."

" No," said Horace, " no. Youâ��you'd be

surprised if you knew how little."

" I should have imagined," retorted the

Professor, " that any outlay on apartments

which I presume you do not contemplate

occupying for an extended period must be

But, doubtless, you

WHERE DID YOU GET THAT MAGNIFICENT

DRESSING-GOWN ? "

money thrown away,

know best."

" But your rooms are quite wonderful,

Horace!" cried Sylvia, her charming eyes

dilating with admiration. " And where, where

did you get that magnificent dressing-gown ?

I never saw anything so lovely in my life !"

She herself was lovely enough in a billowy,

shimmering frock of

adelicate apple-green

hue, her only orna-

ment a deep-blue

Egyptian scarab with

spread wings, which

was suspended from

her neck by a slen-

der gold chain.

" I â��I ought to

apologize for receiv-

ing you in this cos-

tume," said Horace,

with embarrass-

ment ; " but the

fact is, I couldn't

find my evening

clothes anywhere,

soâ��so I put on

the first things that

came to hand."

"It is hardly

necessary," said

the Professor, con-

scious of being correctly

clad, and unconscious that

his shirt-front was bulging

and his long-eared white

tie beginning to work up

towards his left ear;

" hardly necessary to offer

any apology for the sim-

plicity of your costumeâ��

which is entirely in keep-

ing with theâ��ahâ��strictly

Oriental character of your interior."

" / feel dreadfully out of keeping ! " said

Sylvia, " for there's nothing in the least

Oriental about meâ��unless it's my scarabâ��

and he's I don't know how many centuries

behind the time, poor dear ! "

" If you said ' thousands of years,' my

dear," corrected the Professor, " you would be

more accurate. That scarab was taken out

of a tomb of the thirteenth dynasty."

" Well, I'm sure he'd rather be where he

is," said Sylvia, and Ventimore entirely agreed
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with her. " Horace, I must look at every-

thing. How clever and original of you to

transform an ordinary London house into

this ! "

" Oh, well, you see," explained Horace,

" itâ��it wasn't exactly done by me."

''Whoever did it," said the Professor,

" must have devoted considerable study to

Eastern art and architecture. May I ask

the name of the firm who executed the

alterations ? "

" I really couldn't tell you, sir," answered

Horace, who was beginning to understand

how very bad a mauvais quart d'heure can be.

" You can't tell me ! " exclaimed the Pro-

fessor. " You order these extensive, and /

should say expensive, decorations, and you

don't know the firm you selected to carry

them out!"

" Of course I know" said Horace, " only

I don't happen to remember at this moment.

Let me see, now. Was it Liberty ? No,

I'm almost certain it wasn't Liberty. It

might have been Maple, but I'm not sure.

Whoever did do it, they were marvellously

cheap."

" I am glad to hear it," said the Professor,

in his most unpleasant tone. " Where is

your dining-room ? "

" Why, I rather think," said Horace, help-

lessly, as he saw a train of attendants

laying a round cloth on the floor, " I

rather think this is the dining-room."

" You appear to be in some

doubt ? " said the Professor.

" I leave it to themâ��it depends

where they choose to lay the cloth,"

said Horace. "Sometimes in one

place; sometimes in another. There's

a great charm in uncertainty," he

faltered.

" Doubtless," said the Professor.

By this time two of the slaves,

under the direction of a tall and

turbaned black, had set a low ebony

stool, inlaid with silver and tortoise-

shell in strange devices, on the

round carpet, when other attendants

followed with a circular silver tray

containing covered dishes, which

they placed on the stool and sa-

laamed.

" Yourâ��ahâ��groom of the cham-

bers," said the Professor, " seems to

have decided that we should dine

here. I observe they are making

signs to you that the food is on the table."

" So it is," said Ventimore. " Shall we sit

down ? "

" But, my dear Horace," said Mrs. Futvoye,

"your butler has forgotten the chairs !"

" You don't appear to realize, my dear,"

said the Professor, " that in such an interior

as this chairs would be glaringly incon-

gruous."

" I'm afraid there aren't any," said Horace,

for there was nothing but four fat cushions.

" Let's sit down on these," he proposed.

" Itâ��it's more fun !"

" At my time of life," said the Professor,

irritably, as he let himself down on the

plumpest cushion, " such fun as may be

derived from eating one's meals on the floor

fails to appeal to my sense of humour.

However, I admit that it is thoroughly

Oriental "

" 7 think it's delightful," said Sylvia; " ever

so much nicer than a stiff, conventional

dinner-party."

"One maybe unconventional," remarked

her father, " without escaping the penalty of

stiffness. Go away, sir! go away !" he added,

snappishly, to one of the slaves, who was

attempting to pour water over his hands.

" Your servant, Ventimore, appears to imagine

that I go out to dinner without taking the

"GO AWAY, SIR! co AWAY!"
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trouble to wash my hands previously. This,

I may mention, is not the case."

" It's only an Eastern ceremony, Professor,"

said Horace.

" I am perfectly well aware of what is

customary in the East," retorted the Pro-

fessor ; " it does not follow that suchâ��ahâ��

hygienic precautions are either necessary or

desirable at a Western table."

Horace made no reply; he was too much

occupied in gazing blankly at the silver dish-

covers and wondering what in the world

might be underneath ; nor was his perplexity

relieved when the covers were removed, for

he was quite at a loss to guess how he was

supposed to help the contents without so

much as a fork.

The chief attendant, however, solved that

difficulty by intimating in pantomime that

the guests were expected to use their

fingers.

Sylvia accomplished this daintily and with

intense amusement, but her father and mother

made no secret of their repugnance. " If I

were dining in the desert with a Sheik, sir,"

observed the Professor, " I should, I hope,

know how to conform to his habits and

prejudices. Here, in the heart of London,

IF 1 DRINK THIS I SHALL BE ILL.

I confess all this strikes me as a piece of

needless pedantry."

" I'm very sorry," said Horace ; " I'd have

some knives and forks if I couldâ��but I'm

afraid these fellows don't even understand

what they are, so it's useless to order

any. Weâ��we must rough it a little, that's

all. I hope thatâ��erâ��fish is all right, Pro-

fessor ? "

He did not know precisely what kind of

fish it was, but it was fried in oil of sesame

and flavoured with a mixture of cinnamon

and ginger, and the Professor did not appear

to be making much progress with it. Venti-

more himself would have infinitely preferred

the original cod and oyster sauce, but that

could not be helped now.

" Thank you," said the Professor, " it is

curiousâ��but characteristic. Not any more,

thank you."

Horace could only trust that the next

course would be more of a success. It was a

dish of mutton, stewed with peaches, jujubes,

and sugar, which Sylvia declared was deli-

cious. Her parents made no comment.

" Might I ask for something to drink ? "

said the Professor, presently, whereupon a

cupbearer poured him a goblet of iced

sherbet perfumed with

conserve of violets.

" I'm very sorry, my

dear fellow," he said,

after sipping it, " but if

I drink this, I shall be

ill all next day. If I

might have a glass of

wine "

Another

slave in-

stantly

handed him

a cup of

wine, which

he tasted

and set

down with

a wry face

and a shud-

der. Horace

tried some

afterwards,

and was not

surprised. It was a strong,

harsh wine, in which goat-

skin and resin struggled

for predominance.

" It's an old and, I

make no doubt, a fine

wine," observed the Pro-

:.^ poo.
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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 meâ��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 I cannot wait till 1 get

home."

It was some consolation that both Sylvia

and her mother commended the sherbet,

and even appreciatedâ��or were so obliging

as to say they appreciated â�� the entree,

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 lambâ��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 veryâ��erâ��

unpalatable ?"â��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 in the East," exclaimed

Horace; "not what you would call living

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. Sheâ��

she was obliged to go away quite suddenly.

So the dinner was all sent in byâ��by a sort

of contractor, you know. He supplies the

whole thing, waiters and all."

"I was thinking," said the Professor, "that

for a bachelorâ��an engaged bachelorâ��you

seemed to maintain rather a large establish'

ment."

"Oh, they're only here for the evening,

sir," said Horace. "Capital fellowsâ��more

picturesque than the local greengrocerâ��and

they don't breathe on the top of your

head."

" They're perfect dears, Horace !" re-

marked Sylvia ; " onlyâ��well, just a little

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 have any fault-finding. I'm sure

Horace has done it all delightfullyâ��yes,

delightfully ; and even if he has been just a

little extravagant, it's not as if he was obliged

to be as economical now, 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. Itâ��it's not at

all the dinner I meant it to be, and I'm

afraid it wasn't particularly niceâ��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

repliedâ��as he might with truthâ��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 badâ��really not bad at



THE BRASS BOTTLE.

389

all," he said, inspecting the design. " Where

did you manage to pick them up ? "

" I didn't," said Horace ; " they're provided

by theâ��the person who supplies the dinner."

" Can you give me his address ? " said the

Professor, scenting a bargain ;

" because really, you know, these

things are probably antiques â��

much too good to be used for

business purposes."

1 THESE THINGS ARE I'ROUABLY ANTIQUES.

" I'm wrong," said Horace, lamely; " these

particular things are â�� are lent, by an

eccentric Oriental gentleman, as a great

favour."

" Do I know him ? Is he a collector of

such things ? "

" You wouldn't have met him ; heâ��he's

lived a very retired life of late."

" I should very much like to see his collec-

tion. If you could give me a letter of in-

troduction "

" No," said Horace, in a state of prickly

heat; "it wouldn't beany use. His collec-

tion is never shown. He â�� he's a most

peculiar man. And just now he's abroad."

" Ah ! pardon me if I've been indiscreet;

but I concluded from what you said that

thisâ��ahâ��banquet was furnished by a pro-

fessional caterer."

"Oh, the banquet? Yes, that came from

the Stores," said Horace, mendaciously. " The

â��the Oriental Cookery Department. They've

just started it, you know; soâ��so I thought

I'd give them a trial. But it's not what I call

properly organized yet."

The slaves were now,

with low obeisances, in-

viting them to seat

themselves on the divan

which lined part of the

hall.

" Ha ! " said the Pro-

fessor, as he rose from

his cushion, cracking

audibly, " so we're to

have our coffee and what

not over there, hey ? . . .

Well, my boy, I sha'n't

be sorry, I confess, to

have something to lean

my back againstâ��and a

cigar, a mild cigar, will

â�� ah ! â�� aid digestion.

You do smoke here ? "

"Smoke?" said

Horace. "Why, of

course ! All over the

place. Here," he said,

clapping his hands,

which brought an obse-

quious slave instantly to

his side; " just bring coffee and cigars,

will you?"

