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OME remarkable discoveries
just made mear Glessen, Ger-
many, indicate that the Dark

Agoes, the period In European his
tory from about A. D. 475 to 1200
A. D, were not as dark as his
toriane have hitherto belleved

Bome  aneclent graves, dating
bck to 550 A. D, which have beea
opened by archasologists within the
past few weeks have brought to
light a numbe: of articles which
demonsirate that the Germans of
that 'time must have attalned »
high state of civilization instead of
being the barbarians they have
hitherto been regarded.

it was st the little village ot
Leihgesterr:, about three miles and
* balf from Giessen, that these dis-
coverles were made. It has been
Wwell known among archaeoclogists
that this tdwn was the seat of one
of the oldest settlements in Ger
@many, runaning back to prehistorie
times, and in 1908 remalns of pre
historic man of nearly 5,000 years
ago were found there. It was not
until October of this year, however,
that the graves belonging to the
Merovinglan Age, dating back to
860 A. D, vere uncovered, shedding
considerable light upon that period
of the Dark Ages, of whica history
kmnows comparatively littie.

Tacitus, the Roman historian,
declared that the Germans of his
period, 120 A. D., were the wildest
kind of barbarians, with few, If any,
of the arts of clvillzation, dressing
chiefly in the skins of wild beasts,
and living » very primitive kind of
ezistence. And this view has been
accepted by subsequent historians.

The find just made, however,
shows that this theory Is entirely
erroneous and that great injustice
bas been done to the men and
women of that early period. At
this period, it must be remembaered,
Germany had been overrun by the
F.anks, but hardlr conquered, many
of. the native tribes ':ing in con-
stant rebellion, and it now appears
that the Oermans acquired from
their Frankish foes and conquerors
many of the arts of the time.

The graves thus far opened have
been malnly those of women, and In
one of these were found not only

the ornamants which the women

whré t: jo: many of the utensils

o, ingloating clearly
"’I" tzr practise . and what

alvﬂluﬁ'_n_ they bad

R'ﬁu the custom of the Germans
Of that period .to bury with their
w ol _their ornaments and
whatd\er utensila might be useful
to them when they came to life
again, for they belleved in a future

life where such things would come
in handy, just as the Egyptians did.
the objects recovered
were various kinds of parapher-
nalila for weaving, fine specimens
of pottery and jewels of all kinds,
from beads, necklaces and brace
and Roman

Among

lets to glass Dbottles
colns.

It s made evident that the ar
tificers of Germa.y in that age
must have understood all about
and the women
far more or-
nately and handsomely than his-
torians have led us to belisve.
They wore jewelled pins and

thelr hair
with elaborately decorated combs,
and they wore necklaces, bracelets

metal working
must have dressed

girdles, they - rabed

and buckles.
but

to as Dark.

The Roman colns found in the
“graves indicate that the Romans
must have been in these parts for
five centuries or more. One of the
is an Invaluable de-
narius of the Roman Emperor Tra
jan, who ruled in Rome between
98 and 117 A. D, and 1s looked
upon as one of the greatest of the
coins

coins fo

Roman emperors. Other

'l'h:{whld not merely the utilities
the adornments of life,
which are indications of much more
than barbaric splendor, and their
artisanship suggests aesthetic taste
and a rn] civilization. There must
"have been considerable enlighten-
ment among these people in the age

which we, in our ignorance, refer

A German Woman of the Bixth
Century, A. D.
Were apparently used as ornaments,
and some of them may possibly have
been cast upon the spot.

Besides the well-shaped and har-
moniously decorated pottery were
found wooden plates with a border
decoration of baskets containing
bazel nuts, The glass bottles were
all well shaped and of a greenish
ocolor, and the beads were strung

on copper wire and skilfully shaped
from bard materials. Here, too,
were distaffs, whor.s and knives
used in weaving, and even a last
on which shoes were made, showing
that these early Teutons did not go
barefoot, but, on the contrary, went
to considerable pains to shape their
shoes neatly.

There is evidence, too, that they
used candles, for a number of tall
wooden candlesticks were found
which showed every sign of having
been used, and which were care-
fully turned.

