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AUTHOR’S PREFACE

This little volume is written for the purpose
of demonstrating the one origin of all religions.

The story was arranged to interest the aver-

age reader while teaching him certain well es-

tablished facts. ’

The sayings of the Mystic are culled from
the Vedanta Philosophyof India. I have care-

fully avoided those Hindoo terms which are

calculated to confuse’ or perplex one unac-

quainted with esoteric literature, and have
Written so plainly thatall may understand.

To the works of Dr. R. Swinbnrn Clymer I
owe much of the information given; while the
many occult touches thatobtain throughout the
book are gathered from sources too numerous

to mention.
The unique setting was arranged with the

hope of creating more interest in the wonders
of YellowstonePark. All descriptions of gey-
sers, hot—springs, formations, etc., also the in-
formation relative to life within the Park, are

absolutely correct.
MARGUERITE LOUISE VERDIER.

Ft. Myers, Fla.
5
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The Maid, The-Man
and The Mystic

CHAPTERI

THE MAID

A slender maiden, clad in a dark blue travel»
ing suit, stood at the oflice window. The clerk,
with pen behind his ear, saw her at once, and
made frantic efforts to serve her-, but the im-
perious telephone engaged his undivided atten—

‘

tion.
“I understand,” she said, when at last she

gained his ear, “thatthehouse boasts of a roof-
garden.”

“Yesma ’am,” he replied, “the finest on the
coast.”

_

“How may I reach it?” she asked.
“Just take the elevator, and”-——-again the

telephone interrupted, “and follow your nose!”
he yelled as he snatched the receiver.

“Pretty girl,” he mentally ejaculated, as the
maiden disappeared.

7
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88 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic

“D———-;—— thatphone! I eou1dn’teven be civil.”
The Maiden took the elevator.
“What floor?” asked the obsequious Japa-

nese boy.
“The roof,” she replied, and settled herself

for a long ride.
“You must now to climb down little stair,”

explained the boy as the elevator made its last
landing. ‘

“Ah,” said the maid, “that is the way I’m
to follow my nose.”

She proceeded to do so, and arrived shortly
upon a scene of rare loveliness--theroof-garden
of the Hotel Lincoln.

Afterwalkingthrough thegarden and admir-
ing theView on all sides; after drinkinga cup of
tea in the dainty Japanese tea house; after a

,

long talk with the German gardener; after ac-

cepting graoiously the roses he offered her, and
pinning the beautiesupon her bodice, the Maid
finally selected a seat, drew a tablet and the
ever-ready fountain-pen from her handbag,and
began to write.

She was a strikingly pretty girl. Rich au-

burn hair waved back from a low, broad fore-
head and formed a soft knot at the back of
her head. Her brows and eyelashes were *

almost black, while her eyes were green, hazel
or blackaccording to mental disturbances. Her

{>27 :5:/i ~;l :;~./
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9The Maid 9

features were regular, her face oval, and her
complexion dazzlingly beautiful. The charm-
ing dimples gave a somewhat babyish look to
her face, but her very decided chin and firm
mouth indicated unusually developed character
in one so young. Though undoubtedly a de-
lightful young woman, she was surely possessed
of a temper, and would neverhesitate to express
her opinion in good forceful language. Those
who had felt her virtuous indignation once did
not court a second supply.

Now, as she sits, shaded by the vine-covered
trellis, too deeply absorbed to notice her beau-
tiful surroundings, let us peep over her shoul-
der and read the letter she is writing.

“SEATTLE, WASH.,
Aug. 8, 19--.

“My Dearest Clo: We arrived here last
night; and while Auntie is indulging in an ex-

tra supply of beautysleep, I am writing to you
from the roof-garden of the Hotel Lincoln. My
dear, it is simply heavenly! and the longer you
are up here, the more you enjoy it.

“From this lofty point I have a magnificent
View of this rapidly growing city, which is pic-
turesquely situated upon a series of hills.
Puget Sound is gay withshipping; for since the
earthquake, much of San Franoisco’s oom-

tfét :3:/iv ~;l :;~./
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10 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic

merce has come here-———corne to stay. The nearer

hills are heavily wooded, while far away is a

glimpse of distant mountains. This little gar-
’ den, too, is wonderfully attractive, with its

Japanese tea-house; its trellis walk, covered
with flowering vines; its swings and rustic
seats; winding paths and brilliant flowers; yet,
amid these beautiful surroundings, I am far

~ from happy.
“When a man is wretched, or has done some-

thing disgraceful, his friends immediately ask
“Who is the woman in the case?” Judging in
like manner, you may readily conclude that
the serpent which has crept into my Eden is a

man--the horrid man Whom I am expected to

marry. Oh! why were men created anyhow?
and why are we poor women forced to marry
them‘? I am sure we’d be much happier without
them. If the race must be kept up, why can

it not be replenished by subdivision, as in the
good old days when Polyps inherited the earth‘?
You may smile, but dear friend, I am seriously
distressed. "

“You have heard me speak of my Uncle Meri-
wether, whose maiden sister reared me, and
who always promised me his fortune. Since the
death of my own parents, whom] do not re—

member at all, this dear couple have loved and
provided for me as theirown child. Aside from

{>9 :E:/' U :;~./
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The Ma/id 11

the money lavished on me, they have given me

so much love and consideration that I never
felt the need of my ownie own parents.

“My uncle died a few months ago, and his
will surprised and shocked me terribly. After
a few minor legacies, he left his entire fortune
to me, and my cousin, Lewis Meriwether
Clarke,upon condition thatwe marry. Is it not
an outrage that thisman whom I have not seen

since I was a tiny tot, is now turning my glori-
ous summer into thewinter of discontent?

“When I was seven, and he fourteen, I Wor-

shipped him as a superior being,and might love
him madlynow, had not Uncle M—-— determined
to sacrificeus upon the altar of familypride.
“If I refuse to marry this redoubtable Lewis

MeriwetherClarke,I forfeit my share of thefor-
tune, the entire amount going to the said Lewis
Clarke, as a kind of salve-—a golden salve for
his lascerated heart. October third has been
selected as the fatal day. Then I must marry
this man, of whom I know nothing, and care

less, or go forthas a poor teacher, a lady ’s maid,
or, mayhap, a sales-woman.

“Upon that day my income ceases, and I
must marry; or, the alternative is too terrible
to contemplate! And now, his Serene Highness,
Lewis theConfident, has graciouslysignified his
desire to behold his handmaiden. He has been
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12 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
in India for the last ten years, and must be a

living counterpart of one of those horrid Hin-
doo idols we saw at the Exposition. I have no

recollection of his face, and as we have never

exchanged photographs, would not know him
from Adam, save, perhaps, by his more modern
garb.

p

I

“He has notified Auntie, with whom he has
kept up a desultory correspondence, that he
would meet us here and accompany us to
Alaska. I had anticipated so much pleasure

.

from the trip; but now, don_’t know where I shall
go, and I don”: much care, so I get away from
this hateful man!

“Ah! a brilliantidea has just come to me. I
will go to Yellowstone Park. Do you remem-

ber your brother’s enthusiasmover the trip he
took there last summer? He camped the Whole
time, and came home strong and happy. I
have so often dreamed of those jolly camp—fires
and thefree and easy life he described so viv~
idly. I am so tired of hotels—tired of thepeo~
ple one meets there; tired of Well-trained serv-

ants, and the luxuries of life. I Want to go back
to first principles; I Want to live in tents, to
wear old clothes; I want to see pictures in the
glowing camp-fire; I Want to forget things and
be happy, if but for a Week. So, my dearest
Clo, you must straightway make your arrange-
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The Maid 13

ments to join me at Livingston, Mont., on

the fifteenth, just one week from now, and we

shall enter the Park through Gardiner, along
with the same fascinating Wylie Camping 00.
which so delighted your brother. I shall not
read a paper, Write a letter, nor send a. telegram
whileI remain in thatenchanting spot, but con-

sume every moment in beinghappy.
“Auntie may remain here if she feels it her

duty, and condole withmy enemy upon the dc»
falcation of his unwillingbride; and Mr. Lewis
Meriwether Clarke shall not meet Miss Meri-

' Wether Lewis, until that fatal day, when, he-
reft of fortune, she proudly spurns him——”

V

A sudden gust of Wind lifted the sheets of
paper and scattered them over the garden.
They lodged among the Vines, rose-bushes and
shrubbery, and were easily recovered-—all ex-

cept the last sheet. Was it fate which selected
thisparticular sheet from all others, andcaused
it to flutter down—-down, then up again, over

houses and trees, floating down, a block away,
at the very feet of a tall, broad—shouldered
young man?

“A message fromthe skies!” he said, smil-
ing as he picked it up. The amused look upon
his face changed to one of surprise as he read
the few lines.

“Well, I’ll be blessed!” he murmured, ‘‘I’ll
be blessed!”

{>27 :5:/l ~;l :;~./
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CHAPTERII

THE MAN

The man turned, and walked slowly in an op-
posite direction, his mind grappling with the
problem in hand-a few lines from a girl’s
letter.

Reaching, at last, one of the many plazas
which add such beauty to the town, he sank
upon a well—shaded benchand fell into a ‘ ‘brown
study,” still holding the piece of paper in his
hand.

He was a tall young fellow, broad shouldered
and magnificentlyproportioned. He had pushed
back his hat, thus disclosing a fine, intellectual
brow. His hair was dark; so were the brows
and lashes which shaded his brilliantgrey eyes.
They were vivid eyes———eyes that could pierce
through flesh and blood and discover the inmost

V secrets of one’s being. Yet, eyes that could
grow tender with compassion, gentle withpity.

As he sat there, lost in thought, more than
one woman glanced admiringly at him, and
murmured, in passing, “what a handsome
man!” All unconscious of these flatteringcriti-
cisms, the man, after a long reverie, lifted the

14:
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The Man 15

paper and read,~—“and Mr. Lewis Meriwether
Clarke shall not meet Miss Meriwether Lewis
until thatfatal day, when, bereft of fortune, she
proudly spurns him—” He laughed softly and
regarded the seornful words almost lovingly.
‘ ‘Very flattering,upon my word,” he remarked,
as he folded the paper and laid it carefully be-
tween the leaves of his note-book, which he re-

placed in an inner pocket.
“I wonder What my lady would say if she

knew that thispage of her letter rested so near

my heart? The poor heart of him whom she
expects to proudly spurn! Poor little girl!
Her head must be full of romantic fietion;
‘proudly spurn’—that smatters considerably
of sensational noveIs——or perhaps she heard it
on the stage——I can fancy the star actress
‘proudly spurning’ the villianwho pursues her,
but it does seem deliciouslyfunny from thedear
little dumpling I knew so long ago. Well, it
is hard lines on her too. I had not thought
much of her side of the problem; no doubt she
thinksme a cad, and perhaps I deserve her dis-
pleasure for having so long neglected my dear
little playmate. But when one is engrossed in
study he is prone to forget little civilities.

“So she will ‘proudly spurn’ me from her
presence—too bad, when we used to be such
chums! Let me see———she must have been some

{>9 iii/" ~;l :;~./
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16 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
six or seven, when I knew her, fourteen years
ago——a dear little pet, withwonderful eyes, and
a lot of red hair. She rode on my back,searched
my pockets for goodies, and fell asleep in my
arms. She loved me then, almost as well as she
did her kitten. Alas! that time should bring
such changes! a

“ ‘Mr. Lewis MeriwetherClarke shall not see

Miss Meriwether Lewis until that fatal day’ ”
—that, I suppose, is the wedding day that has
been decreed for us by our Uncle Meriwether.
Dear old boy! Strange that he should enjoy
a long life of single blessedness, then seek, after
death, to harness two unwillingsouls.

“Well, cousin mine, I am no more anxious for
this marriage than you are. I think,however,
under the conditions, that We should meet and
discuss the situation before deciding upon any
course of action. A wife would greatly inter-
fere withmy pursuits, unless, indeed——but that
is hardly possible in this case. Aside from my
one great reason against it, marriage has never

attracted me. I have never known a married
pair who were truly happy. As far as I have ob-
served, it creates‘ discord and greatly interferes
withharmonious vibrations. Then, too, I know
nothingof thisgirl ’s character-—nothingof her
temperament. We might prove utterly an»

I

U!
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The Mom 17

suited, and each render the other unhappymat
least, uncomfortable. ’

“Should I ever marry (which is extremely
unlikely) the lady must be, in every respect,
my partner. ‘We must enjoy the same pur-
suits, feel an interest in the same people, places
and things. Let me see, perhaps this bit of
paper can tell me something.” ’

He took it from his pocket, and after careful
examination, remarked,“I should judge, from
the positive crossing of her t’s that she loves
her own Way——well, who does not? She can

certainly keep a secret, if these closed letters
mean anything. Though peculiar in some re—

spects, she has a pleasant disposition, and a

charming personality——dear me! that sounds
like reading a fortune, yet I see it all in her
handwriting.

“Really,our uncle had no right to place us in
this awkward position, merely because of
family traditions. Here we are, not only
afilictedwithfamilynames, but we are expected
to marry, for the sake of keeping the family
blood pure—unmixed with that of the common

herd. Poor little soul! I can not blame her for
running away. Truly, it is an ill wind that
blows no one good. But for that friendly
breeze, I might never have had this oppor-
tunity of becoming really acquainted with her.

{>9 iii/" ~;l :;~./
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18 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
Even though we may never fulfill Uncle Meri-
wether’s condition, I want her to know, and
like me——the real ME, before she is presented
to this presumptious cousin whom she now so

bitterly hates.
“Now, I wonder where you expect to hide,

little cousin? For our mutual benefit, I must
L

find out.” He held the sheet of paper between
his hands, closed his eyes, and appeared to listen
intently.

‘ ‘Livingston-—the15th——YelloWstonePark—-
camping—” was the psychometric message he
received. “How truly delightful!” he ex—

claimed. “Very well, I, too, shall visit Yellow-
stone Park,via. Livingston. I am very glad she
has decided to camp, for one grows so intimate
around a camp-fire. Adieu, cousin mine, tillwe
meet on the fifteenth,at Livingston.”

He again replaced his notebook, containing
between its leaves this wonderful bit of paper.
“Auburn hair and gray eyes make a charming
combination,”he mused. “What lovely skin
she has, and such a dear generous mouth. I like
your looks, little cousin, and if you are the
Woman I thinkyou are, we shall yet be friends.
You may learn to love me, despite——-but hold
on-—-she hates me now, so I must go slowly.”
He looked at his watch and rose. “Plenty of
time to catch my train,” he remarked. ‘ ‘I shall

{>9 :E:/' U :;~./
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The Man 19

. wire Auntie my regrets at being unable to join
her party,and theyneed neverknow thatI have
been here. Yes, I must go slowly.”

{Fit :3:/iv ~;l :;~./
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CHAPTERIII

THE MAD) SEES THE MYSTIC

The waiting-room at Livingston, during the
summer months,presents a scene of lively inter-
est. One sees groups of people, Waiting for
trains. Some eager to enter the Park; others, .

having made the trip, now on the return jour-
ney. Agents of the various companies that fur»
nish transportation through YellowstonePark,
looking about the room with eager eyes, ready
to pounce upon the “tender—foot,” beguiling
him with promises of extraordinary attention,
and setting forth in flowery language themerits
of his particular company above all others that
tour thePark.