The slave rolled his brandy-ball

eyes in obvious perplexity.

" Coffee," said Horace ; " you must

know what coffee is. And cigarettes.

Well, chibouks, thenâ��'hubble-bubbles'

â��if that's what you call them."

But the slave clearly did not understand,

and it suddenly struck Horace that, since

tobacco and coffee were not introduced, even

into the East, till long after the Jinnee's

time, he, as the founder of the feast, would

naturally be unaware how indispensable they

had become at the present day.

" I'm really awfully sorry," he said ; " but

they don't seem to have provided any. I shall

speak to the manager about it. And, unfortu-

nately, I don't know where my own cigars are."

"It's of no consequence," said the Pro-

fessor, with the sort of stoicism that minds

very much. " I am a moderate smoker at

best, and Turkish coffee, though delicious,

is apt to keep me awake. But if you could

let me have a look at that brass bottle you

got at poor Collingham's sale, I should be

obliged to you."
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Horace had no idea where it was then, nor

could he, until the Professor came to the

rescue with a few words of Arabic, manage

to make the slaves comprehend what he

wished them to find.

At length, however, two of them appeared,

bearing the brass bottle with every sign of

awe, and depositing it at Ventimore's feet.

Professor Futvoye, after wiping and adjust-

ing his glasses, proceeded to examine the

vessel. " It certainly is a most unusual type

of brassware," he said, "as unique in its way

as the silver ewer and basin; and, as you

thought, there does seem to be something

resembling an inscription on the cap, though

in this dim light it is almost impossible to be

sure."

While he was poring over it, Horace seated

himself on the divan by Sylvia's side, hoping

for one of the whispered conversa-

tions permitted to affianced lovers;

he had pulled through the banquet

somehow, and on the whole he felt

thankful things had not gone off

worse. The noiseless and uncanny

attendants, whom he did not know

whether to regard as Efreets, or

demons, or simply illusions, but

whose services he had no wish to

retain, had all withdrawn. Mrs.

Futvoye was peacefully slumbering,

and her husband was in a better

humour than he had been all the

^evening.

Suddenly from behind the hang-

ings of one of the archways came

strange, discordant sounds, bar-

baric janglings and thumpings,

varied by yowls as of impassioned

cats.

Sylvia drew involuntarily closer

to Horace; her mother woke with

a start, and the Professor looked

up from the brass bottle with re-

turning irritation.

"What's this? What's this?"

he demanded ; " some fresh sur-

prise in store for us?"

It was quite as much of a sur-

prise for Horace, but he was spared

the humiliation of owning it by the

entrance of some half-dozen dusky

musicians swathed in white and

carrying various strangely fashioned

instruments, with which they

squatted down in a semi-circle by

the opposite wall, and began to

twang, and drub, and squall with

the complacent cacophony of an

Eastern orchestra. Clearly Fakrash was

determined that nothing should be wanting

to make the entertainment a complete

success.

" What a very extraordinary noise !" said

Mr. Futvoye ; " surely they can't mean it for

music ? "

" Yes, they do," said Horace ; " itâ��it's

really more harmonious than it soundsâ��you

have to get accustomed to theâ��erâ��notation.

When you do, it's rather soothing than other-

wise."

" I daresay," said the poor lady. " And

do they come from the Stores, too ? "

" No," said Horace, with a fine assumption

of candour, " they don't; they come fromâ��

the Arab Encampment at Earl's Court-

parties and fetes attended, you know. But

they play here for nothing ; theyâ��they want

" DUSKY MUSICIANS.
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to get their name known, you see; very

deserving and respectable set of fellows."

" My dear Horace ! " remarked Mrs.

Futvoye, " if they expect to get engagements

for parties and so on, they really ought to

try and learn a tune of some sort."

" I understand, Horace," whis-

pered Sylvia; " it's very naughty

of you to have gone to all this

trouble and expense (for, of course,

it has cost you a lot) just to please

usâ��but, whatever dad may say, I

love you all the better for doing it."

And her hand stole softly into

intended to intimate that, while their efforts

had afforded the keenest pleasure to the

company generally, they were unwilling to

monopolize them any longer, and the artists

were at liberty to retire.

Perhaps there is no art more 'liable to mis-

construction thanpan-

tomime ; certainly,

Ventimore's efforts in

"SHE BEGAN TO DANCE WITH A SLOW AND SINUOUS GRACE.

his, ana he felt that he could forgive Fakrash

everything- -even the orchestra.

But there was something unpleasantly spec-

tral about their shadowy forms, which showed

in grotesquely baggy and bulgy shapes in the

uncertain light. All of them wore immense

and curious white head-dresses, which gave

them the appearance of poulticed thumbs;

and they all went on scraping and twiddling

and caterwauling with a doleful monotony that

Horace felt must be getting on his guests'

nerves, as it certainly was on his own.

He did not know how to get rid of them,

but he sketched a kind of gesture in the air,

this direction were misunder-

stood, for the music became

wilder, louder, more aggressively

and abominably out of tuneâ��

and then a worse thing hap-

pened.

For the curtains separated,

and, heralded by sharp yelps

from the performers, a female figure floated

into the hall and began to dance with a slow

and sinuous grace.

Her beauty, though of a pronounced

Oriental type, was unmistakable, even in

the subdued light which fell on her; her

diaphanous robe indicated a faultless form;

her dark tresses were braided with sequins;

she had the long, lustrous eyes, the dusky

cheeks artificially whitened, and the fixed

scarlet smile of the Eastern dancing-girl of

all time.

And she paced the floor with her tinkling

feet, writhing and undulating like some

'
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beautiful cobra, while the players worked

themselves up to yet higher and higher stages

of frenzy.

Ventimore, as he sat there looking help-

lessly on, felt a return of his resentment

against the Jinnee. It was really too bad of

him; he ought, at his age, to have known

better!

Not that there was anything objectionable

in the performance itself; but still, it was

not the kind of entertainment for such

an occasion. Horace wished now he had

mentioned to Fakrash who the guests were

whom he expected, and then perhaps even

the Jinnee would have exercised more tact

in his arrangements.

"And does this girl come from Earl's

Court ? " inquired

Mrs. Futvoye, who

was now thoroughly

awake.

"Oh, dear, no,"

said Horace ; " I

engaged her at â��

at Harrod's â�� the

Entertai n men t

Bureau. They

told me there she

was rather goodâ��

struck out a line

of her own, don't

you know. But

perfectly correct;

she â��she only does

this to support an

invalid aunt."

These state-

ments were, as he

felt even in making

them, not only

gratuitous, but

utterly unconvinc-

ing; but he had

arrived at that condition in

which a man discovers with

terror the unsuspected amount

of mendacity latent in his

system.

" I should have thought there

were other ways of supporting invalid aunts,"

remarked Mrs. Futvoye. " What is this young

lady's name ? "

" Tinkler," said Horace, on the spur of

the moment. " Miss Clementine Tinkler."

" But surely she is a foreigner ? "

" ' Mademoiselle,' I meant to say. And

Tinklaâ��with an 'a,' you know. I believe

her mother was of Arabian extractionâ��but

I really don't know," explained Horace,

conscious that Sylvia had withdrawn her

hand from his, and was regarding him with

covert anxiety.

" I really must put a stop to this," he

thought. " You're getting bored by all this,

darling," he said, aloud, " so am I. I'll tell

them to go." And he rose and held out his

hand as a sign that the dance should cease.

It ceased at once ; but, to his unspeakable

horror, the dancer crossed the floor with a

swift jingling rush, and sank in a gauzy heap

at his feet, seizing his hand in both hers

and covering it with kisses, while she mur-

mured speeches in some tongue unknown

to him.

" Is this a usual feature in Miss Tinkla's

entertainments, may I ask ? " said Mrs.

' SHE SANK IN A GAUZY HEAP

AT HIS FEET."

Futvoye, bristling with not unnatural indig-

nation.

"I really don't know," said the unhappy

Horace ; " I can't make out what she's

saying."

" If I understand her rightly," said the

Professor, "she is addressing you as the

' light of her eyes and the vital spirit of her

heart.'"

" Oh ! " said Horace, " she's quite mis-
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taken, you know. It â�� it's the emotional

artist temperament â�� they don't mean any-

thing by it. My â�� my dear young lady,"

he added, " you've danced most delight-

fully, and I'm sure we're all most deeply

indebted to you ; but we wpn't detain you

any longer. Professor," he added, as she

made no offer to rise, " will 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.

" I 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 very strongly."

" A protest would have more wc-ight

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 did come from ? "

" I would if I knew," said Horace ; " but

I don't."

" What ! " cried the Professor, sharply, "do

you mean to say you can't account for the

existence of a dancing-girl who â�� in my

daughter's presenceâ��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, "you don't

doubt me?"

" No, Horace," said Sylvia, simply, " I'm

sure you must have some explanation â��

only I do think it would be better if you

gave it."

"If I told you the truth," said Horace,

Vol. xix.â��60.

slowly, " you would none of you believe

me !"

"Then you admit," put in the Professor,

" that hitherto you have not 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 know I 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.

" I'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 ! "

" I 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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(except for their nationality and imperfect

discipline) a prince might envy. You provide

a banquet ofâ��hem !â��delicacies which must

have cost you infinite trouble and unlimited

expenseâ��this, after I had expressly stipu-

lated for a quiet family dinner ! Not content

with that, you procure for our diversion

Arab music and dancing of aâ��of a highly

recondite character. I should be unworthy

the name of father, sir, if I were to intrust

my only daughter's happiness to a young

man with so little common sense, so little

self-restraint. And she will understand my

motives and obey my wishes."

" You're right, Professor, according to your

lights," admitted Horace. " And yetâ��con-

found it all !â��you're utterly wrong, too ! "

" Oh, Horace," cried Sylvia ; "if you had

only listened to dad, and not gone to all this

foolish, foolish expense, we might have been

so happy !"

" But I have gone to no expense. All

this hasn't cost me a penny ! "

" Ah, there is some mystery ! Horace, if

you love me, you will explainâ��here, now,

before it's too late ! "

" My darling," groaned Horace, " I would,

like a shot, if I

thought it would be

of the least use ! "

"Hitherto,"

said the Professor,

" you cannot be

said to have been

happy in your ex-

planationsâ��and I

should advise you

not to venture on

any more. Good-

night, once more.

I only wish it were

possible, without

needless irony, to

make the cus-

tomary acknow-

ledgments for a

pleasant evening."