All of these treasures have been
removed 10 the museum at Giesesn,
and it is expected that continued
investigation may bring other dls-
coveries which will add oconsider-
ably to our knowledge of these early
times and help to correct the errors
and misstatements of historians,
which fall to give the Germans full
credit for their early achlevements.

Much of our knowledge of early

German conditions is derived from

Tacitus’s work, “Germania” al-

though, as has been seen, in some

respects his assertions may be open
to doubt.

According to this Roman histor
fan, the anclent Germans were a
tall, vigorous race, with long fair
hair and “flercely blue eyes.” They
worq the skins of wild animals

" thrown over their shoulders and
fastened by a thorn or a pin. Their
dwellings were wooden huts of
rough construction, the inner walls
of which were colored in primitive
fashion, and which served as a

human habitation.

Their principal occupations were
fighting and hunting; they had
neither the skill nor the inclination
for the more peaceful arts. Such

household work as was neceasary to
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- Wonderfuli New Discoveries in an -
Ancient Tomb -Prove That a High
State of Civilization Existed in
Germany as Early as 550 A. D.

be coae they lelt to the women folk,
who were almost as flerce as the
men.

Drunkenness, quarreling and gam-
bling usually marked their social
gatherings. and the least excitement
was sufficient to disclose their
cruelty and to bring violent bursts
of temper.

Folk-songs and dances, in which
the famous deeds of their heroes
were perpetuated, were handed
down from father to son, and many
of them survive to this day.

The family relation was held In
great reverence by these early Teu-
tons. The wife was completely sub-
servient to her husband, however,
and if she proved unworthy custom
allowed him to cut off her hair and
to whip her through the village in

boys were taught the use of weapons
at an early age.

Among their gods was Ziu or Tiu,
the Scand!navian Tyr, the god of
war, whom Tacitus refera to as Mars
and whose symbol was the sword.
Another powerful goddess, Nerthus,
was worshipped by the Teutons, ac-
cording to Tacitus.

Whether these somewhat disparag-

ing viaws of early Teutonts life will
be materially changed as the resulf
of the recent discoveries will depand
largely upon the importance at
tached to them by modern archacles
gists and historians, but it must ba
apparent that at the period covered
by the graves so far opened. the
Germans had certainly atttained a
much higher degree of civilisation
than has hitherto been supposed.

AWoman Geniusand “The Forty Immortals.”

tions of the day is to know -
Mme. Curife, the im-°

lN France one of the great gues-

whether
mortal discoverer of radium, is to
enter the Institut as a member of
the Academy of Bcience. A private
circular has been sent around to
the five academies, which it In the
Palais Mazarin, in order to have an

T

A Comb, Necklaces, Buttons and Other Skilfully Fashioned Articles
Used by German Women Fifteen Centuries Ago.

which she lived, £lthough this form
of punishment was seldom resorted
to. Over the children the father
exercised absolute comntrol, and the

opinion me to the eligibility of
women (o sit beneath the famous
dome.

‘There is no qugstion, of course, as

to the suitabllity of Mme. Curie, a»
a4 savant, for the honor proposed.
Authorities agree that she had am
equal part with her husband in the
discovery of radium, and her sek
entific attainments are of such an
exalted order that the Minister of
Public Instruction, as ex-officlo res
tor of the University of Paris, felt
perfectly justified in installibg her
in a specially created chalr, where
she could teach the new sclenoe,
which has had such a startliag ef
tect on old established theories

S0 advanced, indeed, is the chan
acter of Mme. le Professeur's teach-
ing that few of her class can follow
her iIn her aclentific flights. A
woman of quite remarkable
lect, she is none the less a model
mother and possesses & charming
daughter, who does not
dolls. The proposal, then,
Mme. Curle shall enter the Academy
ol Sclence, but that more

i

—is undly moved.
It Mme. Curie ia admitted to one
A she may clalm

templated—certainly not by
lleu when he founded the Imstitut.