The train from the East was due at five,
which, in that altitude, was scarcely daylight.
But, for all that, the room was pleasantly full
of moving people, presenting a fine study in the
expression of human faces.

Among thosewaiting to meet thatearly train,
was Miss Meriwether Lewis, our lady of the
roof-garden. She was quite alone and looked
somewhat solitary amid the moving throng.

' 20
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The Maid Sees the Mystic 21

Miss Lewis had reached Livingston thenight
previous, and awaited the incoming train with
joyful expectation; for, would it not bring her
dear friendClotilde,withwhom she should take
the Park trip‘? They would have time for a

comfortable breakfast before taking the seven-

thirtytrain for Gardiner, the northern entrance
to YellowstonePark.

Miss Lewis had not found it easyto arrange
this excursion. Her aunt objected strongly,
and finally declared that she would not chap-
eron her niece upon the journey, nor in any
Way would she countenance the afiair.

She asserted in positive terms that Meri-
Wether was very rude to leave when she knew
that her cousin, Lewis Clarke, was on his way
to meet her; that all arrangements having been
made for their Alaskan journey, she, Auntie,
would go, if need be, alone. That, by her un-

ohristian conduct, Meriwether was flying in
the face of Providence; and, having brought
untold misery upon them both, by her selfish
ways, would no doubt repent in sackclothand
ashes. Upon receipt of her nephew’s telegram,
however, she was somewhat mollified, and
agreed that Meriwether and her friend Clo-
tildeshould take theParktrip. She would visit
friends who lived in the country, and meet her

{Fit :3:/iv ~;l :;~./
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22 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
niece at Lincoln Hotel, upon her return from
YellowstonePark.

“Afterall,” said her aunt, ‘ ‘two weeks is not
long, and by that time Lewis may be able to
join us. Then We may go to Alaska, or return
home, as you young people prefer.”

Meriwether privately determined that at
the approach of the detested Lewis she would
disappear, return home with Clo, or visit other
friends. “Iwill not,” she mentally exclaimed,
“meet this man until forced to do so.” But
prudently refraining utterance, she had accom~

plished her end, and now needed only her chum
to complete her happiness.

All this passed through her mind as she sat
at a Window in the Waiting—room, apparently
admiring the surrounding hills and more dis-
tant mountains.

The Whistle of an incoming train roused her
to the present; and she moved near the door,
eagerly scanning the faces of all new comers

who entered. None ofthemwere known to her.
Perhaps Clotilde would come by a later train,
she thought.

“When is the next train due?” she asked the
«ticketagent. “From the East, I mean.”

“Not tillafternoon,” he replied.
“What shall I do?” thought the girl. “I do

{>9 :E:/' U :;~./
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The Maid Sees the Mystic 23

not like to remain here all day on the uncer-

tainty.”
_

.

Then some inner voice seemed to say, “Ask
for a telegram.”

From early childhood,Meriwether had been
blessed with intuition; and, having always fol-
lowed its promptings, the inner voice became
more pronounced as she grew older.

“Have you a telegram for me———~Miss Meri-
wetherLewis?” she asked the operator.

“Yes,” he replied, as he handed it to her.
“It arrived last night but we could not find
you, so held it.”

I-Iastily tearing open the, yellow envelope,
she read:

“Impossible to join you. Unexpected com-

pany whose stay is indefinite. Clo.”
Miss Lewis sank upon thenearest seat; and

almost wept.
What should she do? Could she bear the

mortification of returning to her aunt, after
fighting a battle-royal for this coveted trip‘?
Decidedly not! Yet, could she go alone? It
was bad enough for two young girls to go un-

’

chaperoned, but could ONE brave the displeas-
ure of spiteful Dame Grundy?
“I shall go,” she finally decided “I sup-

pose I must give up my cherished vision of
camp-fires and freedom from conventionality;

{>9 iii/" ~;l :;~./
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24 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
but I can surely go withthehotel people. They
say that each hotel along the route is unique
—different from any other, so perhaps I shall
enjoy it anyhow.”

Just then a. party of four, evidently married
couples, entered the room, laughing merrily.
Miss Lewis Watched them enviously; they
seemed to be having such a jolly time, While
she————

“Are you, too, going to thePark?”asked one

of thegroup, a tall blond Woman of about thirty.
“Yes,” replied Miss Lewis.
“With the Wylie Camping Cox?” persisted

the lady, bent upon conversation.
“No,” returned the girl regretfully, “I fear

I must take the hotel route.”
“Better come withus,” urged the lady, “you

will enjoy it far more.”
“I feel quite sure that you are right,” re-

turned the girl. “I had intended going with
the Wylies, but the friend who expected to

accompanyme has been detained, and——I hardly
thinkI want to camp quite alone——-among per-
fect strangers. So, although it almost breaks
my heart to give up the Week of camping, I
suppose I must appease Madame Grundy.”

“Nonsense!” exclaimed the other. “Come
along with ns———We will take care of you. I am

Mrs. Landrum, and this is my friend, Mrs.

{>9 iii/" ~;l :;~./
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The Maid Sees the Mystic 25

Adams, While those two men over there talking
to the ticket agent are our respective hus-
bands. My dear,” she continued, turning to
Mrs. Adams, “thisyoung lady speaks of giving
up the freedom of camp life simply because she
fears unpleasant remarks. I tell her that We

will gladly ehaperon her.”
“Why, of course,” said Mrs. Adams, Who

was a large motherlylooking woman with Weak
blue eyes and an immense mole on the right
side of her nose.

“Thank you so much,”p said Miss Lewis.
“You are very kind, but I hate to feel like an

interloper. ’ ’

At that moment a Wylie agent entered, the
name of his company printed upon his cap.
“I shall speak to theagent,” said Miss Lewis,

“he may help me to decide.” She met the
agent and introduced herself. '

“I expected to meet a friend here Who would
take the Park trip with me. Unfortunately,
she is delayed, and I am quite alone. Please
tell me candidly would it be considered very
outrageous if I Went to your camp alone—en-
tirely without chaperonage?” She looked ear-

nestly into the kind face of the tall man who
listened so sympatheticallyto her tale of Woe.

“In traveling,”he replied, “how many times
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26 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
do you meet theproprietor of the hotel at which
you stop?”
“I can not rememberever having met him,”

replied Miss Lewis.
“How often do you meet a lady whose husi~

ness it is to look after the comfort and happi-
ness of her guests?” he continued.

“Never!” she exclaimed.
“I thought not,” he answered. “Very well;

when our people arrive at the various stations
along the route, they are met by the matron of
that particular camp, and treated, in every re~

speet, as her guests. You will feel as if you are

visiting friends——that you are one of a large
house-party. ’ ’

“Oh, how delightful!” cried the girl. “Then
ehaperones are not necessary?”

“By no means,” replied the agent. “The
matron, who is always a perfect lady, cares for
all, and is ‘ever ready to serve her guests. Fur—

,

thermore, if, at the end of the trip, anyone can

truthfullycomplain of the service, We are more

thanwillingto refund his money.”
“Oh,” said Meriwether, “all that made me

hesitate was what my sister campers might
thinkof me. I thinkyour management simply
perfect, and shall certainly avail myself of it.
I have never camped, and am anxious to enjoy
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that experience. When the train is due, will

a
you please send a porter to help me on board?”
“I shall take pleasure in assisting you,” an-

swered the agent. “Rest assured that I will
call for you at the proper time.”

“Thank you so much!” she exclaimed grate—
fully. “You are very kind.”

“It is my business to be kind,” he returned.
“It is but courtesy to look out for our people.”

The man, bowing politely,moved on, and Miss
Lewis returned to the ladies who had be»
friended her.

“Well?” asked Mrs. Landrum.
“I have decided to camp,” replied Miss

Lewis, as she seated herself near them. “The
agent says there is a matron at each camp, and
that it is all just like a big house-party.”

“Good!” ejaculated the lady. “I know you
will enjoy it immensely. I wish we could ask
you to chum withus, but I understand that the
tents are divided into either two or four apart-
ments, and, of course, we want to keep our own

party together.”
“It is dear of you to mention it,” said the

girl sweetly, “but I wouldn’t think of intrud-
ing. Perhaps I shall be put with some other
unattached Women—-—I hope so, for it would be
awfully jolly,if we proved congenial.”

“Of course,” said Mrs. Adams, “anythingis
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proper in the Park. But I am not sure if it is
safe for a party of young women to tent alone.
You should have a man in the party.”
“I fail to see the necessity,” remarked Miss

Lewis. “I like men well enough, but I do not
see why we should be constantly under their
protection. ’ ’

“Why, my dear young lady!” exclaimed the
good Woman. “The Park is infested with
Wolves, bear and-and many other wild ani-
mals.”

“Oh, Well,” remarked Miss Lewis, “I can

shoot.”
.

“Indeed!” replied the matron, “but that is
not allowed. The animals are protected by law
and no firearms are permitted to enter the
Park.”

“Ah, yes,” remarkedMiss Lewis, “I remem-

ber, it as a National Park,and that both woods
and animals are protected by law. It will be
indeed a treat to study Nature in one of her own

strongholds.”
A group of Orientals entered, and looked

about the room. The soft, silken garments
which hung in such voluminous folds about the
forms of the women were suggestive of India.

Evidently, one was a lady of rank, if one

could judge anythingfrom the deferential man

nor of the middle-aged English woman who ae-
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companied her. The long silken scarf draped
about her head, did not entirely conceal the
darkbeautyof the woman, nor protect her from
prying eyes. The long pearl earrings that de-
pended‘ from the shell-like ears attracted im-
mediate attention, but the vivid spot of ear-

mine in the middle of her forehead occasioned
even greater wonder.

A Hindoo maid followed, bearing upon her
arm a priceless shawl of that peculiar weave

worn only by royalty. A Hindoo manservant
also carried Wraps. Twogentlemenof theparty
were grey traveling suits.

The most remarkablepersonage in the group
was clad in the sacred garb of a Yogi priest.
His commanding presence inspired a feeling of
awe and reverence. A look of perfect peace
radiated from his beautiful face and the dark
eyes glowed with a wonderful light.

As Meriwether gazed in fascination at this
Wonderful being, the eyes of the Mystic sud-
denly met those of the Maid. The girl thrilled
with happiness, for she KNEW in some myste-
rious way that this god-like being was her
friend——that their lives would again meet, and
that from him would come only the good, the
true, the beautiful.

An oflicialrushed forward, bowed low, and in-
formed theparty that theirprivate car awaited
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them. The Waiting-room seemed very ordinary
when deprived of the luminous presence of the
Mystic.
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MAID AND MAN MEET

“All aboard for Gardiner!”
Miss Lewis picked up her suit-ease and looked

nervously toward the door. A smile replaced
her look of alarm as the tall Wylie agent
entered and approached her.

“ This is your train,” he remarked,as he took
possession of her suit-case. “Did you think
I had forgotten you?”

“No,” she replied, “but I should feel no sur-

prise if you had-——you have so much to re«

member.”

,

“True,” he answered, “but We never forget
our guests. You will find throughout that we

Wylie people are ever ready to serve.”
“I wish you were going, too,” said the girl,

as he found her a seat upon the rapidly filling
coach. “You have been so kind—~I feel that I
have known you always.”
“I thank you,”,returned the agent. “It is

not often one meets with such appreciation.
Most people think ‘Oh, Well, he is paid to be
polite.’ ”

“But you have been more than courteous,”
31
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32 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
she insisted. “Real kindness comes from the
heart, it cannot be bought.”

“It has been a pleasure to assist you,” he
replied. “Goodbye, I Wish you a pleasant
trip.”

As the agent reached the car door, a young
man entered. They shook hands; after a hur»
ried conversation, the agent returned to Miss
Lewis, accompaniedby thestranger.

“As it is impossible for me to accompany
you,” remarked the agent, “I have placed you
under the protection of Mr. Clarke, who is also
taking our Park trip. I have no doubt he will

- care for you even better than I.”
The young people bowed and the agent de-

parted.
“May I share your seatP’ asked Mr. Clarke.
“Am glad to have you, for I do so enjoy

discussing beautifulscenery through which we

pass.” —

“Iunderstand the feeling,” he returned. “It
is a craving of thehuman heart for sympathy.”
“I don’t always Want to talk, you know,”

explained the girl, “but I like to feel that.
some one near is thinking the same thoughts
that give me pleasure. A beautiful sight, an

exquisite sound brings me real happiness, but
I lose half the joy unless it is shared with
another.”
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Mr. Clarke glanced from the charming face
to the slender hands.

“You have a highly artistic temperament,”
he observed. “You see more in a sunset than
the mere fact that night is approaching.”
“I do,” she admitted, “but how do you

know it?”
“But,” he continued, “because of this very

ability to enjoy pleasure, you suffer keenly.”
“True, ‘most wise and noble judge;’ ” she

retorted, “but whence comes thy knowledge?
How can you tell all that about a perfect
stranger? You have not even heard my name.”

“Dear lady,” he replied with a smile, “We
are on our way to Yellowstone Park—-a place
of rare enchantment. Do you not see that
ANYTHING might happen in, or near that
favored spot?”

“Yes,” she replied, “It is because of its
enchantment, I am going. I want to study
Nature, and forget poor, puny man.”
“I seriously object to that expression,”

answered Mr. Clarke. “I insist that MAN is
not puny. Man is the most wonderful of all
creations, the most intricate mechanism of
brain and—~but listen! that little fellow is about
to instruct us concerning the beautiesalong the
route.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” began the director
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of this personally conducted party, “we are

now about to enter the first canyon of the Yel-
lowstone or Gate Mountains, which forms a

natural entrance to the upper YellowstoneVal-
lcy.

“This canyon is nearly a mile long and just
wide enough to accommodate the railroad, in
addition to the river, the mountain Wall rising
up perpendicularly some two thousand feet on

each side.”
All eyes turned toward the Windows, though

the speaker received a respectful hearing.
“And now, ladies and gentlemen,” continued

the speaker, as thetrain left thenarrow canyon,
“we enter ParadiseValley,which extends from
the mouth of the first canyon, about thirty
miles up the river, and is from seven to twelve
miles wide. It is settled by ranch—men, and is
very fertile.

“On the east, you observe, is a very pictur-
esque range of mountains with constantly
changing effects.

“The hills on the west are not so high, but
are very interesting from a geological point
of view.
“I will not Weary you with further descrip-

tion, but am here to answer any questions you
may ask. I see most of you have guidebooks,
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which will inform you of the points of interest
en route.”

The speaker resumed his seat amid appre-
ciative cheers, and the tourists consulted their
guidebooks.
“I neglected to buy a guide-book,” said Miss

Lewis regretfully.
“Mine is at your service,” replied her com-

panion.
“Iwillnot he selfish,” she replied. “We can

share it. You read aloud any point of special
interest, while I study the landscape.”

“That will represent a fair division of
labor,” returned Mr. Clarke.

“It reminds me of Switzerland,” she con-

tinued, “withits snowy summits, fertile plains
and rushing river. The cattle grazing in the
meadow, and thatWhite cottage in the distance,
give a charming touch of life to the picture.”

