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ortice, & young New England-
et_[ %?ﬂ&u?h'- kh“degtbnl. gifted with an
altogethér uncommon mentality, pessesses
the wnu$ual and uncanny xi)ow;er of vividly
recalling recollections of his Ego passed in
former Feincarnations, centuries apart, in-
cluding fnany strange adveéntures by flood
and field, some of them connected with
long-forgotten treasture-hoards, concerning
wtr:fch. by virtue of his weird gift, he is
able to instance definite dates and exact
localities. .At the time these narratives be-
n, Cortice happens to be stranded in
- ndon,’ practically  penniless, although
potentially. he commands millions. He is
~:reaching out for a mam of means an of
integrity who will évinge s jent “faith
in his queer story to' advance the neces-
sary capital for a critical and actual test.
Such an “‘angel’’ turns up in the person of
Lord Westbury Wayrf, mrqﬁt Scars-
dale, a 'youbi p}g’zo at wedl who
is eccentrically ¥ond of bizarre  undérta-
kings, Retta Cortice, Barton’s sister, a
y ) ly beautiful girl, dependent
Shim, believes implicitly in her broth-
ymmitted to wmux:!g
fall tgrtntehis lips during his
€ ne. r huuccesutully lo-
-and- recovering.-the ' great treas-
o ng John, identityinga pre-his-
mine in the Peruvian Andes,
and rescuing some valuable family jew-
els hidden during the French revolution,
Barton, his sister and those connected, be-
gome quite wealfhy: the fourth adventure
consisted of an attempt to' dig up some
iraticaldoot buried on the coast of North
%uouna.' while the fifth story takes our
Young dreamer to Scotland, where he is
instrumental in recovering some valuable
documents hidden in a medieval castle.
After that comes: re-discovery of a long-
forgotten. but immensely. valuable pearl
- fishery in the Pacific; two weird experi-
ences in Italy, which recall the day when
Cortice was a Roman legionary; an ad-
venture with an airship while ransacking
an Artec treasure temple; a startling epi-
sode in the Egyptian desert in a quest
for Pharpah’s mummy, while the tenth
story takes our young dreamer to India.]

HIS was the rather
startling telegram
which Lord Wayne
read at the breakfast
table one morning at
Raynham ;castla:

S¥Am ‘sailing ‘for Tndia
to-day by P. & O. boat.
Please explain to Lady
Blanche and _look after

Retta. Will write or
wire.

BARTON CORTICE.

**“Gad! 'What do you
think of that!” ex-
~claimed the marquis;

2 ssing the filmy blue
form across ‘table ‘to his 'sister.
With trée masculine ' maladroitpess
this was the abrupt way .in whieh he
obeyed Barton's request to “explain”
to the lady, =

“Isn’t it rather sadden?' she’ in-
quired in tones that were fairly steady,
though an acute feminine eye would
have detected an agitated fluttering
of the lacy covering at neck, and
bosom. * ;

“Sudden!™ -ejaculated her brother.
“I should- say so! Apparently. he's
gone off alone—Jack Dare’s ‘in New
York and Retta’s in London. I don't
half like it N e ¢

“Surely you.dé lot‘feiﬁ.—" quasvf'e!.‘éd'

the pretty widow, this time with un-
disguised “fon?:ezg in her. query,

“Oh, I'm not- exactly afraid of his
safety,” asserted Scarsdale stoutly.
“Barton’s able to take care of himself
under ordinary conditions.” |

“Then what makes you anxious?”
she persisted.

“Only that his peculiar gift is apt to
lead him into some extraordinary situ-
ation where he might find himself ia
danger.”

“Then you think this quick trip to
India has something to do with those
horrid dreams of his?" “said Lady
Blanche.

“'Fraid nothing else would start
Barton off that way. But his dreams,
as you call them, are woven of pretty
substantial stuff—they've made him a
rich man, you know.”

“I do wish you'd stop encouraging
him!” petulantly exclaimed Lady
Blanche, rising from her untasted
breakfast, #And going {0 the window to
hide her emotion: She stood in the
wide embr re nervously coiling and
untwisting her handkerchief between
her jeweled fingers.

Her brother looked at her straight
and shapely back with a puzzled frown.
Something @mspiciously like a sob and
& sniff reaghed his ears, and the wom-
an’s shouldéfs quivered.

“By Jog he muttered under his
breath, risfiig and going to her side.