M, Curie, who met a premature
death in the streets of
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The Alternative

% private room at the Savoy. It
had been & dainty meal. the
chelce of an eploure; and there was an
alr of relaxation In the atmosphere.
Guod living without excess was one
of the few weaknesses of the stern.
, hard-faced man at the end of the table,
whose square chin protruded from be-
neath & heavy white mustache; but few
seople would ever have guessed this
listle weakness. To himself he con-
fassed It cynically, realising that he
had little to Hive for In the way of the
Nghter side of life, now that he had
hlinself up to the summit of his
ambition,
Prince Mechnikoff waa the head of the
secret police in Ruspla and an autoerat
His steel-blue eyea had
no pity It them, and he had never known
remorse. To him a revolutlonary was
pothing but & eypher and an insolent one
st that. They were pitted against him
and he against them, and If they lost—
well, »}a much the worse for them. He,
on his side, knew that there was always
a bomb waltlng for him-—strange faces
Jurking around dark corneps, lying In walt
for thelr opportunity. His life had boen
ateampted more often than he ared to
eount, and often he would cynically re-
view his escapen. His life was charmed;
it was n proverbh among other courtlers
and nihiilpts, Bl 1t Ald not make him
d he never for an Instant re-
Jaxed his vigllance; and he felt the awful
fsolation of It borne In upon him at

tmes.

Even In London, the city of freedom,
he dared not venture out unless guarded
&n every side; and the simplest pleasures,
such as going to the theatre or dining in
& restaurant, were forbldden to him on
account of their Insecurity. And in his
fsolation, his life of lonellnesa, he had
oaly one real oasis, ome softer spot—his
daughter.

o was seated beslde him, a soft sheedy
‘wiston In white, in all the sweet fresh-
mess of girlhood hovering on the
threshold of womanhood. Twenty years
before he had ylelded to the fascination
“her mother and had married her, a

half his age; and she married him
she had been forced to, only te

{or the handsome

r hﬂ’m’oﬂal Guards, and
Iater to lay down her life on
of maternity, leaving him a
t-eyed, helplesa creature, who
the Arst, wound her little
round his and herself round his

she was elghteen, and the light

world, and his only fear was an
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Srievance against him, that he would
never go out and about with her freely,
as she would have llked;: and she had
to go about with Mrs. Aychbold, the
English widow, who had acted as her
companion and chaperon. She was very
fond of Mrs. Archbold, but It was not
the same thing by any means, and she
missed him acutely,

“Time for you to be off, dear.” he
sald, looking up at the clock on the
mantleplece. “These wretchedly inartis-
e pleces will begin at elght and not
Eive dinner a chance. I =hall be able
o stop and Nnish mine comfortably."

*Oh, daddy, I dv wish you would come
with us to-night, to please me, just for
once," sald the girl, getting up and
slipplng her arms around his neck. *I
do hate leaving you-—and it would be
such a treat for me. You know you
never do go out with me.”

The prince patted her hand and kissed
her tenderly,

“No; go on, little girl,” he sald, modu-
latipng his volce (o a touch of tender-
ners, “you go and enjoy yourself, while
daddy plays at Cinderella at home. The
Galety, or any sort of galety for that
matter, Is not much In my line, I'm
afrald; and Mrs. Archbold will look after
you much better than I should., I should
probably buy You a big box of choco-
lates In the Interval, and make you very
billous for a week.”

He rose ¢rom his chalr and helped her
on with her white sllk opera cloak; and
then, as though by a sudden Impulse, he
stooped down and kissed her again.

“Look after yourself, little sweetheart,”
he sald. “You are all I have to live for.”

Then, before the girl could speak, he
had turned to Mrs., Archbold and was
holding her cloak for her.

“Pardon me,”” he sald, drawing back
into his shell; “I should have helped you
before Anastasia, but for the moment I
belleve my mind, as well as my manners,
was wandering."

“Not at all, prince.,” answered the
widow, smiling. *I hope you will never
find me an unreasonable person. Come
lllon', Stasia, or we shall miss the open-
ng."

“Good-bye, daddy dear,” the girl sald,
turning round at the door and kissing
her hand to him. *I shall be back with
you soon after eleven; and then yeu shall
give me such a nice little supper for a
special treat.”

As the door closed, Prince Mechnikoft
sat down again, resuming his impene-
trable mask. For three hours at least
he had mnothing to do but to read or
write. Holldays bored him, and he would
never have taken one except for Anastd-
sin’s sake.