“You have been abroad?” he asked, as he
studied the guidebook.

“Many times,” she replied. “And you?”
“But once,” he replied.
“You are fortunate,” she remarked, turning

from the window to regard him more closely.
“How so?” he asked.
“It is lovely to travel,” she replied, “but

it must be blissful to have a home—-—a real
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HOME—-not a corner in another person’s
house.”
“I agree with you,” he answered. “A

HOME, withall that the word implies, must he
the dearest spot on earth; but as yet, I have
never enjoyed that blessing. Broadly con-

sidered, every place is my home, all men, my
brothers~——we are all God ’s children, you know
---but I have never experienced the sweet
intimacyof home life.“

“But surely, you had a mother,” she re-

plied.
“That goes without saying,” he replied,

“but she died at my birth, and my father did
not long survive her.”

“How sad!” she exclaimed, sympathetically.
‘ ‘ I, too, am an orphan; but a dear auntand uncle
cared for me so tenderly that I could not miss
the parents I had never known.”

“Our early lives are so similar that we no

doubt have many experiences in common,” he
replied. “Now, I venture to say, Miss-— I did
not quite catch your name”

“Oh,” she said, “names do not signify out
here. Just call me anything.”
“I have no curiosity upon the subject,” he

said, “but will we not find it somewhat incon-
venient°?”

“My friends call me Merri,” she replied.
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“You remember the Pecksniff girls in Martin
Chuzzlewit-—~Merri and Cherri?”

“Yes,” he answered. “Merri was the gig-
gler, was she not?”

“She was; and you will find that I am Past
Master in the art. Now, what shall I call you?”

“Did you not hear my name?”
“No-——there was too much noise.”
“I have always had an intense desire to be

called Jack.”
“Why, is it not your name?”
“No. I was not consulted at my baptism.”
“Nor was I, alas!” replied the girl. “Be-

cause we have both been afliicted with names

that are hateful to us, suppose, during this
beautiful trip, We forget that we are called
by them.”

“One must register,” he objected, “and I
could not feel happy under an assumed name.”

“Of course, we shall register properly,” she
replied, “but I shall make no effort to discover
your name, and beg that you will treat me

with equal consideration.”
“I cheerfully accept any terms” he said,

“thatwill give me so charming a friend, even

for the brief period comprised in the Park
trip.”
“It is but for the trip,” she responded, “so
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38 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
let us be real friends during this delightful
week.”

A

“Done!” he exclaimed. “We are comrades.
Throughout the trip your name is YOU.”
“I thinkI’ll call you MAN.”
“Anythingyou like. Shall we shake hands

upon it?”
“No, it would be too conspicuous«—to-night,

as we retire.” '

“As you like—-but see, we are entering an-

other canyon. Let me see, this must be the
Yankee Jim Canyon, named from an early
settler who constructed a wagon road through
the canyon, and collected toll from all who
passed through. Look how high the mountains
are-—-—like a mighty well.”

“How very narrow the gorge is!” exclaimed
the girl.

“Hardly more than a hundred feet,”
assented her companion.

“How deep it looks down to the river!
Suppose the train ran off the track?”

‘‘Don’t think of unpleasant things,” he
replied.
“Ido not like gorges, ” she remarked. “They

may be very grand and Wonderful, but I feel
so shut in.”

“Oh Well,” he replied, “we are hardly in
before We are out again. That snowy peak over
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there is Electric Peak, the loftiest mountain
in this vicinity. See how grandly it towers
above its companions.”

“Is it accessible?” she asked. *

“Yes,”he replied, consulting his book. “It
may be ascended from the North or South side,
but saddle-animals cannot be taken so near the
summit by the former route.”
“I think I will make the ascent when We

return from the Park,” observed Miss Lewis.
“That would be fine,” he answered.
“What town is that we are nearing?” asked

the girl.
“Why, that must be Gardiner. I wonder if

another agent will meet us.”
“Of course,” she replied, looking from the

window. “Behold the man! I see his name

from afar, and the coaches await us!”
The train had barely stopped when a com-

manding voice called aloud, “All for the Wylie
Camping Company step this Way!” He lined
them up to his satisfaction, then demanded
their checks. The question of baggage dis-
posed of, he hustled them into great tally-ho
coaches, which, after a short drive deposited
them at the first lunch-station, Where they
would dine before entering the portals of the
enchanted park.
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THE MAID MAKES FRIENDS

The commodious reception hall of the lunch-
station might easily be mistaken for the ren-

dezvous of a large house party.
As the tourists scrambled from the coaches,

theywere welcomed by a well-dressed lady, and
given the libertyof the house.

Those who brought trunks were assigned
rooms, where they made necessary changes of
toilet, and packed their suit-cases for the Park
trip. No trunks are carried into the Park, so

one must rememberall his necessities or sufier
the consequences of forgetfulness.

Some of our tourists strolled about the little
town, which, from its position, represents much
that is interesting. They visited the souvenir
shops, investing in postals and other unique
mementos to send home. They wrote letters,‘
and mailed them. They bought fruit, and ate
candy-—in short, they “killed time” as rest-
less people are prone to do when forced to Wait
for trains or anythingelse.

Those less energetically inclined lounged up
on the luxurious couches that filled every con-

40
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venient nook, and read or chatted as they pre-
ferred.

The welcome sound of the dinner-bell soon

filled the lunch-room, for the pure mountain
air had created good appetites, and the crowd
ate with keen enjoyment the bountiful meal set
before them.

“May I sit by you?”
,

Miss Lewis glanced up to meet the sweet
smileof a dainty little lady dressed in black.

“Certainly,” she replied. “I shall be de-
lighted to have you, for I am quite alone.”
I “Indeed!” said the lady," “then we must
adopt each other. I am Mrs. Chapman, and
this is my son, Rex.”

Rex was a good-looking youth of eighteen,
with honest blue eyes and a humorous mouth.
He bowed politely, and took the chair beside
his mother.
“I am Miss Lewis,” remarked our heroine.

“Ihope we may become good friends.”
“Quite alone?” asked Mrs. Chapman.
“Well, you are brave,” said the boy admir-

ingly.
“I should feel quite desolate Without Rex,”

observed Mrs. Chapman.
“I am not quite so brave as you thinkme,”

answered Miss Lewis. “The friend with whom
I expected to chum was detained at the last
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moment, so I determined to go alone, rather
than give up the trip.”

“You were perfectly right,” answered the
lady. “I admire your courage though I could
not attain to it.”

“It is a gorgeous trip,” said the boy, “and
I am glad you were plucky enough to come

alone. Mother and I will take care of you.”
“Thankyou so much,” returned Miss Lewis,

gratefully. “Ah! here comes anotherkind man

who has olfered to protect me.”
“What a striking personality!” exclaimed

the lady, as Mr. Clarke entered the dining—hall,
and walked directly toward them.

“Who is he?” asked Rex.
“I do not know,” answered Miss Lewis. “I

was introduced to him this morning by the
Wylie agent, and placed under his care, but I
did not catch his name.’’.

“Well,” remarked Rex emphatically,“he is
SOMEBODY,as sure as you are born.”

“Of course he is,” laughed the girl. “So are

you, so am I—-and all the rest of us.”
“Perhaps he is connected with thecompany,”

suggested Mrs. Chapman.
“I think not,” returned Meriwether, “but

of course————yes, you may have thischair; I have
been keeping it expressly for you. Evidently,
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you are not as ravenous as the rest of us, or

you would have been here sooner.”
Mr. Clarke murmured his thanks as he took

the chair, and unfolded his napkin.
“May I hand you the steak?” asked Miss

Lewis, taking up the dish nearest her.
“No!” snapped the man just opposite her.

“Never hand me meat of any kind——-I‘ am a

VEGETARIAN.” A
‘

“Pardon me,” replied the girl coldly. .
“I

was not addressing you.”
“It is just as well for you to understand the

situation right noW,’F continued theVegetarian.
“As we may be at the same table frequently
during this trip-—”

“Heaven forbid!” murmured Miss Lewis he-
hind her napkin.

Rex caught her eye and chuckled softly. His
mother appeared somewhat shocked.

The Vegetarian was a tall, gaunt man with a

sallow complexion and sandy hair; his eyes
were restless and unhappy, his nose and mouth
abnormally large. His teeth were large and
yellow, his voice, loud and rasping.

“As I was saying,” he continued, “I never

eat meat in any shape or form, and if you knew
as much as I do about its evil effects, you ’d let
it alone.”

“Perhaps so,” replied the girl, with polite
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indifference, “but, as I do not possess your
superior knowledge, I would thank you for a

piece of that fowl—a bit of the white meat,
please.”

He helped her grudgingly, inveighing the
while against the barbarous custom of meat-
eating and the misery‘ it entailed upon the
human race.

“Isn’t he a bore?” whispered the girl.
“Shall I throwa biscuit at him?” asked Rex,

with a grin of enjoyment.
“Dear me!” exclaimed Miss Lewis, “I was

so absorbed that I forgot to hand you the
meat.”
“I do not care for it, thank you,” replied

Mr. Clarke.
“Why,” asked the girl, “are you, too, a

vegetarian?”
“Yes;” he answered, “but I do not think ‘

it necessary to cram my sentiments down your
throat.”

“But Why?” she persisted. “Are you a

Parsee or a Yogi, or whatever Hindoo sect it
is which eschews meat?” '

“Are you not rather mixing things?” he
answered witha smile. “I’m not a Hindoo, but
I can give you several good reasons why I do
not eat meat.” I

“Do you thinkthat the souls of your ances-
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tors may dwell in the cattle, and so fear to eat
of their flesh?” she asked with a laugh.

“No such fear restrains me,” he replied. “If
the souls of my ancestors ever dwelt in thepoor,
driven cattle, it was ages ago. ’ ’

“Do you believe in reincarnation?” she
asked.
“I neither believe, nor disbelieve,” he

replied. “Itmay be true; but I KNOW nothing,
one way or the other.”

“Then you have other reasons for eating no

meat,” she asserted.
“Yes;”he replied, “my reasons are founded

upon scientific principles, but this is not the
‘ time nor the place to discuss -them. Suppose
you attribute my peculiarity to hygiene. I lived
many years in the East, Where one had to he
very careful of his diet, especially during the
warm period.”

“In the East!” she exclaimed. “I Wonder if
you saw those fascinatingOrientals at Livings- -

ton, this morning?” '

“No;” he replied, “What were they like?”
“From the servile attention of the train

officials, I assume they were people of distinc-
tion,” said Miss Lewis.

“The lady was tall, slender, and very beauti-
ful,” remarkedMrs. Chapman.

“She was rather dark,” continued Meri-
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Wether, “but her features were perfect, and she
had such appealing eyes.” i

“Did you see the red spot in the middle of
her forehead?” asked Rex.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Mr. Clarke. “It must
be the Princess. Her husband is a scholarly
man of about thirty, and—,-”

_

“Yes” interrupted the girl, “and in the
party was the most beautifulman I ever saw.”
“I did not notice theman,” said Rex. “Was

he old or young?”
“Not young,” returned Miss Lewis, “yet one

could never associate age with that faee——why
it actually shone,—-—with the splendor of an

angel!”
“You are right,” replied Mr. Clarke. “His

face is resplendent because his soul is full of
light. He sheds a radiance Wherever he goes——-
just as the sun sends forth light.”

“You know him?” she questioned.
“Yes,” he replied. He is Yogi Ramakuturi,

spiritual adviser to the Rajah, and my very
good friend.” '

“And are you also acquainted with the bean-
tiful princess?” asked Mrs. Chapman.

“Somewhat,” he replied. “I was once able
to do her a service which she has never for-
gotten. I knew they were on a tour around the
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world, but never dreamed of meeting them
here.”

“How enchanting it would be to meet a real
Hindoo Princess!” exclaimed Miss Lewis.
“Could you not manage to introduce me as

a near relative?”
“A cousin?” he suggested.

,

‘ ‘Oh no!” she cried hastily,“I hate cousins.”
“For all that,”he replied, “I have no doubt

you would prove a very satisfactory cousin,
so we may as well institute the relationship.”

“Anythingyou like,” she said with a smile,
“so you help me to meet that beautifulYogi--—
he fascinates me.”

“That can be easily managed,” replied Mr.
Clarke. “I presume they are at the hotel. I
will ascertain, and arrange a meeting.”

“Oh, how lovely!”cried the girl.
“Perhaps I, too, shall turn Yogi and taboo

meat.”
“Would it be possible,” asked Mrs. Chap-

man, “to induce the Hindoo teacher to give us

a lecture?”
“It would be jolly good-luck to hear him

talk,” remarked Rex. “Those old priests are

awfully learned, but very reserved.”
“I heard Vivkananda lecture at the Colum-

bian Exposition,” observed Mrs. Chapman,
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“and liked him very much, though I could not
accept his doctrine.”

“His philosophy is pure and lofty,” re—

marked Mr. Clarke. “It prepares one to meet
every condition of life and to face death with
calmness.”

“True,” admitted the lady, “yet it is not a

religion. I could not exchange my Church,
with its beautiful, historic associations, for a

mere philosophy.”
“You are an Episcopalian,” observed Mr.

Clarke.
“I am,” replied the lady, with proud rever-

enee.

“It is hard for them to accept innovations,”
he said, witha smile.
“I, too, am a church-woman,” said Meri-

wether. “Yet,ocoultism fascinates me. I read
all I can find upon that interesting subject.”

“Yon surprise me,” remarked Mrs. Chap-
man. “In my day, young ladies were not so

learned. Rex is crazy over psychology, but I
can never find time to separate the conscious
from the sub-conscious mind. The super-con
scious and the instinctive-mind are all the
same to me.” a

“You are not the only one who mixes the
terms;” answered Mr. Clarke, “most people
have but a hazy idea of scientific language. It
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is very simple when you understand the true
meaning of the Words.”

“Some writers,” said Miss Lewis, “attribute
much of the power possessed by the supercon-
scious to the instinctive mind, making little, if
any distinction between them.”

“Yes,” rejoined Rex, “that puzzled me

awfully at first. But, after all, a fellow has to
thresh out his own information.”

“You are mighty right!” answered Miss
Lewis.

“Are you as fond of psychology as you are

of Eastern lore?” asked the boy.’
“It appeals to me strongly,”she replied with

enthusiasm.
“Then,” he answered “we shall have some

good times. You are highly magnetic—”
“So are you,” she interrupted. “So is every-

one who conserves his forces.”
“Well, young lady,”broke in theVegetarian,

“if you ‘'11 take my advice, you ’ll not fool with
the forces of Nature. Before you know it, you
willdrift into Spiritualism--andthere madness
lies.”

Everyone at the table turned from his food,
and listened, for the Vegetarian’s voice was

harsh and obtrusive.
“In a way,” quietly observed Mr. Clarke,

“We are all Spiritualists.”

{>9 iii/" ~;l :;~./
L,‘



mllment,"
I

a

50 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
A storm of protest greeted this remark.
“Wait a moment,” he continued, calmly.

“All of you, I assume, accept the Christian
Bible.”

“Yes--OF COURSE!”
“How then, do you explain the mention of

Spirit manifestation that occurs so frequently
throughout that sacred book?”