Mrs. Futvoye

had already hur-

ried her daughter

away, and, though

she had left her

husband to ex-

press his senti-

ments unaided, she

made it sufficiently

clear that she en-

tirely agreed with

them.

Horace stood in the outer hall by the

fountain, in which his drowned chrysan-

themums were still floating, and gazed in

stupefied despair after his guests as they went

down the path to the gate. He knew only

too well that they would never cross his

threshold, nor he theirs, again.

Suddenly he came to himself with a start.

" I'll try it ! " he cried. " I can't and won't

stand this !" And he rushed after them

bareheaded.

'' Professor ! " he said, breathlessly, as he

caught him up, " one moment. On second

thoughts, I will tell you my secret, if you will

promise me a patient hearing."

"The pavement is hardly the place for

confidences," replied the Professor, "and, if it

were, your costume is calculated to attract

more remark than is desirable. My wife and

daughter have gone onâ��if you will permit

me, I will overtake themâ��I shall be at home

to-morrow morning, should you wish to see

me."

" No, to-night, to-night! " urged Horace.

" I can't sleep in that infernal place with this

on my mind. Put Mrs. Futvoye and Sylvia

into a cab, Professor, and come back. It's

not late, and I

won't keep you

long â�� but for

Heaven's sake, let

itie tell you my

story at once."

Probably the

Professor was not

without some

curiosity on the

subject; at all

events he yielded.

"Very well," he

said, "go into the

house and I will

rejoin you pre-

sently. Only re-

mem ber," he

added, "that I

shall accept no

statement without

the fullest proof.

Otherwise you will

merely be wasting

your time and

mine."

"Proof!"

thought Horace,

gloomily, as he

returned to his

Arabian halls.

" The only decent

I WILL TELL YOU MY SECRET."
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proof I could produce would be old Fakrash

â��and he's not likely to turn up againâ��

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 attention, 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 has indeed. Yours is a sad caseâ��

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 Sylviaâ��as much as you think

proper ? "

" Yesâ��yes ; I must tell Sylvia."

" And I may go on seeing her as usual ? "

"Wellâ��will you be guided by my advice

â��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 â�� 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; "'he'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 anyâ��good God ! " cried Horace;

" I see what it isâ��you think I'm mad ! "

" No, no, my dear boy," said the Pro-

fessor, soothingly, "not madâ��nothing of

the sort; perhaps your mental equilibrium

is just a trifle--it's quite intelligible. You

see, the sudden turn in your professional

prospects, coupled with your engagement to

Sylviaâ��I've known stronger minds than

yours thrown off their balanceâ��temporarily,

of course, quite temporarilyâ��by less than

that."

" You believe I am suffering from

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 ? "

â�¢" Well," said Horace, "you saw all those

black slaves; you ate, or tried to eat, that

unutterably beastly banquet; you heard that

musicâ��and then there was the dancing-girl.

And this hall we're in, this robe I've got

onâ��are thev delusions ? Because if they

are, I'm afraid you will have to admit that

you're mad too."

" Ingeniously put," said the Professor. " I

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 ideasâ��to which I fear I may

have contributedâ��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 ; " but there's one piece of evidence

which may upset your theory â�� and that's

tliis 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 â�� or, for that

matter, that it ever contained anything at all."

" Oh, I see that," said Horace; " but this

bottle has a stopper with what you yourself

admit to be an inscription of some sort.

Suppose that inscription confirms my storyâ��

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 Solomonâ��that is,

about a thousand years B.C. Probably you

are not aware that the earliest specimens of

Oriental metal-work in existence are not older
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than the tenth century of our era. But,

granting that it is as old as you allege, I shall

certainly be able to read any inscription there

may be on it. I have made out clay tablets

in Cuneiform which were certainly written a

thousand years before Solomon's time."

" So much the better," said Horace. " I'm

as certain as I can be that, whatever is written

on that lidâ��whether it's Phoenician, or Cunei-

form, or anything elseâ��must have some refer-

ence to a Jinnee confined in the bottle, or at

least bear the seal of Solomon. But there the

thing isâ��examine it for yourself."

" Not now," said the Professor ; " it's too

late, and the light here is not strong enough.

But I tell you what I will do.

I'll take this stopper thing

home with me, and examine it

carefully to-morrow â�� on one

condition."

" You have only to

name it," said Horace,

" My condition is

that, if I, and one or

two other Orientalists

to whom I

may submit

it, agree with

me that there

is no real in-

scription at

all â�� or, if

any, that a

date and

meaning

must be as-

signed to it

totally incon-

sistent with

your story â�� you will

accept our finding and ac-

knowledge that you have

been under a delusion,

and dismiss the whole

affair from your mind."

"Oh, I don't mind agreeing to ///<?/," said

Horace, " particularly as it's my only

chance."

" Very well, then," said the Professor, as he

removed the metal cap and put it in his

pocket; "you may depend upon hearing from

me in a day or two. Meantime, my boy," he

continued, almost affectionately, " why not

try a short bicycle tour somewhere, hey ?

You're a cyclist, I knowâ��anything but allow

yourself to dwell on Oriental subjects."

" It's not so easy to avoid dwelling on them

HE REMOVED THE METAL CA1

as you think ! " said Horace, with rather a

dreary laugh. " And I fancy, Professor, that

â��whether you like it or notâ��you'll have to

believe in that Jinnee of mine sooner or

later."

" I can scarcely conceive," replied the

Professor, who was by this time at the outer

door, "any degree of evidence which could

succeed in convincing me that your brass

bottle had ever contained an Arabian Jinnee.

However, I shall endeavour to preserve an

open mind on the subject. Good evening

to you."

As soon as he was alone, Horace paced up

and down his deserted halls in a state of

simmering rage as he

thought how eagerly he had

looked forward to his little

dinner-party ; how intimate

and delightful it might have

been, and

what a mon-

strous and

prolonged

nightmare it

had actually

proved.

He owed

all this to

F a k r a s h .

Yes, that in-

corrigi b 1 y

grateful Jin-

nee, with his

antiquated

notions and

his high-flown professions, had

contrived to ruin him more disas-

trously than if he had been his

bitterest foe ! Ah ! if he could

be face to face with him once

more; if only for five minutes, he

would be restrained by no false

delicacy : he would tell him fairly

and plainly what a meddling, blun-

dering old fool he was. But Fakrash had

taken his flight for ever: there were no means

of calling him backâ��nothing to be done

now but go to bed and sleepâ��if he could !

Exasperated by the sense of his utter help-

lessness, Ventimore went to the arch which

led to his bedchamber and drew the curtain

back with a furious pull. And just within the

archway, standing erect with folded arms and

the smile of fatuous benignity which Venti-

more was beginning to know and dread, was

the form of Fakrash-el-Aamash, the Jinnee !

(To be continued.)
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CHAPTER X.

NO PLACE LIKE HOME !

AY thy head long survive !"

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 here 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 wasâ��erâ��as nice as

possible," said Horace. " Couldn't have

been better.''

" Yet thou sayest that thy friends will

return no moreâ��for what reason?"

" Well, you see," explained Horace, reluc-

tantly, " there's such a thing as doing people

too well. I mean, it isn't everybody that

appreciates Arabian cooking. But they

might have stood that. It was the dancing

girl that did for me "

" I com.nanded 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 1 perceive plainly that some-

thing hath fallen out contrary to thy desires."

Copyright, 1900, in Uie United States

"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 theyâ��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 nothingâ��

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 ? "

" I 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 â�� though, after this evening, my

engagement is at an endâ��unless .... that

reminds me, do you happen to know whether

there really wa< 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."

" I haven't got it by me at this moment,"

said Horace ; " I lent it to my friendâ��the

father of this young lady I told you of. You

see, Mr. Fakrash, you got me intoâ��I 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 the 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."

of America, by D. Appleton & Co.
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" Truly, I wonder at thee and at the small-

ness of thy penetration," the Jinnee com-

mented ; " for if there were indeed any

writing upon this seal, it is not possible that

one of thy race should be able to decipher it."

"Oh, I beg your pardon," said Horace;

" Professor Futvoye is an Oriental scholar ;

he can make out any inscription, no matter

how many thousands of years old it may be.

If anything's there, he'll decipher it. The

question is whether anything is there."

The effect of this speech on Fakrash was

as unexpected as it was inexplicable : the

Jinnee's features, usually so mild, began to

work convulsively until they became terrible

to look at, and suddenly, with a fierce howl,

he shot up to nearly double his ordinary

stature.

" O thou of little sense and breeding !"

he cried, in a loud voice; " how earnest thou

to deliver the bottle in which I was confined

into the hands of this learned man ? "

" HE SHOT UP TO NEARLY DOUIU.fc HIS ORDINARY STATURE."

Ventimore, startled as he was, did not lose

his self-possession. " My dear sir," he said,

" I did not suppose you could have any

further use for it. And, as a matter of fact,

I didn't give Professor Futvoye the bottleâ��

which is over there in the cornerâ��but merely

the stopper. I wish you wouldn't tower over

me like thatâ��it gives me a crick in the neck

to talk to you. Why on earth should you

make such a fuss about my lending the seal;

what possible difference can it make to you

even if it does confirm my story ? And

it's of immense importance to me that the

Professor should believe I told the truth."

"I spoke in haste," said the Jinnee, slowly

resuming his normal size, and looking slightly

ashamed of his recent outburst as well as un-

commonly foolish. "The bottle truly is of

no value ; and as for the stopper, since it is

but lent, it is no great matter. If there be

any legend upon the seal, perchance this

learned man of whom thou speakest will by

this time have deciphered it ?"

"No," said Horace, " he won't tackle it

ill to-morrow. And it's as likely as not that

when he does he won't find any reference to

youâ��and I shall be up a taller tree than

ever! "

" Art thou so desirous that he should

receive proof that thy story is true ? "

" Why, of course I am ! Haven't I been

saying so all this time ? "

" Who can satisfy him so surely as I ? "

" You !" cried Horace. " Do you mean to

say you really would ? Mr. Fakrash, you are

an old brick ! That would be the very thing ! "

"Triere is naught," said the Jinnee, smiling

indulgently, "that I would not do to promote

thy welfare, for thou hast rendered me

inestimable service. Acquaint me therefore

with the abode of this sage, and 1 will

present myself before him, and if haply he

should find no inscription upon the seal, or

its purport should be hidden from him, then

will I convince him that thou hast spoken

the truth and no lie."

Horace very willingly gave him the Pro-

fessor's address. " Only don't drop in

on him to-night, you know," he thought

it prudent to add, "or you might startle

him. Call any time after breakfast to-

morrow, and you'll find him in."