Hé rose from his chalr with a grim
emile at the thoug=t, and walked
acrosa the Toom to the clgar stand In
the corner. It was part of his lug-
Fage wherever he went; and with the
tender touch of the connolsseur he
took out one of the great cigars grown
specially for him in Habana Then he
struck a wooden match from the stand
At the sids, 1it It carefuliy. and inhaled
the firs: pufl

It seemed to reinvigorate hlm, and
he walked across the room arnd pressed
the electric bell before sinking back

into a low armchair.

It was answered by one of his own
men. Even a Savoy walter might be an
anarchist, and Prince Mechnikoff was not
& man to take unnecessary risks.

“Bring me coffee, Ivan, and plenty of
it," he sald, hardly looking at the man,
“with some of the old Napoleon brandy
and a big goblet, mind you."

Ivan withdrew noiselessly and returned
a moment later, placing the tray at his
elbow,

Suppose Ivan was a nihilist? The
thought crossed his mind, and his lips
curved cynically. BSupposes the coffee or
the brandy were poisoned? What a lot
ol opportunities servants had!

He poured himself out a cup of coffes,
and added a emall spoonful of sugar
crystals. Each one of those crystals
might carry death. Then he poured him-
=elf out a liberal liqueur of the old
brandy, and drank it with the apprecia-
tlon of an epicure In subtie fSavors.

He felt It coursing through his
veins and stimulating his whole body,
as only old brandy ecan do; and he
almost laughed to himself. Good God.
he was morbid, almost “fey,” as they
called It in this strange land he was
in. He was cosmopolitan, but England
was a place he cuompletely failed to
understand. It was so free In Its
habits, almost free-and-easy. Great
men came and went without fear or
favor, and the head of the police was
hardly known by sight to the man In
the street. It was the land of liberty,
and in his own narrow environment
he could hardly grasp the greatness
of the fact. Moreover, it lacked the
great game of intrigue and plot., at
which his subtle brain loved to play.

Then his reverie took a retrospec-
tive turn, and the big plots of the past
marshalled before him In Imagination:
and his face grew even more grim and
callous than usual, and a strange
gleam came into his steel-blue eyes.
The very knout which made Europe
shudder was a mere toy to him, or a
trump card to be used to suit his
own hand. There were other methods,
too—methods of the old Inquisition.
thumb-screws and hot Iirons—they
were all part of the game; and there
was no remorse in his heart or on his
gray, hard face. It was not a man,
but & machine, that sat and thought
and smoked priceless cigars and drank
brandy worth its welght in gold.

He remembered how, when quite a
young man. a big plot had been brewing
—a plot to kill the reigning Tear—and
how, by making love to a young and
beautiful 1, how, by pretending to sym-
pathize, had collected evidence to
unvell it and convict her father. She—
what was her name? Olga something or
other—ending with “owski”'—had gone
to Siberia with her back seamed with
many siripes. She was young, hardly
older than Anastasia. He did not quite
Iike the thought of that somehow: and he
took another unusually long pull at the
large liqueur glass beside him. A slight
shiver passed over him in the warm
room. His only prayer was that sghe
should never knoew him as he really was,

and that she should always love him as
she did. It was his one fear. But what
matter Olga sometimes or other? The
affalr had made him,

And ones by one in solemn procession
his victims passed before him, the great
seat of judgment, Iinterweaving thelr
pale and frightened faces with the rings
of his smoke., Yes, that was a fine
young fellow leading a forlorn hope; but
he had to go. That woman with the
black halr and the lovely eyes had had
beantiful hands; but thumb-screws tell
their tale. Why was that handsome,
tawny giant, a prince of the blood, bent
and broken llke a hunchback? Ah, 1t
was all part of the game. It had to be.
It was all as inevitable s an Asschy-
lean drama. They were revolutionaries,
and had pitted their petty brains agalnst
him and his organisation; and the caucus,
backed by unlimited gold, like the bank
at roulette, always wins. Poor, miserable
fools, to put themselves up against it. It
was their own fault; and they had de-
served dll they goi—and more.