“Look here, old girl” he said, with
rough, yet brotherly kindness, ‘putting
his arm &l‘mnd her, and striving to
tilt her ch_‘h, 80 that he could see her

Sred egmifortingly and
’ “I'll Tun up to town
it train. If necessary TI'li

pr-thus fa> Barton Cortice
efino word of love vo Lady
€¥ing;. But sometimes two
at complete and satisfae-

nding without the inter- |

ch':' ' $ L5 i

ock that same after.
Rwas at the Cortice apart-
@ Embankment, and shak.
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town, in ¢

Retta, ~On:the way to

“What's this about Barton?” he in-
quired after the first salutations.

“Simply that he. left for India yes-
terday ‘afterncom gquite unexpectedly.
It was only decided the evening before
that he would go.” :

“Another expedition?” queried

Wayne signlﬁqantly... He was relieved
to note that Retta did not seem the
least bit anxious or worried. :
~ “Yes—and mo,” she answered, re-
turning his frank smile. “It’s not
quite a treasure-hunt thig time, al-
though there is a great stake to be
| Dlayed for. Bafton has gone to help
others and to clear up a very puzzling
mystery.”
_ “Well, I'm glad you know all about
it,” returned Lord Wayne. “Blanche
was quite put out when his telegram
arrived.”

“There’s not the slightest cause to
fear for- his personal safety, if that's
what you mean,” said Retta. “If all
goes well he’ll be back in three months
to tell you about it.”

“Which means;” laughed Wayne,
“that you are sworn to secrecy ?’

“Not exactly that,” said the girl 1
-am-sure “Barton would not wish to
have any secrets from You. But I real-
ly know very little, and I am sure he'd
rather be.his own historian™

“I _see,” said the marquis, nodding
his head, and greatly relieved. I
shall. be able to reassure ‘Lady
Blanehe., But there's another thing on
my mind, Miss Cortice, in fact, it was
for that as much as the other that 1
came to-day. Do you know what Bar-
‘vt.on said in his telegram?”

Retta shook her head, not trusting
herself to speak, By that intuitive
sixth sense which is vouchsafed most
women for their defense against the
so-called, stronger sex; she divined
what Scarsdale was about to.say. The
knowledge neither surprised nor star-
tled her.- In fact, if the truth wére
known, she had rather expected an
avowal ere this. i

“Three little words: ‘Look after
Retta’ Of course, I know what he
,reant thereby. But they determined
me to ask you to-day and now, to give
me the right to look after you in a
nearer and dearer sense, now and for-
ever,” %

He rose and came to her side, bend-
Ing over her chair, and taking her un-
resisting hand in his.

“I think you know what I mean,
Retta, dear. I want you for my own,
for my wife. I love you, Retta, Will
you be mine, sweetheart?”

The girl’s answer was as simple and
direct as her lover’s appeal and as her
Own disposition. She rose,” and stood
facing him, her .hahds imprisoned in
. his, ‘looking deep into his eyes with
“her own clear and unsullied maiden-
hood. Silently he drew her closer
until she rested and nestled in his
arms, whispering, through happy
tears:

“If you want me, T am yours!”

“My darling!” was his fervent re-
sponse as he strained her to him and
covered her face with kisses.

So here was another victory to the
credit, albeit indirectly, of “the man
Who remembered.” When Barton Cor-
tice returned to England three months
later it was to find his sister in a
fair way to become the marchioness
of ‘Scarsdale,

While these events were going on
behind my back, I was in the States,
returning in time, however, to con-
gratulate the young lovers, to welcome
Barton from India, and to hear the
story of the great Buddha Ruby, which
I will let him tell from the beginning
in his own.words as he told it to our
re-uttited sextet—for Forbes had run
down to Raynham for a few days of
grouse shooting:

“You know,” said Cortice, “I'm very
fond of browsing around the British
museum-—spend a lot of spare time
there, in fact, the Indian and Oriental
rooms .attracting me most. One day
I was gloating over a case containing
some superb examples of native Indi-
an weapons—jeweled swords, daggers
and pistols, marvelous for their rich-
ness and almost fabulous value. This
was my third or.fourth visit, and' I had
previously noticed another interested
observer, who I decided was an East
.In‘dhn—-pri,?bably & Brahmin of high
.caste, although he was dressed in the
regulation Epglish morning costume—
‘l"rocbcoat, pot-hat, lavender gray trous-
ers, ‘spats,” as we call ’em, and all
that goes with that particular brand
of make-up. s
“From a bow and a ‘good-morning’ on
the second and third day we fell into
conversation about the treasures in
the locked case. As I supposed, he
was an Indlan gentleman attached to
the suite of that prince cricketer chap
who was over heré, the Maharaja
Bhooleep Ringh. Well, on the fourth
day we lunched together ang afterward
took inthe cricket-match at Lord’s.