“Well,” said Mrs. Chapman, thoughtfully,
“of course, I believe in ange1s——”

“Also in devils,” asserted he.
“Certainly,” she replied in a shocked tone.

“There can’t be a Heaven without a Hell, nor

angels Without devils. The Bible plainly tells
us this.”

“Does it?” asked Meriwether with a smile.
“You know ‘angel’ simply means messenger—--
one sent. I could be an angel~—”

“Not could, but are,” gallantly interrupted
Rex.

“Do not interrupt my flow of eloquence,
naughtyboy!” she said with a laugh.

“Do you not believe in a personal devil?”
asked Mrs. Chapman.

“Why, mother!” exclaimed Rex. “No one

believesin his Satanic Majesty these days.”
“I believe there is much evil in the world,”

said Mr. Clarke, “Which is born of ignorance.
You call it the Devil, while the New Thought
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people term it The Not Good. The force is
identical. It is a thing-——a. dynamic power.”
“I suppose,” snarled the Vegetarian, “that

you are a Theosophist. I am here to warn you
against meddling with the forces of Nature.
My Wife and I studied magnetism, hypnotism,
all forms of New Thought, and dipped into
Spiritualism, but we found it would not do.
Yes, there is a FORCE I’l1 admit—a powerful
force——-but no man can afford to fool with it.”
“I am not a Spiritualist, in the common

acceptation of the term,” began Mr. Clarke,
“nor am I a member of any Theosophical
Society, yet I venture to say thatI could easily
demonstrate to you---”

“The coaches will be at the door in ten min-
utes,” announced an attendant. “Passengers
will please register before leaving. Tickets for
the round trip on sale at the office.”

A grand scramble for the ofiice.
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CHAPTER VI

THE MYSTIC AGAIN

“I want to sit hy the driver,” said Miss
Lewis. “I can see nothing in this crowded
coach.”

“Then you must climb over the backs of all
these seats to reach the high one up front,”
replied Mr. Clarke.

“Better hurry!” exclaimed a voice from out-
side, “or the doctor will get ahead of you.”

Hesitating no longer, Miss Lewis stepped
across the intervening seats and crawled
through the opening in front, just as a hand-
some man of about fifty, swung himself lightly
to the driver’s seat.

“You must be the doctor,” she said, with
her sweetest smile, “whom I was advised to get
ahead of.”
“I am,” he replied. “Dr. Danvers, at your

service. I always sit by the driver.”
“I am Miss LeWis;” she responded, “and I,

too, invariably sit by the driver~—When he is
nice.” She cast a hewitching smile at the big
red-faced man who held the lines.
“I am glad to have you, Miss,” replied the

52
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pleased driver. “There is room for both of
you.”

So the little woman perched upon the high
seat, between the two big men, and proceeded
to enjoy herself.

On they drove, past the unique log station-
house, under the imposing stone arch, on the
Northern boundary, which was dedicated by
President Roosevelt, in 1903; across a charming
valley in which grazed gentle deer; then, turn-
ingcinto G‘rardiner’s Canyon, they followed the
beautifulGardiner River over one of the most
attractive drives in the park.

The afternoon was perfect, the air, exhilarat-
ing, and the scenery exquisite.

As yet, nothingof a startling nature had been
presented to them, for the real wonders of the
Park are in the Upper Basin, which would not
be reached till the following evening, after the
longest day ’s journey of the entire trip.

Dr. Danvers had but recently returned from
abroad. He was an intellectual man and a fluent
speaker.

The big driver, too, could tell a good story,
and explained well all points of interest along
the route. He did not fail to point out Eagle
Nest Rock where the canyon cliifs tower 1500
feet above the roadside; nor did he forget to
tell of the nesting there, and of the eaglets that
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each year left their stately home to sail the
still more lofty heavens.

Mammoth Hotel, and Fort Yellowstone fur»
nish diversion by the way. The government
has established, at the latter point, a military
station for theprevention of vandalism,and for
the protection of all living creatures within the
park. The entire park is under systematic
patrol and tourists are not allowed to carry
fire—arms within its precincts.

A short drive brought them to a wonderful
series of terrace—built hot-springs. They oc-

cupy several aores and comprise many distinct
terraces and springs.

To even casually inspect these very interest-
ing springs, one must do much walking; so, the
party left their coaches at the base of Jupiter
Terrace, and under the care of a competent
guide, strolled an hour or more among these
mighty wonders of our continent.

“How gorgeous!” exclaimed Miss Lewis as

she viewed this brilliant formation from its
base.

About one hundred feet high, it extends two
thousand feet along the edge of a brightly
colored mound, its glistening formations repre-
senting every shade of yellow, from deep orange
to snowy white.
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The Mystic Again 55

“Will you climb to the top?” asked Mr.
Clarke.

“Of course; do you think I mind that little
climb?”
“It will require considerable breath,” he

replied, “for the elevation here, is consider-
able.”

The climb of 100 feet, up a steep trail,
caused more than one eager sight-seer to pant
for breath. The sight which awaited their
arrival more than repaid them for the unusual
effort.

The level top of the formation is occupied
by two immense hot-springs, fully 100 feet in
diameter. One is of a deep, beautifulblue color,
the other, an exquisite green. They supply the
main terrace, also the beautifulPulpit Terrace,
beneath,on the eastern slope.

Immediately south of Jupiter, lies Minerva
Terrace, 40 feet high, covering an area of
threefourths of an acre, with a hot-spring at
its summit, 20 feet in diameter. "

“This terrace,” the guide informed them,
“is generally active. The constant changes in
the overflow, and the intermittent character of
the spring render it impossible to predict from
one season to the other, which willhe theactive
side of the terrace. Sometimes the spring dis-
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appears entirely, and the terrace, of course,
becomes uninteresting.”

“How do you account for such changes?” —

asked Miss Lewis.
“I account for nothing in the Park;” he

answered with a smile, then continued, “the
rapid deposit of carbonate of lime, which forces
the water over the entire surface, is supposed
to account for some of the disturbances.”

“What is the daily amount of deposit?”
asked Rex.

“About one-sixteenth of an inch in four
days,” replied the guide.

“See those dainty stalagmites that fringe
the spring!” exclaimed Meriwether. “Are they
not beautiful?”

“Any hard substance,” said the guide, “like
glass or iron, if placed Where the Water flows
over it, soon becomes covered with a pure White
crystal deposit.

Cleopatra’s Terrace, a vividly colored mass,
lies northwest from Jupiter, its setting of dark
green pines rendering it doubly attractive.

After visiting Cupid’s Cave, they took the
path leading west, to NarroW—Gage Terrace,
thence to Orange Geyser. The brilliantcoloring
of its oblong mound, together with its great
activity, renders this little geyser quite attrac-
tive.
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“You must see Angel Terrace,” said the
guide, “also the Devil’s Kitchen.”

“The name is not attractive,” remarked
Meriwetheras they neared the Kitchen.

.

They descended a ladder, entered the crater
of an extinct hot-spring. t

“We are going down into Hell,” said Rex.
“Gee Whiz! I’d be devilish too, if I had to live
in this damp, hot atmosphere.”
“It certainly is oppressive,” replied his

mother.
“I’m going to leave!” cried Merri. “I don ’t

thinkold Satan could stand it long.”
“When the Kitchen was first discovered,”

remarked the guide, “the bones of many wild
animals were found there.”

“Poor things!”exclaimed Merri. “No doubt,
they fell in, and could not scramble out. Think
how helpless We would be without that blessed
ladder.”

As later on, they were about to enter their
coaches, Dr. Danvers who had been walking
withhis wife, introduced her to Miss Lewis.
“I have so enjoyed meeting your husband,”

said the girl, “and hope that you, too, will be
my friend.”
“I certainly will not,” replied Mrs. Danvers,

“if you sit on top all the time. You must re-

memberthat the rest of us enjoy it too.”
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“To prove my sweet, unselfish nature,”

laughed Merri, “I will change seats with you,
though it breaks my heart to leave that big
driver, not to mention the beautiful View of
the whole surrounding country.”

Mrs. Danvers mounted to the coveted seat,
While Miss Lewis found a place Within the
coach, between Mrs. Chapman and her son.

“It was lovely up there,” she told them. “I
Wish We could all ride on the outside.”

“Well,” growled a fat man on the back seat,
“I see nothing to rave over. Why, I’ve seen

nothing since I left home that could compare
with the Hudson.”

Merri turned and regarded him sorrowfully.
He was a large, flabby old man of seventy,with
a very bald head and large protruding yellow
teeth. An immense mole decorated his high,
narrow forehead, another accentuated the size
of his selfish mouth.
“Idii'I"er withyou,” said Miss Lewis. “Aside

from the Palisades of which all Americans are

proud, the Hudson possesses a beautydistinctly
its own. But this—-—Why, Yellowstone is one of
the greatest WONDERS of the world.”

“Oh, you see,” replied the young woman at
his side, “We saw the Hudson under such
peculiar circumstances that—er—-perhaps it
was more beautifulto us than to others.”
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‘f1 bet my hat they are B. & G.,” Whispered
Rex.

“Surely not!” replied Merri. “But I’ll find
out.”

“Better let them alone,” Warned the boy.
“The old one may bite.”
“I fear,” said Miss Lewis, to the young

woman behind her, “that your fatherwill find
the trip fatiguing.”

“My HUSBAND,” corrected the lady with
a conscious blush.

“Ah!” exclaimed Merri. “'l'.‘henyou were up
the Hudson on your honeymoon.”

“Yes,”replied the bride, “and it was all S0
beautiful.’ ’

“Poor girl!” whispered Merri behind her
hand. “How can she stand him?”

“Yes,” continued the fat man, leering com~

placentlyat his wife, “she gave up a European
trip to marry me—eh Lula?”

“Yes, dearie,” she replied sweetly. “My
trunk was packed, my ticket engaged, and——”

“But you decided you’d rather marry,” he
interrupted, squeezing her hand quite openly.

She smiledandblushed; he gave a fat, com-

fortable laugh which showed all his teeth and
shook the moles.

“How could any girl sell herself to that old
animal,” Whispered Miss Lewis in disgust.
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“Perhaps he was her guardian,” replied
Mrs. Chapman. “He may have compelled her
to marry him.”

“Or,” said Rex, “he may have hypnotized
her. One can never account for marriages
anyhow.”
“I thinkmost of them are due to magnetic

attraction,” remarkedMiss Lewis.
_

“And that soon wears off, unless supported
by real congeniality,”said Rex.

“Why, my dear,” asked Mrs. Chapman, in
surprise, “do you not believe in love?”
“I am not sure that I do,” replied the girl.

“Certainly not in much that passes for love.”
“I see;” returned the lady, “you have never

felt the Divine passion-—When your time comes

you will not prate of magnetism.”
The driveway ascends the mountains so

gradually, and with so many graceful curves,
that it is hard to realize that an elevation of
one thousand feet is gained in less than three
miles.

“We are about to encounter the I-loodoos,”
remarkedMr. Clarke, from the seat just back of
them.

,

The Vegetarian,who sat beside him, had kept
up a constant conversation in his rasping tone,
but the younger man had listened patiently,
displaying no fatigue.
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“I have a presentiment” said Merri, “that
1

something is going to happen.”
“What do you mean?” asked Rex.
“I don’t know,” she answered. “I am not

sure what it means——but I am afraid of those
Hoodoos.” ‘

“Did your presentiments ever materialize?”
asked Mr. Clarke.
“I had an aunt” said Mrs. Chapman, “who

could almost foretell events. We actually
dreaded to hear of her dreams--theyinvariably

‘brought distress to some member of the
family.”

“Do you believe in dreams?” asked Rex.
“I don’t knowg” replied Merri, “some of

them are wonderfully vivid.”
“Yes,” he answered, “I dreamed once of

being shot——I could hear the bullet whiz A

through the air, and the queerest kind of sensa-

tion came over me as I dropped dead.”
“Did you ever float through the air?” asked

the girl.
“No, did you?”
“Yes. That is my favorite mode of escape

when attacked by an enemy.”
“Why, do you fight in your sleep?”
“No, but sometimes things get after me——

usually it is snakes———then I simply rise and
float above them. It’s a delightful sensation
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in that you are safe from harm, and that no

matter how high the snakes may leap, nor how
loud they hiss, you are beyond their reach. I
have floated so often in my sleep, thatI am con»

vinoed that I can accomplish it awake.”
“How do you begin the operation?” asked

Rex, much interested.
“I take a long, deep breath,which makes me

as light as a feather. Before I realize it, I am

ascending.’ ’

“The Eastern Adepts have attained the
power of levitation,”said Mr. Clarke, “and de-
clare thatall may gain it.”

“But how?” asked the girl.
“It is all a matter of learning to control the

puma,” replied Mr. Clarke. “One must con-

serve his forces, and use them only when neoes~
'

sary.”
“'I‘hat sounds very fine,” observed Mrs.

Chapman, “but I have no idea What it means.”
“I understand,” said Rex. “I read the other

day, thata fellow lost enough magnetismevery
day to light a Whole room—just thinkof it! a

whole room.”
“I do not doubt the statement,” replied Mr.

Clarke.
“Well, I do;” snapped the Vegetarian,

“though I will admit that some people are

powerful magnets. My wife could make a table
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walk all over the house by merely touching it
withone finger.”

“Is that so?” asked Rex. “I Wish to good-
ness you ’d brought her along.”

“She is in Heaven,” asserted the Vegetarian,
solemnly.

“Oh—ah——-pardon me!” stammered the boy.
“Did you ever meet anyone who could light

thegas?” asked Merri, coming to the rescue.

“Why sure! any fool can light the gas,” he
responded, and laughed heartily, to break the
tension.

“You mean” said Clarke, “without matches
—-by sending an electric spark from the
fingers?”

“Yes.”
.

“Surelynot!” exclaimed Mrs. Chapman.
“You doubt it?” asked Merri.
“I do not,” said Rex. “I bet you have done

it more than once.”
“It is really no trick,” she answered. “Any-

one can do it. Oh, how Wild and strange these
Hoodoos are———they give me a creepy feeling!”

“Let me hold your hand,” said Rex gently.
“Please do,” she replied, as he held her tiny

hand in a firm, warm clasp.
Mr. Clarke gave her a reproachful glance,

and theVegetarian looked enviouslyat the boy.
“What have I done?” she asked.
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“It is what you have NOT done,” replied

Mr. Clarke, in a tone of disappointment.
At that moment, while still in the midst of

those grotesque formations known as “the
Hoodoos,’ ’ the road makes an abrupt turn, pass-
ing betweengreat blocks of limestone that rise
fully seventy-five feet.

“’l.‘he Silver Gate,” read Mrs. Chapman,
from her guidebook.

“Why,what is thematter‘!”

The coach had stopped and the driver seemed
arguing withsomeone.

“Perhaps, We have stopped to View the for-
mations,’ ’ suggested Rex.

Mr. Clarke, who was near the door, glanced
out. i

“It looks like a hold-up,” he remarked
quietly.

Miss Lewis turned pale.
“I knew something was going to happen,”

she said, nervously. ,

“Be brave,” whispered Mr. Clarke. “After
all, it is only a question of money.”
“If only I had a pistol!” fumed Rex.
“Oh, my dear,” cried his mother, “I am

thanflulyou have not. What are a few paitry
dollars compared with your life?”