" To-night," said Fakrash, " I return

to pursue my search after Suleyman,

on whom be peace. For not yet have

I found him."

" If you will try to do so many things at

once," said Horace, " I don't see how you

can expect much results."



THE BRASS BOTTLE.

5Â°3

" At Nineveh they knew him notâ��for

where I left a city I found but a heap of

ruins, tenanted by owls and bats."

" They say the lion and the lizard keep the

Courtsâ��â��" murmured Horace, half to him-

self. " I was afraid you might be disappointed

with Nineveh myself. Why not run over

to Sheba ? You might hear of him there."

" Seba of El-Yemen â�� the country of

Bilkees, the Queen beloved of Suleyman,"

said the Jinnee. " It is an excellent sugges-

tion, and I will follow â�¢* without delay."

" But you won't

forget to look in on

Professor Futvoye to-

morrow, will you?"

" Assuredly I will

not. And now, ere I

depart, tell me if there

be any other service

I may render thee."

Horace hesitated.

" There is just one,"

he said, " only I'm

afraid you'll be

offended if I mention

it."

" On the head and

the eye be thy com-

mands ! " said the

Jinnee; "for whatso-

ever thou desirest

shall be accomplished,

provided that it lie within

my power to perform it.':

" Well," said Horace,

" if you're sure you

don't mind, I'll tell you.

You've transformed this

house into a wonderful

place, more like the

Alhambraâ��I don't mean

the one in I^eicester

Square than a London

lodging-house. But then

I am only a lodger here, and

the people the house belongs

toâ��excellent people in their

wayâ��would very much rather

have the house as it was.

They have a sort of idea that

they won't be able to let

these rooms as easily as the

others."

" Base and sordid dogs !'

said the Jinnee, with con

tempt.

" Possibly," said Horace,

" it's narrow-minded of them

III S I'

â��but that's the way they look at it. They've

actually left rather than stay here. And it's

tlieir houseâ��not mine."

" If they abandon this dwelling, thou wilt

remain in the more secure possession."

" Oh, shall I, though ? They'll go to law

and have me turned out, and I shall have to

pay ruinous damages into the bargain. So

you sec, what you intended as a kindness

will only bring me bad luck."

"Comeâ��without more words â�� to the

statement of thy request," said Fakrash, " for

I am in haste."

" All I want you to

do," replied Horace,

in some anxiety as to

what the effect of his

request would be, " is

to put everything here

back to what it was

before. It won't take

you a minute."

"Of a truth," ex-

claimed Fakrash, "to

bestow a favour upon

thee is but a thank-

less undertaking, for

not once, but twice,

hast thou rejected my

benefits â�� and now,

behold, I am at a

loss to devise means

to gratify thee ! "

"I know I've

abused your good

nature," said Horace;

" but if you'll only do

this, and then con-

vince the Professor

that my story is true, I shall

bo more than satisfied. I'll

never ask another favour of

you !"

" My benevolence to-

wards thee hath no bounds

â��as thou shalt see ; and I

can deny thee nothing, for

truly thou art a worthy and

temperate young man. Fare-

well, then, and be it accord-

ing to thy desire."

He raised his arms above

his head, and shot up like

a rocket towards the lofty

dome, which split asunder

to let him pass. Horace, as

he gazed after him, had a

momentary glimpse of deep

blue sky, with a star or two

LIKE A KOtKKT.
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that seemed to be hurrying through the

transparent opal scud, before the roof closed

in once more.

Then came a low, rumbling sound, with a

shock like a mild earthquake : the slender

pillars swayed under their horseshoe arches ;

the big hanging-lanterns went out ; the walls

narrowed, and the floor heaved and roseâ��

till Ventimore found himself up in his own

familiar sitting-room once more, in the dark.

Outside he could see the great square still

shrouded in grey hazeâ��the street lamps were

flickering in the wind ; a belated reveller was

beguiling his homeward way by rattling his

stick against the railings as he passed.

Inside the room everything was exactly

as before, and Horace found it difficult to

believe that a few minutes earlier he had

been standing on that same site, but twenty

feet or so below his present level, in a

spacious blue-tiled hall, with a domed ceiling

and gaudy pillared arches.

But he was very far from regretting his

short-lived splendour ; he burnt with shame

and resentment whenever he thought of that

nightmare banquet, which was so unlike the

quiet, unpretentious little dinner he had

looked forward to.

However, it was over now, and it was

useless to worry himself about what could

not be helped. Besides, fortunately, there

was no great harm done:

the Jinnee had been brought

to see his mistake, and, to

do him justice, had shown

himself willing enough to

put It right. He had pro-

mised to go and see

Professor next day, and

the result of the inter-

view could not fail to

be satisfactory. And

after this, Ventimore

thought, Fakrash would

have the sense and

good - feeling not

to interfere in his

affairs again.

Meanwhile he

could sleep now

with a mind free

from his worst

anxieties, and he

went to his room

in a spirit of in-

tense thankfulness

that he had a

Christian bed to

sleep in. He took

off his gorgeous robesâ��the only things that

remained to prove to him that the events of

that evening had been no delusion â��and

locked them in his wardrobe with a sense of

relief that he would never be required to wear

them again, and his last conscious thought

before he fell asleep was the comforting reflec-

tion that, if there were any barrier between

Sylvia and himself, it would be removed in

the course of a. very few more hours.

CHAPTER XI.

A FOOL'S PARADISE.

VENTIMORE found next morning that his

bath and shaving water had been brought up,

from which he inferred, quite correctly, that

his landlady must have returned.

Secretly he was by no means looking

forward to his next interview with her, but

she appeared with his bacon and coffee in a

spirit so evidently chastened that he saw that

he would have no difficulty so far as she was

concerned.

" I'm sure, Mr. Ventimore, sir," she began,

apologetically, " I don't know what you must

have thought of me and Rapkin last night,

leaving the house like we did !'

" It was extremely inconvenient," said

Horace, " and not at all what I should have

expected from you. But possibly you had

some reason for it ? "

"Why, sir,"said Mrs. Rapkin, running

the

"SO.METHING COME OVER ME, AND

COME OVER KAl'KIN."
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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 not if 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'll believe me,

sir, it was all changed likeâ��nothing in it the

same from top to bottom !"

" Really ? " said Horace. " I don't notice

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 hatâ��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 anythingâ��and double of

most things."

" I won't deny, sir, that Rapkin mayn't

have 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,

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 cnmels

had taken hold of your imagination until you

were ready to see anything that Rapkin saw,

and he was ready to see anything you did.

It's not at all uncommon. Scientific people,

I believe, call it ' Collective Hallucination.'"

" I^aw, sir ! " said the good woman, con-

siderably impressed by this diagnosis, " you

don't mean to say I had that? I was always

fanciful from a girl, and could see things in

coffee-grounds as nobody else couldâ��but 1

never was took like that before. And to

Vol. xix.â��64.

think of me leaving my dinner half cooked,

and you expecting your young lady and her

pa and ma ! Well, there-, now, I 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.

Rapkinâ��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'sâ��hemâ��

rather painful experience is not to be alluded

to againâ��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 ? "

" I remember it," said Horace. " Well,

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 itâ��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 fellowâ��very-

superior in every way to the one the Arabian

Nights' fisherman found in his bottle.

"Ninety-nine linn out of a hundred,"

thought Horace, " would have turned nasty

on finding benefit after benefit 'declined

with thanks.' But one good point in Fak-
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rash is that he does take a hint in good part,

and, as soon as he can be made to see

where he's wrong, he's always ready to set

things right. And he thoroughly under-

stands now that these Oriental dodges of his

won't do nowadays, and that when people

see a penniless man suddenly wallowing in

riches they naturally want to know how he

came by them. I don't suppose he will

trouble me much in future. If he should

look in now and then, I must put up with it.

Perhaps, if I suggested it, he wouldn't mind

coming in some form that would look less

outlandish. If he would get himself up as a

banker, or a bishopâ��the Bishop of Bagdad,

sayâ��I shouldn't care how often he called.

Only, I can't have him coming down the

chimney in either capacity. But he'll see

that himself. And he's done me one real

service â�� I

mustn't let my-

self forget that.

He sent me old

VV acker bath.

By the way, I

wonder if he's

seen my designs

yet, and what

he thinks of

them."

He was at his

table, engaged

in jotting down

some rough

ideas for the

decoration of

the recep-

tion-rooms

in the pro-

j e c t e d

house, when

B e e v o r

came in.

" I've got nothing doing just

now," he said ; " so I thought

I'd come in and have a squint

at those plans of yours, if they're

forward enough to be seen yet."

Ventimore had to explain that

even the imperfect method of

examination proposed was not

possible, as he had dispatched

the drawings to his client the

night before.

" Phew ! " said Beevor ; " that's sharp

work, isn't it ? "

"I don't know. I've been sticking hard

at it for over a fortnight."

" Well, you might have given me a chance

of seeing what you've made of it. I let you

see all My work ! "

" To tell you the honest truth, old fellow,

I wasn't at all sure you'd like it, and I was

afraid you'd put me out of conceit with what

I'd done, and Wackerbath was in a frantic

hurry to have the plansâ��so there it was."

" And do you think he'll be satisfied with

them ? "

" He ought to be. I don't like to be cock-

sure, but I believeâ��I really do believeâ��that

I've given him rather more than he expected.

It's going to be a deuced good house, though

I say it myself."

" Something new-fangled and fantastic, eh?

Well, he mayn't care about it, you know.

When you've had my experience you'll

realize that a client is a rum bird to satisfy."

" I shall satisfy my old bird," said Horace,

gaily. "He'll have a

'â�¢â�¢j cage he can hop about

in to his heart's con-

tent."

" You're a clever

chap enough," said

Beevor, " but to carry

a big job like this

through you want one

thing â��and that's

ballast."

"Not while you

heave yours at my

head ! Come, old

fellow, you aren't really

riled because I sent

off those plans

without showing

them to you ?

I shall soon have

them back, and

then you can

pitch into 'em

as much as you

please. Seri-

ously, though,

I shall want all

the help you

can spare when

I come to the

completed de-

signs."

" 'Urn," said

Beevor, "you've

got along very

well alone so farâ��at least, by your own

account ; so I daresay you'll be able to

manage without me to the end. Only, you

know," he added, as he left the room, " you

haven't won your spurs yet. A fellow isn't

1 THOUGHT I D COME IN AND HAVE A SQUINT

AT THOSE PLANS OF YOURS."
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necessarily a Gilbert Scott, or a Norman

Shaw, or a YVaterhouse just because he

happens to get a sixty-thousand pound job

the first go off!"