Suddenly he came back to himself and
his surroundings, and shivered. It was
not cold; and he rose abruptly and
shrugged hls shoulders.

Good heavens, It was half-past eleven,
and Anastasia ought to have been back.
He had not noticed the flight of time in
his grim retrospect; but what matter?
It had whiled & weary walting away.

He rang the bell and ordered sopper,
taking a certaining minute care abaut
taking a certain minute care about
for supper, and nothing was good enough
for her.

The clock chimed the Lhree-quarters on
the old Westminster chimes; and It
seemed to get on his nerves, making him
turn, with a sudden gesture of impatience,
to the bell.

His finger was actually on the button
when he heard the rustle of silk In the
corridor, as of a woman hurrylng; and
the door burst open and Mrs. Archboid
rushed in, obviously agitated.

“Has—hasn't Anastasiz returned?” she
exclalmed before he could speak.

He raised his eyebrows questionicgly,
with a swdden grip of anxiety a: his
heart.

“l don't understand.” he sald coldiy.
“Kindly explain. I left her In your
charge.”

The widow burst ints teara, and could
not apeak for a moment.

“Don’'t make a foo! of yourself, wo-
man,” =ald the Prince harshly. *“Pull
yourself together and explain.
my daughter?"

Mrs. Archbold made a convulsive effort
and braced herseil up with a jerk.

“We—we left the theatre togetner, and
there was a big crush. I—I could not
see FPeter anywhere; and somehow In the
crowd we got separated. I looked round
‘o find Peter, and when I turned round
again, a moment ter, Anastasia had dis-
&ppeared. 1 waited a minute for her, ex-
pecting her back every second, but she
never came. Then I began searching fo-
her as the crowd thinned away, but there
Was no sign of her. At last I was the
only one left s:anding outside the 7
and drawn up was the last carriage, our
own ejectromobile, but Ansstasia was not

—

.

In it. Bo—so I thought she must have
got into a cab and driven straigit back
to. the hotel, when she found that she had
missed me, but—but she is not here.'”

Her volve broke as she concluded, but
there was a pitiless look in the prince's
cold, steel-blue eyes.

“Perhaps,” he sald, in an jcy volce,
“you will be happler in another situation,
madam. I have no use for people who
fall to do their duty. Meanwhile, I will
ring up Bcotland Yard on the private
number."

His heart was like a frozen stone as
he walked across the room, without the
Aicker of even an eyelid. 1If there was
nothing behind it, why was not his
daughter back? He experienced that
feeling of impotence which makes even
the sirongest man eager to beat the
bars of his cage, as he had seen »0
many others dd in thelr time without &
single qualm. Now he himself was face
to face with that awful dread of un-
known and uncalculated danger.

A knock came at the door, and his
noiseless attendant entered, arresting his
progress ay acroas the room and
making him look up anxiously as Mrs
Archbold started roumnd.

“A note for you by hand, your high-
ness,'” =ald Ivan; and the prince took it
from the sliver salver somewhat eagerly
and tore it open. It meant either good
news or the realization of the worst.

It was on perfectly plain, common pa-
per, typewritten and without address, af-
fording no clue; and it only consisted of
a few lines.

“Your daughter,” it ran, “is detained as
a hostage. Come to No. 47 Portland
place, and she will be released. Take a
cab as far as the Langham Hotel and
walk the rest of the way. You will be
watched, so come alone and make no at-
tempt to telephone to or communicate
with the police. Bring this Jeiter as a
token of good faith. If you keep faith,
Your daughter will be returned safely to
the hotel by noon to.wmorrow. Bhe is by
now miles away in an opposite direction
to Portland piace. It Is your daughter or
yourseif. An eye for an eye and a tooth
for a tooth. Make your cholce.”™

It was unsigned, but convincing in its
simplicity.

“Who brought this? he sald, turnicg
away from the telephone abruptly.

“A district messenger boy, your high-
ness.'”

“There Is no answer,” he =ald; and
then he turned 1o the window. *“My

is daughter will not be back till noon to-

morrow. If she does not come back
then, communicate with the Russian
Ambassador. You had better go to bed.™

The clock struck 12, and the West-
minster chimes on the mantelpiece rang
out again, as he opened the door and let
the cringing woman ount with a formal
bow, regardiess ~f the pitiful look In her
eyes; but she @id not dare to ask ques-
tions after a single glance at his stern,
set face.