The big driver opened the door of the coach.
“I regret to tell you, ” he said, looking deeply
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mortified at being obliged to convey the infor-
mation, “that we are held up. It is only one

man, but he has the drop on us. We can do
absolutely nothing,so the sooner you shell out,
the sooner We can proceed.”

“What do you mean,” asked the Bride-
groom, his flabby face turning pale with terror.

“AL robber!” screamed the women. “Oh,
what shall we do!”

“Can’t you men do something?” cried a

female voice. “Will a dozen of you stand by
and allow us to be robbed and murdered before
your eyes?”

‘fWhat’s the use of being a man if you can’t
do something?” cried another.

,

“Oh that I were a man!” exclaimed another
hysterical Woman.

“Well, ma’am,” said the driver, “what can

we do? I can knock down any man in an open
fight, but who Wants to face a loaded pistol?
The rascal knows we are not allowed to carry
arms, or this--”

“Driver,” commanded the robber in pre-
emptory tones, “line up your crowd, or I’ll
fire.”

“It will save trouble if you come quietly,”
remarked the driver.

The men ‘swore, and the women wept, but
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they fell in line, facing the masked figure that
held the deadly revolver.

“Come forward one at a time,” ordered the
robber, “and place your money in the bag at

my feet. Begin at the right.”
The Vegetarian advanced sullenly, holding

his open poeket—book.
“Keep the Wallet,” remarked the robber. It

may possess memoriee—IWant only the money.
Is thatall you have!”

“Yes, you d—————d—-- sooundrel!”
“Next!” called therobber. ‘ ‘ The Women who

carry money about their persons will do well
to produce it before coming forward.”
“If ever I get back to God’s country,”

grumbled the bridegroom, as he produced a

roll of bills,“I’llbe satisfiedwith theHudson.”
“Next! Step lively or there will be trouble.”
“She is my Wife,” explained the groom.

“She hasn’t a d————d cent except what I give
her.”

“Poor woman!” murmured the robber, in
a tone of pity. .

‘ ‘Youmay steal my money,”.said Miss Lewis,
stepping forward in turn, “but you can not
deprive me of the satisfaction of telling you
that I consider you a mean, low, contemptible
sneak——you take advantage of a law which our
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government has made for the protection of life
-—-you are a miserable coward———”

The man began to cringe. Miss Lewis was

astounded. Had her eloquence produced the
Wonderful change that was creeping over him?
Hardly; for his eyes seemed fixed upon some

object at her back. She turned to investigate.
Hardly a foot from her stood the Mystic, in

his quaint Eastern garb. His right hand was

outstretched, as though in command. His glow-
ing eyes were fixed upon the highwayman, yet
he uttered not a word.

Lower and still lower cowered the man, till
he fell upon his knees at the feet of the priest.
The Mystic took the revolver from the now

nerveless ‘hand; then, lightly touching the
bowed head of the subdued robber, said, in
tones of exquisite gentleness.

“Go, poor misguided brother, and sin no
more.”

Kissing the hem of the flowing robe, the
bandit rose, and turned to depart.

A tempest of protest broke from thecrowd.
“Bind him!” cried one.

“It is dangerous to allow his escape!”
exclaimed another.

,.

“He deserves to hang!” yelled others.
“To jail with him!” cried many.
The Yogi raised his hand to command silence.
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“Brothers,”he said, “it is my Wish that this
man depart. Take each of you that which is
yours.”

The crowd gathered about the money—bag,
each claiming his rightful portion of its con-

tents. A satisfactory division being reached,
they turned to thanktheirdeliverer.

The revolver lay upon the ground, but both
robber and Mystic had disappeared.
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CHAPTER VII

THE MAID IS ADOPTED

The camp at Willow Grove was full of activ-
ity. Eager tourists were scrambling from their
coaches. Women were shaking out crushed
skirts or locating their belongings, while the
men stretched theirlimbs and rejoiced inwardly
that so little luggage was permitted Within
the Park.

“Are you all one party?” asked the pretty
matron, as she greeted the Doctors Danvers,
Mrs. Chapman and Rex. Miss Lewis, Who stood
near them,was included in her gracefulgesture.
“Ido not really belong to them,”she replied,

“but if agreeable, I should greatly enjoy shar-
ing their tent.”

“Why, my dear young lady,” replied Mrs.
Danvers, “that is for you to decide. We shall
be delighted to have 37011.?’

“We shall indeed,”'saidthe doctor. “I think
it a charming arrangement.”

“Rex and I want her too,” remarked Mrs.
Chapman sweetly.

“Oh say!” cried Rex, “Why can we not form
69
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a colony of our own and tent together through-
out the trip?” V

“You can,” replied the matron. “I will as-

sign you to number twelve.” She called an at-
tendant and ordered their suit-cases conveyed
to the tent in question.

“You don’t know how I appreciate your
kindness,” said Merri.

“Nonsense, child!” exclaimed Mrs. Danvers.
“Like attracts like, just as Water seeks its own

level. You would not be happy with any of
the rest, nor could we afliliate so closely with
them.”
“I think you are just dear,” returned the

girl. “I shall always love you for showing such
sweet consideration to a stranger.”

“You don’t look like a. thief.” said Rex,
laughingly.

“No,” replied Mrs. Danvers, “I hardly
think she will filch the watches from our

pockets, or the gold links from our sleeves.”
“Still,”insisted the girl, “you know nothing

of me.”
“My dear,” said Mrs. Chapman, “you bear

theguinea mark so plainlyupon your face, that
letters of introduction are superfluous.”

The camp presented theappearance of a~tent—
city, being laid out in streets and avenues.

The large open square in the centre contained
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the 1natron’s tent and the dining-hall, adjoin~
ing which was the kitchen and laundry.

Number twelve was floored and divided into
four apartments. The central hall, which
served as sitting-room, was furnished with
chairs, an iron heater, and a table, upon which
stood pitchers of drinking water and four
candle-sticks.

“What a dear little stove!” exclaimed Merri.
“Can we have a fire after supper?”

“Certainly,” replied the attendant. “We
make fires both night and morning. Most
people enjoy sitting around the camp-fire.”

“Oh yes,” cried Merri. “I had forgotten the
camp—fire——that was one of the chief pleasures
I anticipated.”

Dr. Danvers, and his Wife, also a physician,
occupied one apartment, Miss Lewis being
assigned the adjoining room; Mrs. Chapman
and her son took the two beds on the opposite
side of the hall.

“Oh, I say!” cried Rex, as the ladies were

arranging their belongings for the night. “I
have just discovered that the bride and groom
are tenting in number eleven———all alone. I do
wish I had some rice.”

“Oh, well,” replied Miss Lewis, “I fancy the
cook will sell you a little.”
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“I’ll furnish the dime if you will invest it,”

said the boy eagerly.
“Don’t bother,” she replied. “I can pay for

it. Where is the kitchen?”
“Just beyond the dining-hall. I located it

the moment we arrived. You must go alone,
or someone might suspect--you get the rice,
and I’ll do the rest.”

Miss Lewis started upon her mission of mis-
chief. On the square she met the Vegetarian.
“I have just seen a familyof hear,” he said.

“Come quickly, or you Will miss them.”
“I cannot, just now,” she replied. “I am

going to the kitchen to get-—-to get some hot
Water—I am so awfully burned.” Her vivid
blush at this deception made the sunburn much
more apparent.

“Yes,I see you are,” replied the Vegetarian.
“My wife burned easily too,—-thin skin, you
know. Better rub in a little cold cream.”

He turned, and Walked with her to the kit~
chen, evidentlyintending to carry thehot water
for her.

A

How could she get rid of him? Rex would be
so disappointed if she failed to bring the rice.

“Thank you so much,” she replied, treating
him to her sweetest smiles, “I shall certainly
try your remedy. You know Mr. -——, the gen-
tleman you sat with in the coach? Will you
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please hunt him up and send him to me? Yes,
here———it is something special.”

“Sure,” replied the man, heartily. “I will
do it withpleasure. He is a fine young fellow-
Vegetarian, too, just like me.”

“Thank fortune, I’m rid of him,” thought
.

Merri, as the Vegetarian strode away. “Now
for the cook-lady.”

She entered. The tent was full of white girls
busilyengaged in dishing up the dinner. They
were neatlydressed, and were lady-like in their
hearing.

“May I speak to the cook?” asked Miss
Lewis.

“I’m she,” replied a large, attractive look-
ing Woman of about twenty-five.

“Can you sell me a little rice?”
“I fear not--we are rather short.”
“Do, please—-just a tiny bit.”
“Why do you want it?” asked the woman,

smilingat her earnestness.
“Why, you see,” explained Merri, “there is

a bridal couple tenting next to us, and——”
“Here,” said the cook, producing the rice,

“help yourself.”
Merri took a oupful.
“I thinkthis will do,” she said.
“How much do I owe you?”
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“Nothing at all,” replied the cook. “Put
it in this paper bag, so no one will see it.”

“Thankyou so much,” said Merri.
The girls tittered, and she joined in the laugh.
“Oh, I forgot—-I am supposed to be here for

hot Water,” said Miss Lewis. “If not too in-
convenient, may I have a little?”

“Certainly, I will send it. What number?”
asked the good-natured cook.
“I will take it,” said the girl. “Many

thanks. I hope some day that I may add to
your happiness.”

“Oh, well,” responded the Woman, “if you
can’t do anythingfor me, you can for someone

else, so it keeps things moving.”
“The cook-lady is a philosopher,” thought

Merri, as she departed with her bag of rice and
pitcher of hot water. “What an endless chain
of GOOD We could create, if each whopreceived
a kindness, would pass it on to another,”

She reached the ‘square and reeonnoitered.
The Vegetarian was not in sight, nor was any-
one With Whom she had apspeaking acquaint-
ance. The bag of rice was in her ulster pocket;
the pitcher of Water held conspicuously with
both hands would convince any curious spee-
tator of her reasons for visiting thekitchen.

“Did you get it?” asked Rex, as she entered
number twelve.
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“Of course,” she answered, producing the
paper bag. —

“Now I tell you,” continued the boy, “We
must work this thing down fine. When they
go to supper, I will slip into their tent and fix
things right.”

“Do you need my help? ” she asked.
“No,” he answered, “they might smell a

mouse if both of us were absent.”
The supper-bell sounded throughout the

camp, and the hungry tourists made a rush for
the dining-hall.

“Mr. Lamb tells me that you wished to see

me,” remarked Mr. Clarke as he took the seat
on the right of Miss Lewis.

“Mr. Lamb?” she inquired. “Oh, yes--no
Wonder he is a Vegetarian; all animals are, I
be1ieve——except the carniverous ones.”

“He has some very good ideas,” replied Mr.
Clarke, “though I admit that he does not at-
tract one at sight.”

“He really jars upon my nerves,” said Miss
Lewis. “There is something about him which
creates a spirit of antagonism in me. I long
to contradict his assertions, and take a positive
pleasure in doing the things of which he dis-
approves.”

.
“Your planes of vibration are so difierent,”
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began Mr. Clarke, “that--but what did you
want?”

Miss Lewis laughed.
“To be perfectly honest,” she replied, “I

wanted to get rid of the———the Lamb.”
“Very flattering to both of us,” replied

Clarke.
“Don’t be angry,” returned the girl. “I

really like you—”
Mr. Clarke looked pleased.
“I mean,” she hastened to explain, “that

you do not bore me—~but you have no idea how
that man disturbs me.”

“Perhaps there was some unpleasant contact
betweenyou in a prior incarnation,’’ he said.

“Do you really believe that theory?” she
asked earnestly.
“I am an agnostic in this as in many other

things,”he replied.
“Does anyone absolutelyKNOW anything?”

she asked.
“Yes,”he replied. “One can speak with oer»

tainty of that which he has actually experi-
enced.”

“Please hand me the bread.”
Merri turned, with a start.
The bride and groom had entered, unob~

served, and were sitting at her left.

-ii»
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“Pardon me,” said Merri, as she handed the
bread, “I did not see you enter.”

“Where is your party?” asked the bride,
looking about the room.

“I hardly know-—we are somewhat scat-
tered,” replied Miss Lewis. “Let me see—the
doctor and his wife—-she, too, is a physician,
are at the next table, nearly opposite us; Mrs.
Chapman occupies the extreme end, and Rex—~—
why, there he is, at the table with the drivers.
What a jolly time they are having--P11 make
him tell me What theyare laughingat so heart-
iiy.”

“Let me out your meat, dearest,” said the
bride.

The groom received her attentions com-

placentlyand looked on approving-ly while she
cut his meat and battered his bread.

“Would you like a spoon to feed him with?”
asked Merri with artful artlessness.

“Oh no, thankyou,” answered the bride, in
good faith.

“What is the matter?” asked Merri. “Has
he had an accident-—somekind of stroke?”

“Oh no,” replied the lady. “I just LOVE
to do things for him.”

“Oh, I see,” answered the girl.
“Yes,”said the bride, “he is so DEAR and
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sweet to me that I just LOVE, to show my
devotion and prove my gratitude.”

“Yes?” Merri was trying hard to look seri—
ous, though she Was strongly tempted to laugh.
“I say, young Woman,” called the groom,,

as a trim waitress entered with hot biscuits.
“Just pass ’em round this way.”

“Oh dearest love,” exclaimed the bride, “is
it well to eat so much hot bread? Try a bit of
this lovely toast, or a few of those crisp
craokers——”

“Oh stop your gabbling, Lula,” returned the
old man. “Who is eating this supper—-you or

me?”
“Bothof us, dearest,” she replied sweetly.
“Well,” he growled,“I’llhave you to under-

stand——”
“But you know, dear, the doctor,-—-”
“Damn the doctor! I’ll eat What I please,”

persisted the groom.
,

“Come dearie,” she pleaded, ‘‘let us take a

walk. We have had no exercise today, and you
know how necessary it is for y-—- for both of
us. Let us go outside, and Watch the sun set,
as we did that evening, on the Hudson,
when——”

’

She laid her hand upon his arm, and by slow
degrees, got him out of doors.
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Miss Lewis gazed reflectivelyat theirretreat-
ing forms.

“Poor Woman!” she murmured. “Why did
she marry him?”

“Perhaps she really loves him,” suggested
Mr. Clarke.

‘ ‘Impossible I’ ’

“Or, he may have been very kind to her in
a moment of great need.”

“No extremity could have induced me to

marry him.”
,

“Perhaps not; all are not built on the same

mental plan. ’ ’

“You mean-—--?’’
“That What might be Purgatory to one,

would prove Heaven to another.”
_

“Or He1l—if you mean marrying an obnox-
ious, old man.”

“One can never read the motives of an-

other——”
“She should not have sold herself, no matter

for what motive.”
“You have no right to judge by appearances.

Money, evidently, was not her object, or she
would have made a direct deal--”

“HOW you defend her! I really believe you
would like to have some woman out your food
and tuck a napkin under your dear chin to
keep your shirt clean, and———”
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“Well, if you would do all that for me as

sweetly as she did~—”
“Oh, don’t besilly!”
The matron entered, conversing earnestly

with the big driver.
“I’ve just heard of, the hold-up,” she said.