You know what these Englishztrick-
et-matches are — intolerably slow to

‘my mind—takes two or three days to

play a'single game. Give me two hours

b all, full of ginger for the whole

ngs! But I suppose cricket

sh—a the equally slow and delib-

te inliabitants of India. —
say, now!” broke in Wayne,

but hi & interruption ‘was unheeded

save bys smile from Cortice,

/Some. such remark I made to my

new friend, Mr. Bharat Serang; as we
came away. He smiled softly and
replied:
““*Very true: we of the older races
do.not count time like you Americans.
A thousangl-ten thousand-—years are
nothing in comparison to the sum total
of human life lived on this planet,’

“‘I suppose not—when you're along
time ‘dead,” I remarked, carelessly.

“’But life goes on, in centuries, and
cycles, and aeons. We in India take
no count of the atoms—we survey the
whele round. We think in centuries;
you reckon by weeksa!’

“Well, this was mighty interesting |

to ‘me, as you may imagine, but
I keépt mum, although of course I knew
that to these Brahmins and Hindoos
a belief in re-incarnation is part of
their religion. They accept it as un-
questioningly as the western peoples
admit that two and two make four.

“We dined at the Langham, Serang
and ], that night, and over the coffee
and cigars we continued our dis-
cussion. To- illustrate a certain re-
mark he said:

“‘Let me tell you a story, Mr. Cor-
tice. In one of the chief temples in
the holy city ot Benares, there is a

night; next mornlt}g it was gome, nor |1

has it ever been  seen or heard
since! The golden' fillet s yet

place; the faithful still flock to wor- | Ham.

ship; the priests serve the shrine as

of old—but the jewel, with I don’t

know how many bags of Tupees, has

never been heard of to this day! But|

there is a prophecy current.’

“Here Bharat Serang lowered his.

voice and leaned across the table:

“‘The priests have a theory that

the thief who stole the ruby secreted
it somewhere near by until he could
safely make off with it.. That he was

never able to do so they also believe,-

because it would have been impossible
to dispose of so splendid a stone or
to keep the transaction a secret. Soon-
er or later the jewel must have been
traced. In my country all things are
known—sooner or later. So here is
what the priests and their devotees
believe—that some day the soul of
that robber will be re-incarnated again
here on earth, and that in his new life
he will remember the theft and the
act of sacrilege, and endeavor either
to obtain the stone or restore it to
Boodha. 1It's a very pretty theory-
all- Brahmin India believes it. How
does it impress your occidental mind,
Mr. Cortice? 3

“Bharat leaned back in his chair after
delivering this climax to his .strange
story, watching me with inscrutable
eyes. I confess to feeling mighty un-
comfortable; several doubts and ques-

beautiful but cpolossal seated statue of
the god Boodha, sculptured by some
unknown devotee -thousands of years
ago out of a flesh-colored stone that is
.unlike any material known throughout
India. On this account superstitious
worshipers believe that the image was
not made by mortal hands, but was
the miraculous gift of the deity him-
self. This statue is the only one in
the temple, and had been a very noted
place of pilgrimage for more genera-
tions than you and I have numbered
years to our, united ages. The temple
supports a whole retinue of priests,
some of them among the most pious
in India—which is saying a great deal.

“‘The earliest records concerning
this image of Boodha mention that its
forehead was bound with a‘gold band
or fillet, in the center of which there
blazed a ruby priceless on account of
its great size and purity. In the semi-
dusk of the temple its rays blazed
like somesentient- tbing, mow dull,
now fiery red, now Benigm and roseate
in color, these mutations in hue cor-
responding with the anger or the
pleasure of the deity; some say the
varying tints of the great jewel—it
was as large as a pigeon’s egg—acted
as portents of peace or war, famine or
pestilence. }

“ ‘Well, one day, almost a thousand
years ago, in the reign of the Emperor
Hyder Adar, the great ruby was'stolen
—either by some recreant priest or by
a -common robber. The stone was
seen flashing on Boodha's brow one

.

“marked gravely.

e and cry had ‘died away. Then 1

could probably recover the loot with
“This I-

munity and dispose of-it.
%ligeand where do you suppose I se-
creted the ruby? But—I'll tell you
that later., it 4 55

“Well, as 1 sat there, facing Bharat
Berang, the whole episode came back
to me, clearly and vividly, every detall
plean and sharp as an intaglio of the
memory. What should I do? Make

confession and restitution? For I had '

little doubt but that the blazing ruby
even now was where 1 had secreted
it in my scare—a most cunningly-de-
vised hiding-place, yet a very simple
one. :

“‘The story interests you? suavely
inquired Serang.