" Poor old Beevor!" thought Horace,

repentantly, " I've put his back up. 1 might

just as well have shown him the plans, after

all; it wouldn't have hurt me, and it would

have pleased him. Never mind, I'll make

my peace with him after lunch. I'll ask him

to give me his idea for aâ��no, hang it all,

even friendship has its limits !"

He returned from lunch to hear what

sounded like an altercation of some sort in

his office, in which, as he neared his door,

Beevor's voice was distinctly audible.

" My dear sir," he was saying, " I have

already told you that it is no affair of mine."

" But I ask you, sir, as a brother architect,"

said another voice, " whether you consider it

professional or reasonable ? "

" As a brother architect," replied Beevor,

as Ventimore opened the door, " I would

rather be excused from giving an opinion

.... Ah, here is Mr.

Ventimore himself."

" HORACE ENTERED, TO FIND

HIMSELF CONFRONTED BY

MR. WACKERBATH."

Horace entered, to find himself confronted

by Mr. Wackerbath, whose face was purple

and whose white whiskers were bristling with

rage. " So, sir ! " he began. " So, sir ! *

and choked ignominiously.

" There appears to have been some

misunderstanding, my dear Ventimore," ex-

plained Beevor, with a studious correctness

which was only a shade less offensive than

open triumph. '' I think I'd better leave

you and this gentleman to talk it over

quietly."

" Quietly ! " exclaimed Mr. Wackerbath,

with an apoplectic snort; " quietly ! ! "

" I've no idea what you are so excited

about, sir," said Horace. " Perhaps you

will explain ? "

" Explain ! " Mr. Wackerbath gasped,

" whyâ��no, if I speak just now, I shall be ill:

you tell him," he added, waving a plump

hand in Beevor's direction.

" I'm not in possession of all the facts,"

said Beevor, smoothly ; " but, so far as I can

gather, this gentleman thinks that, consider-

ing the importance of the work he in-

trusted to your hands, you have given

less time to it than he might have ex-

pected. As I have told him, that is

a matter which does not concern me,

and which he must discuss with you."

So saying, Beevor retired to his own

room, and shut the door with the same

irreproachable discretion, which con-

veyed that he was not in the least sur-

prised, but was too much of a gentleman

to show it.

"Well, Mr. Wackerbath," began

Horace, when they were alone, " so

you're disappointed with the house ? "

" Disappointed ! " said Mr. Wacker-

bath, furiously. " I am disgusted, sir,

disgusted!"

Horace's heart sank lower still; had

he deceived himself after all, then? Had

he been nothing but a conceited fool,

andâ��most galling thought of allâ��had

Beevor judged him only too accurately?

And yet, no, he could not believe itâ��

he knew his work was good !

"This is plain speaking with a vengeance,"

he said; " I'm sorry you're dissatisfied. I

did my best to carry out your instructions."

" Oh, you did ? " sputtered Mr. Wackerbath.

"That's what you callâ��but goon, sir, go on!"

" I got it done as quickly as possible,"

continued Horace, " because I understood

you wished no time to be lost."

" No one can accuse you of dawdling over

it. What I should like to know is how the
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deuce you managed to get it done in the

time ? "

" I worked incessantly all day and every

day," said Horace. " That's how I managed

itâ��and this is all the thanks I get for it ! "

"Thanks?" Mr. \Vackerbath well-nigh

howled. " Youâ��you insolent young char-

latan ; you expect thanks ! "

"Now look here, Mr. Wackerbath," said

Horace, whose own temper was getting a

little frayed, " I'm not accustomed to being

treated like this, and I don't intend to

submit to it. Just tell meâ��in as moderate

language as you can commandâ��what you

object to."

" I object to the

whole cursed thing,

sir! I mean, I repudi-

ate the entire concern.

It's the work of a rav-

ing lunatic â�� a place

that no English gentle-

man, sir, with any self-

respect orâ��ahâ��con-

sideration for his repu-

tation and position in

the county, could con-

sent to occupy for a

single hour!"

"Oh," said Horace,

feeling deathly sick," in

that case it is useless,

of course, to suggest

any modifications."

"Absolutely!" said

Mr. Wackerbath.

"Very well, then ;

there's no more to be

said," replied Horace.

"You will have no

difficulty in finding an

architect who will be

more successful in

realizing your inten-

tions. Mr. Beevor, the

gentleman you met just

now," he added, with

a touch of bitterness,

"would probably be just your man. Of course,

I retire altogether. And really, if anyone is

the sufferer over this, I fancy it's myself. I

can't see how you are any the worse."

" Not any the worse ? " cried Mr. Wacker-

bath, " when the infernal place is built !"

" Built! " echoed Horace, feebly.

" I tell you, sir, I saw it with my own eyes

driving to the station this morning; my

coachman and footman saw it; my wife saw

itâ��confound it, sir, we all saw it!"

Then Horace understood. His inde-

fatigable Jinnee had been at work again !

Of course, for Fakrash it must have been

what he would term " the easiest of affairs "

â��especially after a glance at the plans (and

Ventimore remembered that the Jinnee had

surprised him at work upon them, and even

requested to have them explained to him)â��

to dispense with contractors and bricklayers

and carpenters, and construct the entire

building in the course of a single night.

It was a generous and spirited actionâ��but,

particularly now that the original designs had

been found faulty and rejected, it placed the

unfortunate architect in a most invidious

position.

"Well, sir," said Mr. Wackerbath, with

elaborate irony, " I presume it is you whom I

have to thank for improving

my land by erecting this pre-

cious palace on it? "

"I â��I â�� " began

Horace, utterly broken

down, and then he saw,

with emotions that may

be imagined, the Jinnee

himself, in his green

robes, standing imme-

diately behind Mr.

Wackerbath.

"Greeting to

ye," said Fakrash,

coming forward

with his smile of

amiable cunning.

"If I mistake

not," he added, ad-

dressing the startled

estate-agent, who had

jumped visibly, "thou

art the merchant for

whom my son here,"

and he laid a hand on

Horace's shrinking

shoulder, "undertook

to construct a

mansion ? "

"I am," said Mr.

Wackerbath, in some mystification. " Have I

the pleasure of addressing Mr. Ventimore,

senior ? "

" No, no," put in Horace; " no relation.

He's a sort of informal partner."

" Hast thou not found him an architect of

divine gifts ?" inquired the Jinnee, beaming

with pride. " Is not the palace that he hath

raised for thee by his transcendent accom-

plishments a marvel of beauty and stateliness,

and one that Sultans might envy ? "

"'GREETING TO YE,' SAIL* FAKKASH.'
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" No, sir," shouted the infuriated Mr.

Wackerbath ; " since you ask my opinion,

it's nothing of the sort ! It's a ridiculous,

tom-fool cross between the palm-house at

Kew and the Brighton Pavilion ! There's

no billiard-room, and not a decent bedroom

in the house. I've been all over it, so I

ought to know ; and as for drainage, there

isn't a sign of it. And he has the brassâ��

ah, I should say, the unblushing effronteryâ��

to call that a country house !"

Horace's dismay was curiously shot with

relief. The Jinnee, who was certainly very

far from being a genius except by courtesy,

had taken it upon himself to erect the

palace according to his own notions of

Arabian domestic luxuryâ��and Horace,

taught by bitter experience, could sym-

pathize to some ex-

tent with his unfor-

tunate client. On

the other hand, it

was balm to his

smarting self-

respect to find that

it was not his own

plans after all which

had been found so

preposterous ; and,

by some obscure

mental process,

which I do not pro-

pose to explain, he

became reconciled,

and almost grateful,

to the officious

Fakrash, And

then, too, he was

his Jinnee, and

Horace had no in-

tention of letting

him be bullied by

an outsider.

" Let me ex-

plain, Mr. Wack-

erbath," he said.

" Personally I've

had nothing todo

with this. This gentleman,

wishing to spare me the trouble,

has taken upon himself to build

your house for you, without

consulting either of us, and,

from what I know of his powers

in that direction, I've no doubt thatâ��that

it's a deuced fine place, in its way. Anyhow,

we make no charge for it-â��he presents it to

you as a free gift. Why not accept it as

such and make the best of it ? "

" Make the best of it ?" stormed Mr.

Wackerbath. " Stand by and see the best site

in three counties defaced by a jimcrack

Moorish nightmare like that ! Why, they'll

call it ' Wackerbath's Folly,' sir. I shall be the

laughing-stock of the neighbourhood. I

can't live in the beastly building. I couldn't

afford to keep it up, and I won't have it

cumbering my land. Do you hear? 1

won't I I'll go to law, cost me what it may,

and compel you and your Arabian friend

there to pull the thing down. I'll take the

case up to the House of Lords, if necessary,

and fight you as long as I can stand !"

" As long as thou

canst stand !" re-

peated Fakrash,

gently. "That is

a long time truly,

O thou litigious

one! . . . . On all

fours, ungrateful

dog that thou art! "

he cried, with an

abrupt and entire

change of manner,

"and crawl hence-

forth for the re-

mainder of thy

days. I, Fakrash-

el - Aamash, com-

mand thee!"

It was both

painful and

grotesque to

see the

portly

and in-

t ensely

respect-

able Mr.

Wackerbath sud-

denly drop for-

ward on his hands

while desperately

striving to pre-

serve his dignity.

" How dare you,

sir ? " he almost barked,

" how dare you, I say ?

Are you aware that I

could summon you for

this? Let me up. I

insist upon getting up!"

" O contemptible in aspect! " replied the

Jinnee, throwing open the door. " Begone to

thy kennel."

" I won't' I can't! " whimpered the un-

happy man. " How do you expect meâ��

BEGONE TO THV KENNEL,
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me!â��to cross Westminster Bridge on all

fours ? What will the officials think at

Waterloo, where I have been known and

respected for years ? How am I to face my

family inâ��in this position? Do, for mercy's

sake, let me get up !"

Horace had been too shocked and startled

to speak before, but now humanity, coupled

with disgust for the Jinnee's high-handed

methods, compelled him to interfere. " Mr.

Fakrash," he said, " this has gone far enough.

Unless you stop tormenting this unfortunate

gentleman, I've done with you."

" Never," said Fakrash. " He hath dared

to abuse my palace, which is far too

sumptuous a dwelling for such a son of a

burnt dog as he. Therefore, I will make his

abode to be in the dust for ever."

" But I don't find fault," yelped poor Mr.