“Long Tom,” indicating the driver, “seems
so confused in his account, thatI would be glad
of any information the rest of you can give
me.”

“My wife and I were on the driver’s seat,”
replied Doctor Danvers, “and saw the begin-
ning, as those within the coach could not.”

“Then,” returned the matron, “you are the
man to tell the story.”

“We had made an abrupt turn,” resumed the
doctor, “and passed through the Silver Gate,
when We were confronted by a masked figure,
revolver in hand. He demanded our money,and
was in the act of taking up an unwillingcollec-
tion, when a wonderful deliverer appeared from
God knows where, and hypnotizedus all to such
an extent, that We let the robber escape, even

though he dropped his pistol.”
“How extraordinary!” exclaimed the ma-

tron. “Who was the deliverer, and how did he
get there in time?”

“He is Ramakatnri,”said Clarke, “a saintly
Hindoo Guru.”
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“What is a Guru?” asked one.

“What is he doing here?” questioned an-

other:
“I thought Adopts never left the East,” re-

marked a lady. ‘

‘ ‘Yes,” said Merri,“Ihave always associated
themwith loftymountains and mysterious mon-

asteries.”
“This holy priest is no doubt more at home

in the mountain retreat of his Brotherhood,”
replied Clarke, “but for several years, he has
been the religious instructor of the Rajah of
-——, who, with his young wife, is touring the
world. The royal party is now in the Park-
probably at Mammoth Hotel.”

“But, man alive!” cried the matron, “how
came the old priest at the Silver Gate—~and
what influence had be over the robber‘! None
of you are very clear in your story.”
“I can tell you nothing,”answered the doc-

tor, “and doubt if the rest know more. You
see, most of us had contributed our little all,
inwardly cursing our luck, and wondering how
we’d get identified at the Livingston bank, or

how we’d manage to get more money, when
suddenlymfrom nowhere-—a majestic figure
appeared before the bandit—”

“Oh! those blazing eyes!” cried Merri.
“They are fairly burned into my soul!”
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“vWell,” said the matron, “what then----
What did he do?”

“I——I don’t know, and I’m blessed if anyone
else knows WHAT he did; but he gave us back
our money and Wouldn’t let us touch the
robber.”

“What?” screamed the matron.
“Yes,” said Merri, “and his voice was

sweeter thanan angel ’s, when he said, ‘go, poor
misguided brother, and sin no more.’ ”

“And What became of this wonderful Hin-
doo?” asked the matron.

“God knows!” exclaimed the Vegetarian.
“He simply disappeared.”

L

“What?” she asked, “right before your
eyes!”

“Well,” he admitted, “we had turned a

moment to take back our money; when we

looked again he was gone.”
“Perhaps the robber made way with him,”

she suggested.
“Don’t you believe it!” snorted the Vegeta-

rian. “Besides, the revolver lay upon the
ground--thedriver took it.”

“Yes,” she replied, “I have seen it. I can

understand the robber’s disappearanoewhe un-

doubtedly knew the country, and hid among
those wretched Hoodoos.”

“Well,” remarked Clarke, “he selected an
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ideal spot for thehold-up. Only an adept could
have saved us.”
“I feel awfully proud of being so honored,”

remarked Merri.
“What?” asked Rex. “By the holdup?”
“No, silly!” she retorted. “Do you know

that was the most thrilling experience of
my life. The most exquisite little thrills of
terror rushed up and down my spinal column as

We stood in line, facing-that pistol.”
“Yet,” said Clarke, “you were the only

one of us brave enough to tell him just what
you thought of his vile conduct.”
.“Not brave,” she answered; “it was fool-

ish.”
“It was magnificent,” he replied, “but I

trembled for your life.”
“You thinkhe would have shot me?”
“Yes, if the priest had delayed another

moment in coming.”
“Do you know,” she said in an undertone,

“I was looking right at the Mystic when he
left.”

.

“Yes?” replied Mr. Clarke. “How did he
go???

“You see, I had not dropped my money into
the hag-—I was still holding my purse when the
Mystic appeared. I really believe he came as

he went.”
I
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“How was that?”
“You won’t laugh at me, nor think me

crazy?”
“Certainly not!”
“Well, while I was looking right at him, he

rose in the air, ‘just as I do in my dreams, and
floated away.”

“You mean he levitated--1’ve seen him do it
in India.”

“How Wonderful! Do you mean that he can

float about at will!” '

“He can-«but I fancy upon long journeys he
sends his astral.”

An attendant entered, looking hastilyabout.
“Some one at Mammoth Hotel has tele-

phoned to know if We have a Mr. Cleat,” she
said, “Mr. Cleat.”

No one answered.
“A gentleman, recently from India-—-”
“By Jove!” exclaimed Mr. Clarke, as he rose

to answer the telephone, “it must be the
Mystic.”
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CHAPTERVIII

THE MAN READS PALMS

A huge, log fire blazed in the open square,
and around it gatheredgroups of merry people,
upon pleasure intent.

The sun had set, but in that high altitude
a beautifultwilight lasts untilafter ten o’clook.
A sweet-toned organ had been moved into the
square and one of the ladies began to play.

“Those who can entertain,” said the matron,
“willplease volunteer.”

No offers from the crowd.
“Perhaps one of the gentlemen can sing a.

college song,” she continued. '

Rex lifted his hand, after the manner of
school-children.

“Thanks; begin it, please, and others may
join in.”

Rex adjusted the music stool, rattled off an

accompaniment,and dashed into a jolly college
song. Before he reached the chorus he had been
joined by Doctor Danvers, Mr. Clarke and the
Vegetarian. Their voices blendedWell, and they
sang with the keen enjoyment one evinces up-
on meeting on old favorite.

85
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86 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
“If any lady recites, does character—pieces

or tells fortunes,” again remarked the matron,
“I beg that she will favor us.”
“I could do a cake-walk,” replied Merri, “if

you provide a partner--or sing a coon song,
or tell a tale-—or—-”

“Wait,” said Rex, who now constituted him:
self master of ceremonies. “We will take the
tale first—-a good old—fashionedplantationstory
mind you,-and later, when I find a partner
Worthy of your attainments, you can display ~

your activity in the cake-Walk.”
“Very Well,” she answered good-natnredly,

“shall I tell ‘The Tar Baby’ or would you pre-
fer to hear about Haunts?”

“Oh, give us the Tar Baby-We all love
Uncle Remus.”

“But, my dear,” objected Mrs. Landrum,
“only a Southerner can get off that dialect.
As much as I have been South I should never

attempt it.”
'

“Where do you thinkI am from?” asked the
girl.

“Boston, of course,” replied the lady. “Your
accent is unmistakable.”

Miss Lewis laughed, and began her story,
telling it withdramaticpower, and reproducing
perfectly the tone and language of an old
“befo’ dc wah” negro. As an encore she
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delighted them even more with “De Ole Hant
House.”

“Well,” admitted Mrs. Landrum, “I did not
know it was possible.”

“Are you really a Bostonian?” asked the
Vegetarian.

“There was a time,” replied Miss Lewis,
,“when I was very proud of being a South-
erner.”

“What!” cried Rex.
“But now,” continued the girl, “I glory in

being an AMERICAN.”
“Good for you!” cried the boy, “my senti—

ments exactly.”
Mr. Clarke surprised the company by an

ofier to read palms.
So deeply grounded in our natures is the

love of mystery, that this proved by far the
most popular feature of the evening.

“Willyou tell my fortune?” asked Miss Katt,
a tall, angular lady of uncertain age.

“You have a good life line,” remarked the
seer, “and have had no serious illness. You
will live to a. good old age and enjoy many quiet
pleasures.’ ’

“Shall I marry?” she simpered consciously.
“Yes, within a year. Your partner will be a

widower with four children, one quite young.”
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“Oh,” she cried, “how could you know all
that?”

“Is it true?” asked motherly Mrs. Adams.
‘Why do women enjoy the thought of marriage,
when they know so well the misery it often
brings?

“Well,” said Miss Katt, with a maidenly
blush, “We are not actually engaged, but-
er-”

“My fortune is already made,” said Mrs.’
Danvers, with a loving glance at her husband;
“but see if you can read my character.”

“Your character?” remarked Mr. Clarke, as

he took her hand. “You are honest and hen-
orable to yourself and to others. You demand
no more thanyou are willingto give. You have
a deeply scientific bent, and will attain a very
high place in your profession. ‘Advance’ is
your watclwword. You have few idols to break,
but never hesitate to discard time-honored
theories for somethingbetter.” i

“Thanks,” she said, withdrawing her hand.
“You have given me all I could desire. ”
“I am ready for my fortune,” said Merri,

after a numberof palms had beenread.
“It is not a fortune,” he insisted, “I only

tell What the lines indicate.”
“Very well,” she said; “what do you see?”
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He took her hand. A strong magnetic cur-

rent passed from one to the other.
“You feel it too?” he asked, as she turned

pale and trembled.
“Yes,” she said. “Are you always so shock

—--ing‘?’’
’

“No,” he replied, with a smile, “it is your
influence.” '

“Well,” she asked, “What do you see in my
hand?”

“You have a highly artistic temperament,”
he said, closely inspecting the slender fingers.
“Youcould succeed along any artistic line of
Work you Went in for, but as yet you are only
a dabbler. You have dipped into many studies
but are mistress of none—”

“That is true,” she interrupted.
“You can never become proficient,” he con-

tinued, “until you confine your efforts to one

thing.”
,

“I do not Wish to be a specialist,” she re-

turned. ’

“Take up one thingat a time,” he continued,
“and see it to a finish, before you begin an«

other.”
“Why should I compel myself to finish

things, when perhaps they have lost their in—.
terest?”

“The thingbegun may be useless, but a fail-
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ure to finish it weakens your character. You
MUST put your best into what you do, or you
have not been true to your higher self.”

“Go on.”
“You have great ambition, which combined

with your good headline and long lifeline
should enable you to become whatever you
WILL to be. I find also marked independence
of oharacter——”

“Alas! Yes. That is my greatest sin.”
“And a strong leaning toward the occult.”
“Right again.”
“You do not worry over small matters, as

most women are prone to do; but have the
happy faculty of dismissing even weighty
alfairs from your mind, and of enjoying to the
fullest all that the present afiords.” '

“Do you really see all that in my hand?”
“Yes,and considerable more.”
“Tell about her love a_lTairs,” said Rex.
“Her flirtatious have been many, but they

have touched her lightly. Into her life will
come one love——«deep, true and abiding.”

“How interesting!” she exclaimed, with a

moeliing laugh. “Perhaps, 0 Sage, you can see

the object of my adoration?”
“I can,” he assented positively.
“Tell me the worst,” she cried in tragic

tones. i
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“You shall marry within three months-—”
“Heavens! to the Only Love?”
“Yes.”
“Oh! Joy!” she exclaimed. “Anything is

better than—”
“What about money?” asked Rex.
“You will soon inherit a large fortune,

and—”
“How lovely! So I will get the money after

all. But tell me——~”
“Tellnothing!”cried Rex. “You have told

her too much already. She will be so pulled up
with pride over that fortune and Only Love
that she Won’t associate with us——I expect her
to join the hotel gang tomorrow—-give us the
G. B!”

“Don’t thinkso Ineanly of me,” replied Miss
Lewis. “When I inherit that fortune, I’ll—-—I’1l
celebrate-—and you shall help me.”
“I think it is my duty to Warn you,” said

Mr. Clarkegravely. “I see a very serious break
in your life-line. It looks like an accident of
some kind-—a fall, perhaps, or a—”

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t fall into a gey-
ser!” laughed Rex.

“Or into one of those hot-springs,” said
his mother. “Thinkhow awful it would be.”
“I don’t mind dying,” said the Vegetarian,

“but God forbidmy scalding to death!”
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“Hush! All of you!” cried Merri, “or I’ll
have hysterical”

“What is the matter?” asked the Groom, as

he and his lady strolled into the square.
“A speech!” cried Rex. “A speech from the

bridegroom. A speech extolling the happy.
state you have just entered.”

.

The Groom smiled serenely.
“Lula,” he said, “they Want us to make a

speeoh—-—you say something.’ ’
“Why, dear,” she replied sweetly, “theyex-

pect YOU to speak.”
“Well,” he answered, “I’m not going to do

it. You ’ve been a. teacher--you say a word or

two.”
“Speech from the bridegroom!” called Rex.
“Speech from the bridegroom!” echoed the

camp.
“Come along, Lula,” growled the Groom.

“We ean’t waste time on such foolishness. Peo-
ple that have to be up at six in the morning
ought to be in bed.”

They departed amid suppressed laughter, and
good-natured flings.

“Horrid old thing!”said Merri. “How can

she stand those terrible teeth?”
“Oh,” whispered Rex, “I don’t imagine he

bites her.”

{>9 :E:/' U :;~./
L,‘



beCOlrne,s. "

"

..

The Man Reads Palms 93

“What did you do with the rice?” she asked
softly.

“Oh, I fixed it!” he answered with a pleased
grin. “They Won’t see the last of it till they
get back to the Hudson.”

“Did you ever cast a horoscope?” asked Mrs.
Danvers.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Clarke. “I learned the
method in India.”

“Well,” remarkedMrs. Chapman, “I fail to
understand how the movements of certain stars
can affect my thoughts or actions.”

“Nevertheless,” replied Mr. Clarke, “it is a

scientific fact. The ancients not only predicted
coming events by astrology,but regulated their
social and civic afiairs by this agency. Their
great rulers were compared to the mighty Sun;
and many exploits attributed to their kings,
were but a flowery description of old So1’s jour-
ney through the various constellations.”

“And you really believe that the stars con-

trol our destinies?” asked Merri.
“No, you create and control your own des-

tiny,” he replied, “but one receives certain in-
fluences from the stars that go largely toward
making him what, by his own effort, he
becomes.”

“How do you know all this?’’ she asked.
“Every branch of Occultism is common in
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the East,” he replied. “One absorbs it as

readilyas he breathes. Indeed, I am convinced
that the air we breathe into our bodies passes
through some mystical, chemical process by
which it is converted into material with which
to feed our psychological natures.”

“Dear me!” said fat Mrs. Adams, “you talk
just like a book.”

‘ ‘Where did you learn so much young man?”
asked Mrs. Landrum. “To be sure, I don’t un-

derstand half you are talkingabout, but I’m aw-

fully interested in all you ‘say-——especially about
Astrology. ’ ’

A

“I regret that I am not more clear,” he re-

turned With a smile. “Take, for instance, the
birthof Jesus. It had been foretold not only by
the Jews, but by astrologers throughout the
East. The story of the Magi forms an impor-
tant part of the inner teachings of more than
one occult order of Asia. The story is always
told by the Guru as a part of the religious in-
struction of the Chela, or pupil.”

“Do you mean to say,” asked Mrs. Adams,
“that those heathens worship our blessed Sav-
ior?”

“Does not your Bible tell you of theWise men

from the East?” replied he. “Matthew uses

theWord ‘Magi’ in theoriginal Greek.”
“Yes,” said Merri, “my revised translation
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gives the word Magi, in foot-note. These Wise
men, I suppose, were Oriental magicians.”