“‘Intensely,” I admitted, ‘for reasons
with which you are perhaps familiar,
Be candid with me—hqow much do you
Jknow, or suspect? For my own satis-
faction, you see, I wanted to be able
to test the matter.

“‘Pardon,—1 do not comprehend,’
said he.

“‘Perhaps you don’t I muttered
under my breath, then aloud: _

“‘I'll give you a Roland for your Oli-
ver, Mr. Serang,’ I said, ‘if you under-
stand the allusion.’ :

“He smiled pleasantly and bowed.
‘You mean you will give me another
good story in exchange for mine?

“I nodded, watching him very close-
ly, but could discover not the slightest
sign indicating foreknowledge on his
part of what I was going to say, then:

- “‘Of course, you believe in this re-

incarnation theory—that it would be
possible for a poor servant’s soul to
be reborn and remember what he
dia?”

“‘It is n® theory, Mr. Cortice,’ he re-
‘ ‘We know. - Our
adepts are living witnesses! Every
soul on -earth has experienced several
existences, but only to a very few—
one here and there in thousands of
generations—is it given to recall

| those previous lives.’

“‘Well, Mr. Serang, I happen to be
in my own person, here and now, one
of those few men!’

“He looked at me with somé cour-

teous accretion of interest and a slight
flushing of his dusky complexion; oth-
erwise my statement seemed to occa-
sion no surprise. But his only answer
was to stretch his hand over the table
and shake mine, English fashion.

“hoer does i 2mpress your

Occrderntal rmind, /0 Cortice?'”

tionings flashed through my brain.
How much did he know or suspect?
Had’' he singled me out and told me
the story with a definite purpose?
Was I & marked man under the sur-
velllance of those priests of Boodha
and their secret emissaries?

“For, you see, 1 was the man who
a millennium ago had looted that very
same great Boodha Ruby, and I knew
where it probably was at that very
minute! While Bharat Serang had
been telling his strange story, the
whole “transaction recurred to me, I
recalled how I, the poor servant of
one of thé priests, had crawled, half-
naked, on my belly into the te#iple
after nightfall, and, crouching in ter-
ror for hours in. the shadows, had
made a -sudden swift rush, climbed
sacrilegiously and ruthlessly into the
very lap of the god, pried out the ruby

with my dagger, tucked it in the folds

of my loin-cloth, and then scurried to
a shadowy corner to wait in fear and
trembling till the temple gates should
be opened in the morning. 453
“While I lay'there groveling and
momentarily expecting to be palsied
and withered by the lightning of the
offended deity, a new fear came over
me: suppose the stone were m#sed
by the first priest who entered the
sanctuary? ' An instant alarm would

be given, the doors would be closed, |

and -every one present would “be
searched! ;
“Better would it be for me to hide

the prize in some place that would

* ‘Let me give you one or two proofs,
with chapter and verse; I went on,
‘then, if you're satisfied, we’ll talk
about your ruby.’

“Se In a dozen sentences I told him
a few things which, had they been
spoken aloud to the assembled diners
theré in the Langham, would have
caused those highly respectable and
normal people to regard your humble
servant as a gibbering idiot.

“But Bharat Serang smiled Beriously
at 9t all, as his inimitable Boodha
might have done.

“‘It 1s what you call “caviare to the
general,” ' he commented quietly, ‘but
almost commonplace to those who
know:. But you had somewhat special
to tell me about ‘this missing ruby?
May I have your confidence?

“*That’s what I've been leading up
to, Mr, Serang,’ I said. ‘You've accept-
ed as truth what I've told you already.
Perhaps éven this will not startle you.’
~ "And then I gave him the yarn, but
I kept back all mention of the place
where 1'd hidden the ruby. That I
wanted to use as a dramatic sequel.

. ““Whatever surprise I may mani-
fest, M. Cortice,’ he remarked quietly,
‘Is mot at your story, or because of
your facts, but is occasioned by my

ma g good fortune in making your
:m juaintance. May 1 have the honor
of accompanying you to Benares—for
I take it you will want to make a lit-
tle experiment in a
‘there—and I can

-

facilitate matters for

ér be suspected and wait until the [

| lieve, from riches.

certain temple’

“Tm ready at any moment!’ I‘em
claimed, for I was pretty keen on see-
ing the thing through. ‘ vy

““There’s a P. & O. steamer leaving
Southampten to-morrow,” he remarked’
inquiringly. A

““All right—suits me exactly,’ I re.
plied. . . ; s i

“So, that's how I went off on the
jump. Serang insisted on making all
arrangements. We had the finest
suite on  board, and traveled like
princes. Going up to Benares every
wheel was greased, and Serang
throughout proved a mighty pleasant
associate. He seemed saturated with
a quiet elation over his discovery, and
neither by word, sign, or look could
I detect on his part a single iota of
doubt in the truth of my story. .