Wackerbath. " Youâ��you entirely misunder-

stood theâ��the few comments I ventured to

make. It's a capital mansion, handsome,

and yet ' homey,' too. I'll never say another

word against it. I'llâ��yes, I'll live in itâ��if

only you'll let me up ! "

" Do as he asks you," said Horace to the

Jinnee, " or I swear I'll never speak to you

again."

"Thou art the arbiter of this matter," was

the reply. " And if I yield, it is at thy

intercession, and not his. Rise, then," he

said to the humiliated client; " depart, and

show us the breadth of thy shoulders."

It was this precise moment which Beevor,

who was probably unable to restrain his

curiosity any longer, chose to re-enter the

room. " Oh, Ventimore," he began, " did I

leave my â�¢ ? . . . I beg your pardon.

I thought you ware alone again."

" Don't go, sir," said Mr. Wackerbath, as

he scrambled awkwardly to his feet, his usually

florid face mottled in grey and lilac. " Iâ��I

should like you to know that, after talking

things quietly over with your friend Mr.

Ventimore and his partner here, I am

thoroughly convinced that my objections

were quite untenable. I retract all I

said. The house isâ��ahâ��admirably

planned : most convenient, roomy, and

â�� ah â�� unconventional. The â��â�¢ the

entire freedom from all sanitary appli-

ances is a particular recommendation.

In short, I am more than satisfied.

Pray forget anything I may have said which

might be taken to imply the contrary. . . .

Gentlemen, good afternoon !"

He bowed himself past the Jinnee in a

state of deference and apprehension, and was

heard stumbling down the staircase. Horace

hardly dared to meet Beevor's eyes, which

were fixed upon the green-turbaned Jinnee,

as he stood apart in dreamy abstraction,

smiling placidly to himself.

" I say," Beevor said to Horace, at last, in

an undertone, " you never told me you had

gone into partnership."

"He's not a regular partner," whispered

Ventimore; "he does things for me occa-

sionally, that's all."

" He soon managed to smooth your client

down," remarked Beevor.

" Yes," said Horace; " he's an Oriental,

you see, and he has aâ��a very persuasive

manner. Would you like to be intro-

duced ? "

" If it's all the same to you," replied

Beevor, still below his voice, " I'd rather be

excused. To tell you the truth, old fellow, I

don't altogether fancy the looks of him, and

it's my opinion," he added, " that the less

you have to do with him the better. He

strikes me as a wrong-'un, old man."

"No, no," said Horace; "eccentric, that's

allâ��you don't understand him."

" Receive news !" began the Jinnee, after

Beevor, with suspicion and disapproval

Â»â�¢' HE STRIKES ME AS A WKONG-'UN, OLD MAN."
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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."

" I have noi. 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. l-'akrash, 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. " And so 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't 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 I will say, that

you've made a most frightful muddle of it! "

"Acquaint me with 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 palaceâ��dissipate it into

space or something ? "

"Verily," said the Jinnee, in an aggrieved

tone, " to do good acts unto such as thee is

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 indulge"ht on another

occasion. But for this once "â��and he

muttered some words and made a sweeping

gesture with his right handâ��"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 nowâ��I hate bothering you

like this, but if you could 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, you are a 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? "

" 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."

'â�¢'â�¢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 ! Uo you hear ? I must speak

to you ! " There was no answer ; the Jinnee

might be well on his way to I,ake Chad, or

Jericho, by that timeâ��he was certainly far

enough from Great Cloister Street.
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' HORACE SAT DOWN AT HIS DRAWING-TABLE.

Horace sat down at his drawing-table, and,

his head buried in his hands, tried to think

out this latest complication. Fakrash had

â�¢transformed Professor Futvoye into a one-

eyed mule. It would have seemed incredible,

almost unthinkable, once, but so many impos-

sibilities had happened to Horace of late that

one more made little or no strain upon his

credulity.

What he felt chiefly was the new barrier

that this event must raise between himself

and Sylvia; to do him justice, the mere fact

that the father of \\vafiancee was a mule did

not lessen his ardour in the slightest. Even

if he had felt no personal responsibility for

the calamity, he loved Sylvia far too well to

be deterred by it, and few family cupboards

are without a skeleton of some sort.

No, he would have married Sylvia just as

cheerfully if her father had been turned into

a three-legged pelican or a two-headed toad,

instead of simply a one-eyed mule. With

courage and the determination to look only

on the bright side of things, almost any

domestic drawback can be lived down.

But the real point, as he instantly recog-

nised, was whether in the changed condition

of circumstances Sylvia would consent to

marry him. Might she not, after the ex-

periences of that abominable dinner of his

the night before, connect him in some

way with her poor father's transforma-

tion ? She might even suspect him of

employing this means of compelling the

Professor to renew their engagement;

and, indeed, Horace was by no means

certain himself that the Jinnee might not

have acted from some muddle-headed motive

of this kind. It was likely enough that the

Professor, after learning

the truth, should have

refused to allow his

daughter to marry the

protege of so dubious a

patron, and that Fakrash

had then resorted to pres-

sure.

In any case, Ventimore

knew Sylvia well enough

to feel sure that pride

would steel her heart

against him so long as this obstacle re-

mained. Marriage was out of the question

when the only creature who could give her

away was a one-eyed mule.

It would be unseemly to set down here all

that Horace said and thought of the person

who had brought all this upon them, but

after some wild and futile raving he became

calm enough to recognise that his proper

place was by Sylvia's side. Perhaps he ought

to have told her at first, and then she would

have been less unprepared for this"â��and yet

how could he trouble her mind so long as he

could cling to the hope that the Jinnee

would cease to interfere ?

But now he could be silent no longer;

naturally the prospect of calling at Cottes-

more Gardens just then was anything but

agreeable, but he felt it would be cowardly

to keep away.

Besides, he could cheer them up; he

could bring with him a message of hope.

No doubt they believed that the Professor's

transformation would be permanentâ��a har-

rowing prospect for so united a family ; but,

fortunately, Horace would be able to reassure

them on this point.

Fakrash had always revoked his previous

performances as soon as he could be brought

to understand their fatuityâ��and Ventimore

would take good care that he revoked this.

Nevertheless, it was with a sinking heart

and an unsteady hand that he pulled the

visitors' bell at the Futvoyes' house that after-

noon, for he neither knew in what state he

should find that afflicted family, nor how

they would regard his intrusion at such a

time.

(To be continued.)
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CHAPTER XII.

THE MESSENGER OF HOPE.

ESSIE, the neat and pretty

parlourmaid, opened the door

with a smile of welcome which

Horace found reassuring. No

girl, he thought, whose master

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 isâ��as well as could be expected. Why

should you suppose otherwise?" she added,

with a flash of suspicion.

" I fancied perhaps thatâ��that he mightn't

be quite himself to-day," said Horace, with

his eyes on the carpet.

" I see," said Mrs. Futvoye, regaining her

composure ; " you were afraid that all those

foreign dishes might not have agreed with

him. Butâ��except that he is a little irritable

this afternoonâ��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, Anthonyâ��my husbandâ��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

read a paper at one of his societies to-morrow

night, and she is wiiting 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 unwellâ��nothing serious, onlyâ��oh, do

go away!"

of America, by D. Appleton & Co.
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" Darling ! " said Horace, going to her and

taking both her hands, " I know allâ��do

you understand ?â��all! "

" Mamma ! " cried Sylvia, reproachfully,

" have you told himâ��already ? When we

settled that even Horace wasn't to know till

â��till papa recovers ! "

" My dear," replied her mother, " I have

told him nothing ; he can't possibly know,

unlessâ��but no, that isn't possible. And,

after all," she added, with a warning glance

at her daughter, " I don't know why we

should make any mystery about a mere

attack of gout. But I had better go and

see if your father wants anything." And

she hurried out of the room.

Sylvia sat down and gazed silently into the

fire. " I daresay you don't know how dread-

fully people kick when they've got gout," she

remarked, presently.

"Oh, yes, I do," said Horace, sympathetic-

ally ; " at least, I can guess."

" Especially when it's in both legs," con-

tinued Sylvia.

" Or," said Horace, gently, " in all four."

" Ah, you do know !" cried Sylvia.

" Then it's all the more horrid of you to

come !"

" Dearest," said Horace, " is not this just

the time when my place should be near you

â��and him ? "

" ' MOTHER,' SHE CRIED, ' DO COME

TO PAPA, QUICK.'

" Not near papa, Horace !" she put in,

anxiously ; " it wouldn't be at all safe."

" Do you really think I have any fear for

myself?"

" Are you sure you quite knowâ��what he

is like now ? "

" I understand," said Horace, trying to

put it as considerately as possible, " that a

casual observer, who didn't know your father,

might mistake him, at first sight, forâ��for

some sort of quadruped."

" He's a mule," sobbed Sylvia, breaking

down entirely. " I could bear it better if he

had been a nice mule. . . . Bâ��but he

isn't !"

" Whatever he may be," declared Horace,

as he knelt by her chair endeavouring to

comfort her, "nothing can alter my profound

respect for him. And you must let me see

him, Sylvia; because I fully believe I shall

be able to cheer him up."

" If you imagine you can persuade him to

â��to laugh it off! " said Sylvia, tearfully.

" I wasn't proposing to try to make him

see the humorous side of his situation,"

Horace mildly explained. " I trust I have

more tact than that. But he may be glad to

know that, at the worst, it is only a tempo-

rary inconvenience. I'll take care that he's

all right again before very long."

She started up and looked at him : her
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eyes widened with dawning dread and mis-

trust.

" If you can speak like that," she said,

"it must have been you whoâ��no, I can't

believe itâ��that would be too horrible ! "

"I who did what, Sylvia? Weren't you

there whenâ��when it happened ? "

" No," she replied ; " I was only told of it

afterwards. Mother heard papa talking loudly

in his study this morning, as if he was angry

with somebody, and at last she grew so uneasy

she couldn't bear it any longer, and went in

to see what was the matter with him. Dad

was quite alone, and looked as usual, only a

little excitedâ��and then, without the slightest

warning, just as she entered the room, he

â��he changed slowly into a mule before her

eyes ! Anybody but mamma would have

lost her head and roused the whole house."

" Thank Heaven she didn't!" said Horace,

fervently. " That was what I was most

afraid of."

" Thenâ��oh, Horace, it was you ! It's

no use denying it. I feel more

certain of it every moment! "

" Now, Sylvia ! " he protested,

still anxious, if possible, to keep

the worst from her, " what could

have put such an idea into your

head ? "

" I don't know," she said,

slowly. "Several things last

night. No one who was really

nice, and like everybody else,

would live in queer rooms like

those, and dine on cushions,

with dreadful black slaves, and

â��and dancing girls and things.