He closed the door softly behind her.
It was not the time for outbursts of im-
patience. Heé felt Hke a rat in a trap.
He knew his adversaries, as sure and re-
lentless as himself. They had struck the
weak poiat in the strong man’s armor,
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and he felt angrily that he ought to
have reckoned on it in the gréat game
of life and death, and have anticipated
it. There were no revokes, no taking
back wrong cards in such a subtle deal;
and at last they had trumped with the
ace,

His first impulse was to telephone
to Scotland Yard and risk it; but he
spurned it. Jt was the coward's way
out; and he knew that he could only
save himself at Stasia’s expense. He
did not doubt their good faith for an
instant; he had made similar pacts
with them himself before, and he had
never found them fall. In fact, he was
hardly so angry with them as with
himself, but his face showed no trace
of emotion. 1t was hard and pold as
marble, and perhaps a shade grayer
than usual.

The clock chi the quarter, re-
lentless in Its march of time, remind-
ing him that there was not & moment
to be lost.

He walked acroas to the cabimet Im
the corner, and selected another cigar
with unusual care, and 1t It. Then
he poured himself out a brandy and
#oda, and drank it off. Next he walked
through the suite to his bedroom,
where he slipped on a dark overcoat
and a cap, and then he let himself out
quletly into the passage without allow-
ing himself to be obssrved.

In the hall he called a taxicab, and
ordered the man to drive to the Lang-
bam Hotel

In the cab he looked at his wateh. It
was twenty minutes past twelve, and he
would just do it in time. He was cele-
brated for never having been late for a
dinner party or an execujion.

He took a puff at his olgar and sat
back meditatively. Jt had never oe-
curraed to him to question his decision.
In a single moment his iron nature had
siddenly realized8 humanity, which had
hitherto been In his life a thing apart,
and the power of paternity had gripped
his heart. His little girl must never suf-
fer; she must never even know that he
»ad laid down his life for her, or what
he had been to others.

What would they do with him? he won-
fisred vaguely, almost impersonally—tor-
turs him? Hot iréns, thumb-screws, the
knout, the rack, or hundreds of other
ways he knew so well? How long would
they take to finigh it off? Cr would they
be merciful and do it quickly with a bul-
let or & rope? His lips curied cynically,
and he blew out a cloud of smoke. He
did not think s0. As he had fown, =0
mugt he reap. And in his heart there
was no remorse for what he had done.

The cab stopped.

Prince Mechnikoff got out. and gave the
man a half crown without jooking &t the
register. Then he drew himself up to his
full height and inhaled a deep breath of
the beautiful night air.

Then, with his steel-blue eyes set
stralght In front of him and & strange
glint In them, he walked due north with
& brisk step. It was just on the half
hour, and he had no Intention of belng
Inte.

He kept his eyes on the numbers, and
found that 47 was on the left-hand side.

L ]

B0 he croased the road mechanieally, and

found himsell opposite a lofty house.
He stopped for a moment and

it with a touch of curliosity.

was a light burning in the hall
en, &8s he heard the clock of

8Souls’ .Church at the top of

strike the haif hour, be turned round and

lboizdnll.boutuu. Not a soul! wes In

He mounted the steps and
rang the bell with a Arm
It was opened almost

immediately
by & man In livery, ~

“I have come.,” he sald mim
entered with a ooldly

4

face, throwing twu his @ .
L ] -

At mnooen punctusilly th '
Anastasia I.eluutol’hn.l l-a 2
found Jre. Archbold™ aatimisd oy
white and ‘

“Oh, l’um a fmw

vaolcs. ~He weng
t afte

A0d he had Dot yob totionlgok for you,
unmcmmmmd

Earpest Pligrim—
bunch of red roses to
Charge it to me.

Clerk—Yes,

Pil

e & s
*How are you?”
“Oh, I'm about even with the wessd™

“How's thati™
*] figure -that I owe about &8 many

people as 1 don’t owe.