“Well;. when we arrived at the holy
‘city he .left me for a few hours to
make, as he said, the necessary ar-
rangements. 'When he returned he
was clad in the ‘native costume of a
high-class Brahmin, and he brought
with him a bundle of clean but rather
*scanty garments of the kind worn by
Hindoos of the lower orders.

“*r'his is the only unpleasant inei-
dent, Mr. Cortice,’ he said; when I
asked him if I was expecfed to wear
the things, ‘but T am sure you will
not object. In no other guise could
you gain access to the temple—and I
understand ‘you insist on being pres-
ent when you reveal the secret hiding-
place?’ i

“‘That’s imperative,’ I sald, with
finality. So he proceeded to dress—or
rather, undress—me, first applying a
brown stajn to the exposed parts of
my limbs, face, and body.

“When I looked at myself in the
pier-glass I felt like a consummate
fool, and when I reflected that I had to
walk through the streets in such a
rig 1 almost weakened. But, said
Bharat:

“‘No one will notice you—there are
20,000 in Benares dressed as you are.’

“So we marched out of that hotel
just before sunset,I,atmyguide’s heels,
for you must remember that I was
now ‘low caste’ compared to him. We
reached the temple interior, and no
sooner had I set eyes on that beautis
ful, smiling Boodha, smelt the incense
in my Mostrils, and saw the shadowy
forms of the worshipers prostrated on
the paved floor, than the whole tran-
*saction came back to me with re-
newed force and clarity.

“I followed Bharat Serang into a:
curtained recess—it might have been
the very ome where I had lurked in.
fear and trembling on that night a
thousand years ago.-

“Here, after perhaps five or ten!
minutes of waiting, we were joined by:!
a girdled and tonsured priest —a|
young, lithe and active Brahmin, s,
far as I could judge in the semi-gloom,;
Then came.the deep booming of a mu.!
sical gong, and immediately theres:
after the clang of the temple doors as|
they were closed for thenight. LookingL
out between the curtains I could see!
that the whole interior was in solitude,,
lit by the dim glow of a great dull!
lamp swinging in chains before the
statue of Boodha. .

“Serang and the priest exchanged.
a few sentences in a strange tongue,
Then the former turned to me, and
whispered in English: ‘

“*‘Will you now tell me where you
hid the ruby? None but Boodha's
anointed priest may make the gearch!’

“I nodded.

“‘Tell him to look in the hollow of
Boodha’s right ear!’

“That was where I had dropped the
precious bauble in my hurry and fright
on that eventful night.

“Lithe as a cat, even as I had dona
myself, the priest mounted the statue.
t There was a moment’s anxious silence,
a smothered ejaculation, then silence:
again. /

“In a couple of minutes the priest
rejoined us with swift and noiseless
gait.

“‘Look!’ he said, sweeping aside th
curtain, :

“I followed his outstretched arm, and
there, blazing in all its glory on the
forehead of the Boodha, outshining the
lamp itself by the fires from its radi~
ant heart, was the great ruby, re-
stored to its rightful place by el
Then the priest took us by the arms
and thrust us out into the mnight
through some secret door.

“But what I can’t quitq make out,”
said Cortice in conclusion, “ts whether
Bharat Serang spotted me all ulqng."‘

Appeals.

N6 longer does fame come from
skill at fencing or tilting, nor fromi
either physical or mental prowess, as
we have been wont ‘to understand
these things, nor even, as many he-
Nowadays a man
is known by his appeals. - Almost any
one, no matter to how low a. stratum
in society he has sunk, can secure at
least one trial with little dificulty, but
to be able to secure two trials for the
same offense marks a man more fit
to survive, according to modern stand-
ards. To be able to keep right on,
making appeal after appeal, and se-
curing trial after trial, aye, even untd
the Supreme court itself, distinguishes
an individual as little less than super-
human in his power over mundane ob-.
‘stacles. And, if a man has been on
the four-side of the Supreme court ang
by appeal and a new trial gets on tlyno
five-side, he is a king indeed. Let
‘him be crowned. 3

Justifiable Suspicion.

The Husband—How would you like
me to get you a beautiful new opera
cloak? “

The Wife—Oh, Tom! What awful
thing have you’ been doing now?—
Cleveland Leader.

That Was Evident.

“There’s a man who always weighs
things carefully before he puts his
hand in.” S o Mg

“Then T can plainly see that he’s

not & butcher.”