You pretended you were quite

poor."

" So I am, darling. And as

for the rooms, andâ��and the

rest, they're all gone, Sylvia. If

you went to Vincent Square

to-day, you wouldn't find a trace

of them !"

" That only shows ! " said

Sylvia. " But why should you

play such a cruel, and â�� and

ungentlemanly trick on poor

dad ? If you had ever really

loved me !"

'â�¢ But I do. Sylvia, you can't

really believe me capable of

such an outrage ! Look at me

and tell me so."

"No, Horace," said Sylvia,

frankly. " I don't believe you

did it. But I believe you

know who did. And you had better tell me

at once ! "

" If you're quite sure you can stand it," he

replied, " I'll tell you everything." And, as

briefly as possible, he told her how he had

unsealed the brass bottle, and all that had

come of it.

She bore it, on the whole, better than he

had expected ; perhaps, being a woman, it

was some consolation to her to remind him

that she had foretold something of this kind

from the very first.

" But, of course, I never really thought it

would be so awful as this!" she said.

" Horace, how could you be so careless as to

let a great wicked thing like that escape out

of its bottle ? "

" I had a notion it was a manuscript," said

Horaceâ��" till he came out. But he isn't a

great wicked thing, Sylvia. He's an amiable

old Jinnee enough. And he'd do anything

for me. Nobody could be more grateful and

generous than he has been."

"SYLVIA, YOU CAN'T KEALLY BELIEVE ME CAPABLE or SUCH AN OUTRAGE 1*
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" Do you call it generous to change the

poor, dear dad into a mule ? " inquired

Sylvia, with a little curl of her upper lip.

" That was an oversight," said Horace ;

" he meant no harm by it. In Arabia they

do these thingsâ��or used to in his day. Not

that that's much excuse for him. Still, he's

not so young as he was, and besides, being

bottled up for all those centuries must have

narrowed him rather. You must try and

make allowances for him, darling."

" I sha'n't," said Sylvia, " unless he

apologizes to poor father, and puts him right

at once."

" Why, of course, he'll do that," Horace

answered, confidently. " I'll see that he

does. I don't mean to stand any more of his

nonsense. I'm afraid I've been just a little

too slack for fear of hurting his feelings ;

but this time he's gone too far, and I shall

talk to him like a Dutch uncle. He's always

ready to do the right thing when he's once

shown where he has gone wrongâ��only he

takes such a lot of showing, poor old chap !"

" But when do you think he'llâ��do the

right thing?"

" Oh, as soon as I see

him again."

" Yes, but when will

you see him again ? "

"That's more than I

can say. He's away just

nowâ��in China, or Peru,

or somewhere."

" Horace ! Then he

won't be back for months

and months !"

" Oh, yes, he

will. He can do

the whole trip,

aller et retour, you

know, in a few

hours. He's an

active old beggar

for his age. In the

meantime, dearest,

the chief thing is

to keep up your

father's spirits. So

I think I'd better 1 was just tell-

ing Sylvia, Mrs.

Futvoye," he said,

as that lady re-

entered the room,

"that I should like

to see the Pro-

fessor at once."

" It's quite, quite
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impossible ! " was the nervous reply. " He's

in such a state that he's unable to see anyone.

You don't know how fractious gout makes

him !"

" Dear Mrs. Futvoye," said Horace,

"believe me, I know more than you

suppose."

"Yes, mother, dear," put in Sylvia; "he

knows everythingâ��really everything. And

perhaps it might do dad good to see him."

Mrs. Futvoye sank helplessly down on a

settee. " Oh, dear me ! " she said. " I don't

know what to say. I really don't. If you

had seen him plunge at the mere suggestion

of a doctor !"

Privately, though naturally he could not

say so, Horace thought a vet. might be more

appropriate, but eventually he persuaded Mrs.

Futvoye to conduct him to her husband's

study.

" Anthony, love," she said, as she knocked

gently at the door, " I've brought Horace

Ventimore to see you for a few moments, if

he may." It seemed from the sounds of

furious snorting

and stamping with-

in that the Pro-

fessor resented this

intrusion on his

privacy. " My dear

Anthony," said his

devoted wife, as

she unlocked the

door and turned

the key on the in-

side after admit-

ting Horace, "try

to be calm. Think

of the servants

downstairs. Hor-

ace is so anxious

to help."

As for Venti-

more, he was

speechless â��so

inexpressibly

shocked was he by

the alteration in

the Professor's ap-

pearance. He had

never seen a mule

in sorrier condition

or in so vicious a

temper. Most of

the lighter furni-

ture had been

already reduced

to matchwood;

the glass doors of
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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 unlessâ��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,

manoeuvring 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 only 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

thatâ��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 champagneâ��you could

manage it inâ��in a bucket, and it would help

you to pull yourself together. A whisk of

yourâ��erâ��tail would imply consent." The

Professor's tail instantly swept some rare

Arabian glass lamps and vases from a shelf

at his rear, whereupon Mrs. Futvoye went

out, and returned presently with a bottle

of champagne and a large china jardiniere,

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

smilingâ��pray don't prance like that, I

mean what I sayâ��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.

" I 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 could bring yourself, as a sign that you

bear me no ill-feeling, to give me yourâ��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-roomâ��"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

feelingâ��as we all must and do, after what

you said just nowâ��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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" No, Horace, never against you. I didn't

mean to say what I did. Only it is such a

relief to put the blame on somebody. I

know, I know you feel it almost as much as

that, after all, matters must improve before

very long, and in the meantime he must bear

the suspense with patience.

He got through dinner as well as he could

THE MULE DRAINED THE FLOWER-POT GREEDILY.

we do. But so long as poor, dear papa

remains as he is we can never be anything to

one another. You must see that, Horace !"

" Yes, I see that," he said ; " but, trust me,

Sylvia, he shall not remain as he is. I swear

he shall not. In another day or two, at the

outside, you will see him his own self once

more. And thenâ��oh, darling, darling, you

won't let anything or anybody separate us?

Promise me that ! "

He would have held her in his arms, but

she kept him at a distance. " When papa is

himself again," she said, " I shall know better

what to say. I can't promise anything now,

Horace."

Horace recognised that no appeal "would

draw a more definite answer from her just

then ; so he took his leave, with the feeling

in his own rooms, for he did not like to go

to his club lest the Jinnee should suddenly

return during his absence.

" If he wants me he'd be quite equal to

coming on to the club after me," he reflected,

" for he has about as much sense of the

fitness of things as Mary's lamb. I shouldn't

care about seeing him suddenly bursting

through the floor of the smoking-room.

Nor would the committee."

He sat up late, in the hope that Fakrash

would appear ; but the Jinnee made no sign,

and Horace began to get uneasy. " I wish

there was some way of ringing him up," he

thought. " If he were only the slave of a

ring or a lamp, I'd rub it; but it wouldn't be

any use to rub that bottleâ��and, besides, he

isn't a slave. Probably he has a suspicion
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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 XIII.

A CHOICE OF EVILS.

NOT 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, orâ��horrible

suspicion !â��did he never intend to return

at all?

" Fakrash ! " he groaned aloud, " you can't

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 hearthrugâ��and at

this accomplishment of his dearest desire

all his indignation surged back, irrationally

enough,

" Oh, 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."

" I am more than repaid," answered the

Jinnee, who, like many most estimable

persons, was almost impervious to irony, " by

such assurances of thy gratitude."

" I'm not grateful," said Horace, fuming.

" I'm terribly annoyed ! "

" Well hath it been written," replied the

Jinnee :â��

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.

" I don't see 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 wall-eyed 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 nowâ��-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 unhappy Professor to remain like that

for ever, do you ? "

" None can alter what is predestined."

" Very likely not. But it 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 manâ��a man of wide learning

and reputationâ��suddenly plunged into such

a humiliating condition ? "
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"THE QUESTION is NOWâ��HOW DO YOU PROPOSE TO RESTORI

HIM AGAIN?"

"Upon his own head be it," said Fakrash,

coldly. " For he hath brought this fate upon

himself."

" Well, how do you suppose that you have

helped me by this performance? Will it

make him any the more disposed to consent

to my marrying his daughter? Is that all

you know of the world ? "

" It is not my intention that thou shouldest

take his daughter to wife."

" Whether you approve or not, it's my

intention to marry her."

" Assuredly she will not marry thee so

long as her father remaineth a mule."

" There I agree with you. But is that

your notion of doing me a good turn ? "

" I did not consider thy interest in this

matter."

"Then will you be good enough to con-

sider it now ? I have pledged my word that he

shall be restored to his original form. Not

only my happiness is at stake, but my honour."

" By failure to perform the impossible

none can lose honour. And this is a thing

that cannot be undone."

" Cannot be undone ?" repeated

Horace, feeling a cold clutch at his

heart. " Why ? "

" Because," said the Jinnee, sullenly,

" I have forgotten the way."

"Nonsense!" retorted Horace; "I

don't believe it. Why," he urged,

descending to flattery, "you're such a

clever old Johnnyâ��I beg your pardon,

I meant, such a clever old Jinneeâ��you

can do anything, if you only give your

mind to it. Just look at the way you

changed this house back again to what

it was. Marvellous ! "

" That was the veriest trifle," said Fak-

rash, though he was obviously pleased

by this tribute to his talent; " this

would be a different affair altogether."

" But child's play to you.' " insinuated

Horace. " Come, you know very well

you can do it if you only choose."

" It may be as thou sayest. But I

do not choose."

" Then I think," said Horace, " that,

considering the obligation you admit

yourself you are under to me, I have a

right to know the reason â�� the real

reasonâ��why you refuse."

"Thy claim is not without justice,"

answered the Jinnee, after a pause, " nor

can I decline to gratify thee."

" That's right," cried Horace : " I

knew you'd see it in the proper light

when it was once put to you. Now,

don't lose any more time, but restore that

unfortunate man at once, as you've promised."

"Not so," said the Jinnee; "I promised

thee a reason for my refusalâ��and that thou

shall have. Know then, O my son, that this

indiscreet one had, by some vile and un-

hallowed arts, divined the hidden meaning

of what was written upon the seal of the

bottle wherein I was confined, and was pre-

paring to reveal the same unto all men."

" What would it matter to you if he did ? "

" Muchâ��for the writing contained a false

and lying record of my actions."

" If it is all lies, it can't do you any harm.

Why not treat them with the contempt they

deserve ? "

"They are not all lies," the Jinnee

admitted, reluctantly.