“Yes,” he continued. “We get the word
Magi from the Greek, they deriving it from
Persia, Chaldea or Assyria.”

“These Magi, you thinkwere Adopts,” said
Merri, “belonging to some Mystic Brother-
hood?”

“Yes, each saw the sign in the Heavens, and
each came to Worship the Christ—child.”

“You mean the Star of Bethlehem?” asked
Mrs. Adams.

“No, I do not believe in that strolling star.”
The good lady looked shocked, as he con-

tinued:
“The true astrological event which was re-

corded by the ancient masters, and which may
be proved by modern astronomical calculations,
is a peculiar conjunction of the planets, which
invariably precedes the birth of a mighty
teacher-——a Great Divine Soul, a Master of Mys-
tics.”

_

“How wonderful!” cried the good lady.
“You say that these heathens, who knew ab-
solutely nothing of the promised Messiah, ex-

pected his coming just as the Jews did?”
“Yes; the coming of the Master was a favor-

ite topic of discussion and speculation among
the Mystics throughout the East. It had been
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foretold that a great Master would be given
to the world—-a mighty AVATAR,or appear-
ance of Deity in human form. He would incar-
nate of his own free will, leaving the realms of
bliss that he might redeem the world from the
great wave of materialismwhich threatened to
overpower it. The Jews expected a king, who
would renew the glories of Solomon, and place
Jndea once more among the nations of the
earth. The Mystics, on the other hand, knew
the nature of the Babe——to them, the event
meant the descent of pure Spirit into matter.

“But how could they know all this,” asked
Merri, “and what was really the sign they
saw?”

“One night,” continued Clarke,“as theMagi
watched the stars, seeking informationconcern-

ing the Vital question, they saw, first, the con-

junction of Saturn and Jnpiter, in the constel-
lation of Pisces. These two planets were soon

joined by Mars, the three in close relation of
position. Now, Pisces, as every astrologer
knew, was the constellation governing the Na-
tional existence of Judea. This, with the rela-
tive position of the planets, enabled the Magi,
who were really Adepts, to know with abso-
lute certainty that the Master had been born in
the Land of Judea.”
“It seems to me,” said Merri, “thatyou are
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very deeply versed in Eastern lore. Did you
study it systematically,or merely absorb it?”
“I really studied—and thatmeans something

in India,” he replied. “Ramakaturihelped me

over many hard places, but there comes a time
when one must depend upon himself-———when he
must evolve his knowledge from that Inner
Guide which never faileth.”
“It seems to me,” said Rex, “that we are

becoming too, serious. Won’t somebody sing
a song, dance-—-do anythingto liven us up?”

“Here is a good one,” answered Merri.
“Who started the first express company?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” answered the boy.
“Some of theAdamses, I guess.”

“Yes,and it was a woman.”
“Well, that’s news to me. ‘Who was the en-

terprising female?”
“Can you not guess?”
“No, but I bet she was a suifragette. I never

‘heard of her before.”
‘ ‘ Oh, yes, you have. Listen——Eve was created

for Adam’s Express Company. See?”
‘ ‘Prettygood, upon my word!’ ’ said theVege-

tarian. That reminds me of a story my wife
used to tell-——”

“Come outside,” whispered Clarke, “I have
somethingto tell you.”

They slipped quietly away from the camp-
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fire, and found a rustic seat between two trees.
“I had a telephone call from the hotel,” he

began.
“Yes,” she replied, “I remember that a Mr.

Cleat was called for. Are you he?”
“No. It is easy to misunderstand names

over the phone. My name is—”
“Do not tell me! It is so romantic to form a

friendship with one whose name. is a mystery.
I am thankful it is not Cleat-——I don’t thinkI
would care for Mr. Cleat.”

“But, dear lady, I must call you something.”
“Call me YOU.”
“I am not ashamed of my name, and would

prefer to tell it now. You will understand Why,
later on, when you know me better.”

“There will probably be no later on. It is
merely a whim of mine to live on intimate terms
with a nice man during these six days, just to
see——”

“But listen! The Rajah has invited us to
dine withhis party on Sunday,at theOld Faith-
ful Inn. What shall I call you—hoW introduce
you?”

“Us? Why he does not know of my exist-
ence.”

,.

“I told him I was traveling with a young
relative—-—a cousin, and he included you in the
invitation.’ ’
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“How dear of you! I Wish you were my
cousin.”

“Well, why not? If God is our Father, all
mankindare brothers and sisters.”

“We never met before this morning, yet you
seem like an old friend.”
“I feel the attraction too———but about those

peop1e~—how am I to introduce you? ”

“As your cousin. Any name will answer.”
“Then I shall give you my name, dear little

cousin.”
A bell sounded throughout the camp.
“Why,” she asked, “What does that mean?

Surely not another supper?”
“'I‘hat,” he replied, “is the curfew bell. All

lights are out at ten.”
“Indeed! then I must rush for my tent.”
He took her hand, and they ran, like chil-

dren, toward her tent. Bidding him a hasty
. good-night she entered.

Rex was doubled up in the rocking-chair,
hugging his knees, and chuckling in unholy
mirth.

“What is it?” she asked.
“The rice!” he gasped between fits of laugh-

ter. “They have been having a perfect shindy
in there,”pointing to thenext tent. “Iwish you
could have heard ’em. He cussed and snorted
around at a terrible rate. Oh! it was great!”
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A deep sonorous snore was wafted from Num-

ber Eleven.
“Oh Lord!” groaned Rex. “Must we listen to

that all night?”
“He is taking his revenge,” she remarked

sweetly. “ Good—night. May you enjoy the music
and dream of rice.”
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CHAPTER IX

A DAY OF WONDERS

“Hot Water!” called out the attendant, as

he deposited a pitcher at the curtain of each
apartment.

Miss Lewis opened her eyes, and looked about
her tiny room. The earlymorning air felt frosty
but the fire which crackled in the stove was

rapidly warming the tent.
The rising bell sounded; and as breakfast

would be served exactly thirty minutes later,
it behooved her to crawl from the bank of cov-

ering and prepare for the day. Hastilydress-
ing, she packed her suit-case, and entered the
square just as the second hell rang.

“Good morning,” said the Vegetarian, from
a comfortable seat near the huge log-fire, which
now burned as merrilyas it had the night pre-
vious.

“You should have been up an hour ago,” he
continued, “to see the bears feed.”
“I am sorry to have missed it,” she replied.

“Did you see many?”
“About a dozen, counting cubs. We saw a

101
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lot of deer, also, and quantities of birds and
chipmunks.’ ’

“How interesting! I shall certainly rise ear-

lier to—morrow.” ‘

“Sit down,” he insisted, “and I will tell
you all about where we went and what we saw.”

“Did you not hear the breakfast bell?” she
asked. '

“What of it? Do you stillcling tothatWorse

than foolish custom of overloading your stom-
achwith threemeals a day? ’ ’

“I certainly do———and enjoy them, too.”
“Well, you’d better call a halt right now, or

you will regret it when your health is ruined-
no stomachcan digest three meals—”

“Oh, what lovely flowers!” exclaimed the
girl, as Mr. Clarkeapproached carrying a large
bouquet of wildflowers.

“Are they not beautiful?” he replied, as

they walked to the breakfast tent. “I am mak-
ing a collection, but gathered enough to divide
with you.”
“I should like them immensely,” she said,

“had I the means of preparing them for my
herbarium.”
“Icame prepared;” he replied, “we can work

together, and divide our spoils at the end of the
trip.”

“That will be awfully jolly,”she replied. “I
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enjoy the work so much. I see plainly that I
must rise early,while in the Park.”

“Yes,one misses so much by lying in bed.”
“Did you see the sun rise?”
“Yes. It was glorious! I think, in some for-

mer existence, I was a devout Sun~Worshipper. ’ ’

“You mean—-—?’’
“Imean that to look at the rising sun, exhil-

arates me wonderfully. Almost unconsciously
I bare my head, and breathe out an invocation
‘to the mighty FORCE which gives to us life,
light and power.”
“I never thought of old Sol in that light,

though, of course, I know that but for his
cheering influence we should have no life—the
whole solar system depends upon him.”
“I fancy that most people regard the sun as

a huge electric light, placed in position for their
pleasure and comfort; turned on by day, and
switched ofi at night by that convenient being
Whom theycall God. ’ ’

“Yes,” she returned, with a laugh. “I once

heard a minister assert from the pulpit, that
the sun, moon, and stars were created expressly
for our pleasure———-to give happiness merely to
this poor little Earth.”

“What superb egotism! I presume he had
had but little education. Ignorance alone could
account for that remarkablestatement.”
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“Ignorance, you think, is responsible for all
folly?”

“Yes, and for all crime and misery. "If one

could see and comprehend all that his every
action entails he would be extremely careful.”

“You think, then, that there is no real
crime?”

“Crime proceeds from ignorance, yet igno-
rance becomes crime when one wilfullyneglects
every opportunity for gaining information.”
“I am not sure that I followyou. Do you

thinkthata eriminal——say a murderer—because
of his ignorance, willescape final punishment?”

“Every crime is punished upon its own plane.
That is theLaw, from which there is no escape.
If I swallow poison, believing it to be pure
water, I suffer the consequences; if you fall into
a passion, or harbor unkind thoughts, you pay
the penalty in the form of a headache or gen-
eral break—down--”

“Yes, anger always makes me ill. So does
violent Weeping. I have had to dispense with
both.”

“No one can afford the indulgence,” replied
Mr. Clarke, slowly sipping the cup of hot milk
which had just been brought him. a

“Are you a ‘no breakfast’ man, too?” she
asked in alarm.
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“Iam;’’ he answered, “but do not fancy that
I shall try to convert you.”
“I can not understand why you do it.”
“Oh, I adopted the custom in India. Meals

are largely a matter of habit.”
“Does breakfast make you ill?”
“No, only sluggish. I think more clearly,

and do better work when my digestive organs
are not taxed to the limit.”
“I could do no work without breakfast.”
“I thought‘ so, too, at one time. While in

India, I rose quite early, drank a glass of milk
or Water, and got through an immense amount
of Work before my eleven o’olock breakfast.”

“That sounds very nice and sensible from
you, but when the Vegetarian tried to discuss
the same subject, he rubbed me the wrong
way.” I

“The poor fellow seems to jar upon you.
Perhaps, if you tried to see some of his good
qualities, you would enjoy him more.” i

“His good qualities? Has he any?”
“Oh, come now, that is unworthy of you.

You know very Well, that every creature, no

matter how low, has some good quality.”
“Yes,I suppose so; but it invariablydisturbs

my mental poise when that man begins to hurl
his theoriesat me.”

\

{>9 iii/" ~;l :;~./
L,‘



106 The Maid, The Mom and The Mystic

“Suppose you try the experiment of trying
to feel an interest in what he says.”

“Assuming an interest, you mean.”
“No, you must actuallyfeel an interest.”
She shook her head.
“At first,” he continued, “you can only open

your mind to receive his words, but soon you
will follow his ideas with interest. The fellow
has a bright mind, and has dabbled into many
things. Some of his experiences are Well worth
listening to.”

“Well, to please you, I will sit beside him in
the coach, and——”
“I had hoped for thatpleasure.”
“Oh, well, you may occupy the seat just

back of us, and absorb some of the Wisdom
which falls from his inspired lips. Come on; I
have sufficiently supplied my corporeal needs,
and shall now proceed to fillmy soul with wis-
dom and my mind with understanding. I won-

der if he will discuss Spiritualism, or harangue
me upon Socialism?”

The big tally-hoes had been exchanged for
smallercoaches, which held six persons, includ~
ing the driver.

The pretty matron was busily engaged
arranging out-going parties.

“All from NumberTwelve will go withBaby
Lou,” she said.

{>9 aéa/i ~;l :;~./
L,‘



A Day of Wonders 107

“Who is she?” asked Miss Lewis in astonish-
ment.

“The driver,” answered the matron, indi-
cating the handsome six-footer upon the coach-
man’s box. “Hisname is Llewellen,but We call
him ‘Baby Lon’ becauseof his size.”

“You see,” she said to Clarke, “that I am

forced to defer that charming interview which
you so kindly planned. I see that the Doctor
has already appropriated the seat by our driver,
so I am forced to chum withRex.”

_

“I regret that you can not carry out your
good resolutions,” he said, as he assisted her
into the coach. “See thatyou rememberthemin
the future.”

After passing Apollinaris Spring, they saw

nothing of special interest until they reached
Obsidian Cliff, a bold escarpment of volcanic
glass rising some two hundred and fifty feet
above the road.
“It is wonderful how they managed to cut

this road,” remarked the Doctor. “Of course,
blastingwas out of the question-—”
“Ibet a penny I know how it was done,” said

Rex.
“Listen to theWise One I ” mocked Merri.
“How, dear?” asked his mother.
‘ ‘Now, I bet a nickle———” he began.
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“Attention! he is raising his bet,” teased

the girl.
“Ibet ANY amount, ’ ’ he declared recklessly,

“thattheybuilt tremendous fires upon the cliff,
and then-”

“Oh, I see!” cried Merri. “Then when the
glass was heated to its utmost capacity, they
poured water over it, causing it to crack.”

“Yes,” remarked the driver, “that Was ex-

actlyhow it was done.”
“Very primitive,” said the Doctor, “but

probably the only way to accomplish it. As
far as I know, this is the only glass road in the
World.”

‘ ‘They say,” continued Baby Lou, “thatlong
ago, when the Indians roamed over thecountry,
they came here, once a year, to make arrow-

heads. All tribes met here and even bitter
enemies were at peace upon this neutral
ground.”

“Do you think I can find an arrow-head?”
asked Merri.

“Plenty of them,” replied the driver.
“They are generallyfound where the Indians

established their summer camps. No need to
search for them-—you can buy any quantity of
them from thecurio shops.”

“Do you mean to say that eurio shops pro-
fane these sacred precinctsi” asked Merri.
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“Yes,”he replied, “we have them at several
points. You can buy postals showing any of the
formations or geysers, Obsidian jewelry, Rocky
Mountain gems, and a lot of otherstufi.”

Passing Obsidian Cliff, the road extends
along the east side of Beaver Lake. Several
beaver—dams are constructed across the lake,
and a beaver-house, inhabited by these indus-
trious little creatures, is located near the West
shore.

.

’

The lake is alive with water-fowl, they seem

to understand, in some mysterious way, that
they are free from harm, so congregate here in
numbers, scarcely deigning to notice passing
vehicles.

The drive from this point to Norris Basin is
through one of the natural passes between the
headwaters of the branches of the Yellowstone
and Missouri rivers; but theascent of thedivide
is so gentle, one does not know when it is passed.

After a good dinner at the 1unch—station;
after resting under the trees, and comparing
notes concerning the morning drive, our party
resumed their coaches, and proceeded to the
Norris Geyser Basin.

“This region,” explained the guide, “was
discovered in 1875—~—by Col. P. W. Norris, who
was then superintendent of thePark. It covers

an area of six square miles, and is highly inter-
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esting from a geological point of view. Many of
its geysers are of very recent origin; and,
although they cannot compare with those on

the Upper Basin, are well Worth your interest.
I would advise you to inspect them thoroughly
now, for on the return trip you will regard
them as too insignificant.”
“I feel,” said Miss Lewis, “that we are on

the suburbs of a great manufacturingtown.”
“Oh, my dear,” replied Mrs. Chapman, “even

our large factories do not make that terrible
rumbling, hissing sound.”