" Well, never mind. Whatever you've

done, you've expiated it by this time."

" Now that Suleyman is no more it is my

desire to seek out my kinsmen of the Green

Jinn, and live out my days in amity and

honour. How can that be if they hear my

name execrated by all mortals ? "
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"Nobody would think of execrating you

about an affair three thousand years old.

It's too stale a scandal."

" Thou speakest without understanding.

I tell thee that if men knew but the half of

my misdoings," said Fakrash, in a tone not

altogether free from a kind of sombre com-

placency, " the noise of them would rise even

unto the uppermost regions, and scorn and

loathing would be my portion."

" Oh, it's not so bad as all that," said

Horace, who had a private impression that

the Jinnee's "past" would probably turn out

to be chiefly made up of peccadilloes. " But,

anyway, I'm sure the Professor will readily

agree to keep silence about it; and, as you

have, of course, got the seal in your own

possession again "

" Nay, the seal is still in his possession,

and it is naught to rr.e where it is deposited,"

said Fakrash, "since the only mortal who

hath deciphered it is now a dumb animal."

"Not at all," said Horace. "There are

several friends of his who could decipher

that inscription quite as

easily as he did."

" Is this the truth ? "

said the Jinnee, in visible

alarm.

"Certainly," said

Horace. " Within the Jast

quarter of a century

archaeology has made

great strides. Our learned

men can now read Baby-

lonian bricks and Chal-

dean tablets as easily as if

they were advertisements

on galvanized iron. You

may think you've been

extremely clever in turn-

ing the Professor into an

animal, but you'll pro-

bably find you've only

made another mistake."

"How so?" inquired

Fakrash.

"Well," said Horace,

seeing his advantage, and

pushing it unscrupulously,

"now that, in your infinite

wisdom, you have or-

dained that he should be

a mule, he naturally can't possess property.

Therefore all his effects will have to be sold,

and amongst them will be that seal of yours,

which, like many other things in his collec-

tion, will probably be bought up by the British

Museum, where it will be examined and com-

Vol. xix.-8O.

mented upon by every Orientalist in Europe.

I suppose you've thought of all that ? "

" O young man of marvellous sagacity !"

said the Jinnee; " truly I had omitted to

consider these things, and thou hast opened

my eyes in time. For I will present myself

unto this man-mule and adjure him to reveal

where he hath bestowed this seal, so that I

may regain it."

" He can't do that, you know, so long as

he remains a mule."

"I will endow him with speech for the

purpose."

"Let me tell you this," said Horace:

" he's in a very nasty temper just now,

naturally enough, and you won't get anything

out of him until you have restored him to

human form. If you do that, he'll agree to

anything."

" Whether I restore him or not will

depend not on me, but on the damsel who

is his daughter, and to whom thou art con-

tracted in marriage. For first of all I must

speak with her."

" So long as I am present and

you promise not to play

any tricks," said Horace,

" I've no objection, for I

believe, if you once saw

her and heard her plead

for her poor father, you

wouldn't have

the heart to

hold out any

longer. But

you must give

me your word

that you'll be-

have yourself."

" Thou hast

it," said the

Jinnee ; " I do

but desire to

see her on

thineaccount."

"Very well,"

agreed Hor-

ace ; " but I

really can't in-

troduce you in

that turbanâ��

she'd be terri-

fied. Couldn't

you contrive to get yourself up in common-

place English clothes, just for onceâ��some-

thing that wouldn't attract so much attention?"

" Will this satisfy thee ?" inquired the

Jinnee, as his green turban and flowing robes

suddenly resolved themselves into the con-

W1LL THIS SATISFY THEE?' INQUIRED THE JINNEE."
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ventional chimney-pot hat, frock-coat, and

trousers of modern civilization.

He bore a painful resemblance in them to

the kind of elderly gentleman who conies on

in the harlequinade to be bonneted by the

clown : but Horace was in no mood to be

critical just then.

"That's better," he said, encouragingly:

" much better. Now," he added, as he led

the way to the hall and put on his own hat and

overcoat, " we'll go out and find a hansom

and be at Kensington in less than twenty

minutes."

" We shall be there in less than twenty

seconds." said the Jinnee, seizing him by the

arm above the elbow, and Horace found

himself suddenly carried up into the air and

people skimming over the chimney-pots like

amateur rooks."

"Trouble not for that," said Fakrash, "for

no mortal eyes are capable of following our

flight."

"I hope not," said Horace, "or I shall

lose any reputation I have left. I think," he

added, " I'd better go in alone first and

prepare them, if you won't mind waiting

outside. I'll come to the window and

wave my pocket-handkerchief when they're

ready. And do come in by the door like an

ordinary person, and ask the maidservant if

you may see me."

' HORACE WAS SET DOWN GASHING WITH SURPRISE AND WANT OP BREATH.

set down, gasping with surprise and want

of breath, on the pavement opposite the

Futvoyes' door.

" I should just like to observe," he said, as

soon as he could speak, "that if we've been

seen, we shall probably cause a sensation.

Londoners are not accustomed to seeing

" I will bear it in mind," answered the

Jinnee, and suddenly sank, or seemed to

sink, through a chink in the pavement.

Horace, after ringing at the Futvoyes'

door, was admitted and shown into the

drawing-room, where Sylvia presently came

to him, looking as lovely as ever, in spite of
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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-

fastâ�� 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 on 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 toâ��to a Home of Rest for

Horsesâ��and yet what is 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 lather 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 wi// see him, won't you, for your father's

sake ? "

" If I must," said Sylvia, with a shudder,

" Iâ��I'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

Larmashâ��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 hands, 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, " ifâ��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 ^his conclusion. " What can

you possibly want from me ? But state them.

I'll agree to anything, in reason ! "
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"'THE DAMSEL is NOT WITHOUT COMELINESS,' HE REMARKED TO

HORACE."

" I demand that thou should'st renounce

the hand of this damsel."

"That's out of all reason," said Horace,

"and you know it. I will never give her up,

so long as she is willing to keep to me."

"Maiden," said the Jinnee, addressing

Sylvia for the first time, " the matter rests

with thee. Wilt thou release this my son

from his contract, since thou art no fit wife

for such as he ? "

" How can I," cried Sylvia, " when I love

him and he loves me? What a wicked,

tyrannical old thing you must be to expect

it! I can't give him up."

" It is but giving up what can never be

thine," said Fakrash. " And be not anxious

for him, for I will reward and console him a

thousandfold for the loss of thy society. A

little while, and he shall remember thee no

more."

" Don't believe him, darling," said Horace;

"you know me better than that."

"Remember," said the Jinnee, "that by

thy refusal thou wilt condemn thy parent to

remain a mule throughout all

his days. Art thou so unnatural

and hard-hearted a daughter as

to do this thing ?''

" Oh, I couldn't ! " cried

Sylvia. " I can't let poor father

remain a mule all his life when

one wordâ��and yet what am I

to do ? Horace, what shall I

say ? Advise me ... Advise

me ! "

" Heaven help us both !"

groaned Ventimore. " If I could

only see the right thing to do.

Look here, Mr. Fakrash," he

added, " this is a [natter that

requires consideration. Will you

relieve us of your presence for

a short time, while we talk it

over ? "

" With all my heart," said the

Jinnee, in the most obliging

manner in the world, and

vanished instantly.

"Now, darling," began

Horace, after he had gone, " if

that unspeakable old scoundrel

is really in earnest, there's no

denying that he's got us in an

extremely tight place. But I

can't bring myself to believe

that he does mean it. I fancy

he's only trying us. And what

I want you to do is not to con-

sider me in the matter at all."

" How can I help it ?" said poor Sylvia.

" Horace, youâ��you don't want to be re-

leased, do you ? "

" I ! " said Horace, " when you are all I

have in the world ! That's so likely, Sylvia !

But we are bound to look facts in the face.

To begin with, even if this hadtvt happened,

your people wouldn't let our engagement con-

tinue. For my prospects have changed

again, dearest. I'm even worse off than

when we first met, for that confounded

Jinnee has contrived to lose my first and

only client for meâ��the one thing worth

having he ever gave me." And he told

her the story of the mushroom palace

and Mr. Wackerbath's withdrawal. "So

you see, darling," he concluded, " I haven't

even a home to offer you ; and if I had,

it would be miserably uncomfortable for

you with that old Marplot continually

dropping in on usâ��especially if, as I'm

afraid he has, lie's taken some unreasonable

dislike to you."

" But surely you can talk him over? " said
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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 toâ��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 you won't, Sylvia, I

must. And you will spare me that? Let

us both agree to part, andâ��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

rene'val, 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 thisâ��gentle-

man ? "

"This," said Horace, "is theâ��erâ��author

of the Professor's misfortunes, and he has

come here at my request to undo his work."

" It would 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 all 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.

" O, man of distinguished attainments ! "

began the Jinnee, " whom I have caused,

for reasons that are known unto thee, to

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."

" Well, 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, sirâ��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-caseâ��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 boldest sacred never

to divulge what thou hast learnt"â��which

oath the Professor, in the vilest of tampers,

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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" Surely," remonstrated Mrs. Futvoye,

"you don't mean to turn his wife and

daughter out of the room at such a moment

as this? \Ve shall be perfectly quiet, and

we may even be of some help."

" Do as you're told, my dear!" snapped

the ungrateful mule; " do as you're told.

You'll only be in the way here. Do you

suppose he doesn't know his own beastly

business ? "

They left accordingly; whereupon Fakrash

took the cupâ��an ordinary breakfast-cup with

a Greek key-border pattern in pale blue

round the topâ��and, drenching the mule

animal simply stood and shivered, and

Ventimore began to feel an agonizing sus-

picion that the Jinnee really had, as he had

first asserted, forgotten how to perform this

particular incantation.

All at once the mule reared, and began to

beat the air frantically with his fore-hoofs ;

after which he fell heavily backward into the

nearest arm-chair (which was fortunately a

solid and capacious piece of furniture) with

his fore-legs hanging limply at his sides in a

semi-human fashion. There was a brief con-

vulsion, and then, by some gradual process

unspeakably impressive to witness, the man

" PROFESSOR FUTVOYE SAT GASPING AND TREMBLING. "

with the contents, exclaimed, " Quit this seemed to break through the mule, the

form and return to the form in which thou mule became merged in the man â�� and

wast!" Professor Futvoye, restored to his own

For a dreadful moment or two it seemed natural form and habit, sat gasping and

as if no effect was to be produced ; the trembling in the chair before them.

(To be continued.')
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