“Nor emit those very disagreeable odors,”
added Mrs. Danvers.

It was a Wonderful sight. The day was cool
and clear, making the steam which rose from
geyser and hot-spring all the more apparent.
Higher and higher it floated, to join the fleecy
clouds in the blue sky above, its volume ever

increased by the mysterious disturbance with-
111.

On the left, as they entered the basin, they
saw an immense boiling‘spring called Congress.
Its pale blue waters are in constant agitation,
an indication that it is fast approaching the
geyser state.

“Several years before the Congress ap-
peared,” said the Guide, “there existed, near

by, a steam vent, an opening in the rocks from
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which a great quantity of steam escaped. Dur-
ing the winter of 1893 the steam vent ceased,
and the Congress appeared.”

‘fWas the eruption violent?” asked the Doc-

,

tor.
“Yes,”replied theguide. “It came withsuch

terrific force as to completely blockade the road
withgreat masses of earth.” T

They inspected the Wonders of the place, and
paused at the South end to admire the active
little “Minute Man.” The Doctor took out his
Watch and timed the industrious little geyser.
Promptly, in sixty seconds, jets of Water were

thrown forty feet in the air, While the main
body was lifted thirty feet.

The guide explained everything in plain,
concise language, the crowd following like a

flock of sheep, wherever he led them.
Miss Lewis paused to examine more closely

thechimneyshaped‘ opening of theBlackGrowl-
er. At that moment, the Growler was seized
witha desire to redouble his efforts. The Hur-
ricane, a few feet away, determined to hold
its own. Their united efiorts produced a mad-
dening combination of rumbling sounds and
blinding vapors. .

Bewildered by the overpowering mist, terri-
fied by the explosion and the strong odor of
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sulphur, she cried aloud with all the strength
of fear.

“Oh MAN, come to me! I need you!”
“I am coming.”

,

The voice reached her through the vapor,
and brought comfort.

Soon a friendlyhand grasped hers, and held
it firmly.

“Do not move till the explosion is over,”
said Mr. Clarke.

“Oh,” she cried, holding tightly to him, “I
was so terrified—so utterly demoralizedl”
“I understand,” he replied. “Those explo-

sions, together with the vapor and sulphuric
odors are enough to bewilderanyone.”

“Thank Heaven, We can see again!” she
exclaimed, as the mist cleared away.

“Come,” he said, to divert her from her
recent terror, “I Want to show you Emerald
Pool, a lovely hot-spring just a little way back
in the timber.”

“How can I thank you?” she said, as they
walked along. “I can not describe my terrible,
lost feeling amid thoseawful smells and sounds.
I do not know how I became separated from
my party, or how I managed to»——”
“I saw you approach the Growler,” he

replied, “and decided Ihad better be near.”
“How dear of you!” she murmured grate-
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fully. “Why are you so good to me-—a perfect
stranger?”

“You forget that we are cousins.”
He smiled at the truth of his assertion.

“Besides,” he continued “every woman is my
sister, every man, my brother—I must do
always, as I would be done by.”

“Do you really love all humanity?”
_

“Yes. To me it is one great Brotherhood.”
“But there are so many uninteresting people

-—how can you love them?”

“No. Every person, everything is interest-
ing when we understand them.”

“Then, you will say, it is only my ignorance
of their interesting qualities which causes me

to feel bored by certain people?”
“Certainly. No one has a right to feel

bored. Every person, high or low, can talk
well upon some subject; listen attentively, and
see how much you can learn, and how really
interested you become, as the speaker grows
eloquent under your intelligent appreciation.”

“Very well, I shall try your plan with the
Vegetarian-—-he may talk Socialism or Spirit-
ualism or Hygiene to his heart ’s content, and
I’ll strive to listen intelligently.”

“Good girl! Now do not become enthusias-
tie and rush matters——-over energy is often as

bad as none. It exhausts itself.”
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“Don’t distress yourself. I am naturally
lazy.”

After comparing the merits of the Fearless,
the Vixen and the Steamboat geysers; after
admiring themany hot-springs, with theirwon~

derful coloring; after much conversation, both
grave and gay, theMan and theMaid finallysat
down to rest upon the loading platform, and
contemplated the Monarch, the largest geyser
of this basin.

Its crater consists of two oblong openings,
the larger of which is twenty feet long, three
feet Wide. Its eruptions occur without warn—

ing, consisting of several terrific explosions in
which great volumes of Water are thrown a

hundred feet high. Its interval of eruption is
about twelve hours.

“We are lucky to see it perform,” remarked
Mr. Clarke.

“It is truly wonderful!” exclaimed Merri.
“What impresses you most about all this?”

he asked.
“I am too much bewildered to think--my

mind is almost a blank.’ ’

“Sight-seeing always has that effect unless
one takes it systematically,and in very small
quantities. ’ ’
“I think,”she said thoughtfully,“that one
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is most impressed by the gigantic POWER
which produces all thisdisturbance.”
“I am glad you feel it too——~the awful grand-

ure of that unseen Force.”
Several members of theirparty, among them

the bridal couple now joined them.
“Fine thing,thateruption,” said the Groom,

pointing toward the geyser with his Walking-
stick.

“We are very fortunate to see it,” chimed
in the bride. “The guide said that many per—
sons Visiting the Park miss it altogether.”

“Is it as fine as the Hudson?” asked Merri
misohievously.

“Oh, Well—” began the groom.
“Yes, indeed!” exclaimed his Wife.

' “But they say that the Upper Basin is far
ahead of this.”

“You forget,” said Mr. Clarke, “that the
Upper Basin is much older———these geysers are

young yet.”
“Why,” asked the lady, “how do you

know?”
“Because there is little or no formation sur-

rounding them. The size of the formation en-

ables the scientists to estimate the age of the
geysers.”

“Ah, I see; it is quite simple when you think
a moment.”
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“Well,” exclaimed the groom, “I don’t
understand how thedevil theydo it.’ ’

“Why you see, dear,” explained his wife,
“theymeasure the daily or Weekly precipitate,
and thencalcu1ate~———”

“Oh, damn the precipitate!” exclaimed her
lord. “Come and help me to the carriage-—~I
see some of ’em leaving.”

Resuming their coaches, they soon reach Elk
Park, a beautifulvalley surrounded by heavily
timberedhills, the Gibbon River, windingquiet-
ly through; on through Gibbon Meadows with
its fine scenery; beyond the two Chocolate
Springs to the Paint Pots, a little off from the
main road.

All scramble from the coaches to see these
curiosities. They consist of openings in the
highly colored clay, their brilliant shades and
odd shapes rendering them very attractive.

While most of these openings are at the base
of the hill, the most beautifulof the Paint Pots
is some fifty feet up the hill-side. Its crater is
funnel shaped, withwalls of finely ground clay
about six feet high. Each puff of steam through
the thick, pasty material at the bottom of the
crater forms a perfect rose, in full bloom.

“That,” said Merri, “is the most wonderful
thingWe have yet seen.”
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“There goes another!” cried Rex, bending
over the edge of the crater.

“It is very fascinating to Watch them form
and disappear before your eyes,” said his
mother.

Leaving the Paint Pots, they pass through
Gibbon Canyon, thence to thevalleyof the Fire-
hole. The pass is very rugged, overshadowed
by precipitous cliffs, two thousand feet high.

Proceeding along the Pass, one sees many
little puffs of steam arising from near the sur-

face of thewater. These are from thecountless
hot-springs of this region, some of which are

very beautiful. The largest of these is Beryl
Spring, which is quite near the road, and easily
seen from the carriage. The violent boiling of
its surface, and the hiss of escaping steam fill
one with nervous apprehension. The great
stage horses, who each day witness thesemighty
Wonders, stand undisturbed by the hiss and
rear, while theirmore intelligent brother, Man,
cries out in fear. a

Gibbon Falls with its beautifulCascades, eon-

stitutes the chief charm of the Canyon. The
driver informed them thatthe Gibbon and Fire-
hole unite to form the Madison, one of the
sources of the Missouri river.

The Cascades, two miles from confluence of
these streams, are very beautiful. Below them,
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the river is confined to a narrow gorge, until it
reaches the Falls of theFire-hole, which occurs

near its union with the Gibbon. The road fol«
lows the banks of this gracefully curving
stream for some distance then crosses, by ford,
the East forkof theFire—ho1e, near the Summer
Cantonment of the United States cavalry,
thence on to Camp.
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ERIDGLEY THE GUIDE

As thecoachneared camp, Miss Lewis noticed
a tall, slight young man, dressed in black. His
clothing sat jauntilyupon him; a white tissue
veil was draped artistically around his hat; a

festive air pervaded his presence.
“Who is that distinguished personage I

behold from afar?” she laughinglyasked.
“He looks like a first-class dude,” replied

Rex scornfully. “The idea of any man Wearing
a veil.”

“It’s becauseof themosquitoes,” she replied.
‘ ‘ They are said to be fierce in theUpper Basin.”

“Well, I’d rather suifer a few bites——”
“Look!” she interrupted, “he approaches.

My heart tells me he is a prince in disguise!”
Because Rex appeared so disgusted, Merri

raved even more extravagantlyover theappear-
ance of the stranger.

“Mr. Driver!” she called, “who is that die-
tinguished lookingman coming to meet us? ”

The driver gave a smile of appreciation.
“That” he said, ‘ ‘is Ridgley, the guide for

the Upper Basin, and a roya} good fellow. If
119 B
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you want anythingdone, call on Ridgley; if you
need tools, or anything you don’t see lying
around loose, Ridgley is the man to find them;
he can do anythingfrom buildinga fire to darn-
ing a bit of lace. He can jolly a crowd, and
supply more information to the square inch
than any man I ever saw. He is a perfect
gentleman, and in his veins flows some of the
bluest blood of the South. I have known him
all my life, and have yet to learn anythingmean

of him.”
“You give him high praise,” observed the

Doctor. ‘

_

“One can not say too much,” replied the
enthusiastic friend. '

“I shall straightway appropriate this Won-

derful man,” remarked Miss Lewis, fell deter-
mination in her eye. “Mr. Driver,” she said
sweetly, “will you tell your friend that I am

the very nicest girl in camp?”
“No use,” came the gallant reply. “He has

eyes.” ’

Very handsome eyes theywere, too, as Merri
discovered. When the coach stopped, Ridgley
was at hand to assist the ladies. He gave orders
concerning their baggage, and conducted them
in person to the register.

He was a tall young man, very dark, with
fine, regular features and an air of distinction.
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“I understand, Mr. Ridgley,” said Merri, as

she Walked beside him, “that you are a living
Encyclopoedia of Parkinformation.”
“I suppose Lou has been stnfling you,” he

replied witha smile.
“He has given you such a reputation for

knowledge, Wisdom and power,” she continued,
‘ ‘thatI expect to becomeyour most devoted fol~
lower.”

“Delighted,” he replied, bowing low. “All
thatI am, all thatI know, are at your service.”

“Thank you so much,” she said sweetly,
resisting an inclination to laugh at his impres-
sive manner. “When do you take us upon a

tour of inspection?”
“To-morrow morning. You know an extra

day is always given to this camp because of its
many attractions. We take you to one part of
thebasin in themorning, to anotherin-theafter-
noon.”

“Oh, I am just wild to see Old Faithful.Must
I wait tillmorning?” ’

Ridgley consuited his Watch.
“You have ample time to walk there and

back before dinner,” he remarked. “I greatly
regret being unable to accompany you, but
urgent duties detain me here.”

“You thinkit safe to go alone?”
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“Assuredly. Keep in the road and do not
wander among thehot-springs.”

“Never!” she laughed.“Ishall view thegey~
sers from a respectful distance.”

The camp was beautifullylocated in proxim-
ity to a group of small though very attrac-
tive geysers, one of which was playing almost
continuously. The tents were named for the
great geysers; and, to her delight, Merri found
thattheywere assigned to Old Faithful.

Without loss of time, our little party started
for the great geyser centre. Passing all attrac-
tions by the wayside, they kept steadily to the
road which leads to Old Faithful Inn, and in
turn, to the famous geyser from which that
unique hotel takes its name.

Near a point of timber,on themain road, they
easilyrecognized the Castle. The great amount
of deposit at its base, togetherwith its immense
cone, renders it very conspicuous.

“The Castle is said to be the oldest geyser in
Q

the Par ,” observed the Doctor.
“Suppose we look down its crater,” proposed

Rex. ‘

“Wouldyou dare?” asked Merri.
a “Yes.The all-wise Ridgley informed me that

she would not ‘go off’ till to—morrow, about ten
o’cloek.”
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“It is appalling how much thatman knows,”«
said Merri thoughtfully.

“Oh,” replied Rex, “he does not burden his
brain-—has it all Written down in a dainty
morocco note-book which he carries in his
breast-pocket.’ ’

The eastern side of the cone beingmuch brok-
en, they easily reached the summit, which is
about twenty feet across. They found the open-
ing to the geyser tube to be fully three feet in
diameter, perfectly round, and lined with a

bright yellow formation.
“Ridgley says that the eruptions occur every

thirtyhours,” remarkedthe Doctor, “and that
they are preceded by the geysers throwing out
jets of water, fifteen to twenty feet high.

“These premonitory symptoms usually con-

tinue six hours, when more violent demonstra-
tions occur. That for half an hour, great eol~
umns of water are shot up to the height of sev-

enty-five feet; then follows a steam period.”
“Yes,” said Rex, “he told me that several

times each season it makes most unusual demon-
strations»-that the Water is thrown twice as

high and the steam period is longer in propor-
tion.”

“Well,” observed Mrs. Danvers, “I hope We

shall be treated to this unusual display. I
always like the best to be had.”
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“Ridgleysaid,” continued Rex, “thaton the
North side of the cone, we should find a wonder»

'

ful hot—spring that camping parties frequently
used as a cook-stove. You can boil cofiee, cook
eggs or stew a chowder in no time. No trouble
to kindle fires, you know, and hot water con-

stantly on hand.”
Stopping to examine no other wonders, they

kept steadilyon till they reached Old Faithful
Inn.

This is the most extensive log-house in the
World, and may be considered as wonderful an

achievementof art as thegeyser is of Nature.
It is constructed almost entirely from mater-

ial found in the Park,\yet furnishes every lux»
ury of a modern, thoroughly up-to-date hotel.
The rough stone blocks which form its founda
tion, look as natural as when first found at
the base of the near-by cliffs. The rough logs
that compose the structure, the huge doors with
their quaint hinges and locks, fascinate the be-
holder even before he enters.

‘‘They say,” remarkedRex, “that this hotel
cost two hundred thousanddollars.”
“I do not doubt it,” returned Merri, “but I

am too anxious to study Old Faithfulgeyser to
pay much attention to the hotel. We can care-

fully observe its interior to—morrow.”
Just then, Old Faithful began to play. The
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jet she threw into theair was probably two feet
in diameter; up, up it went, like an immense
fountain, reaching the height of one hundred
and fifty feet, where it appeared to remain sta~
tionary for three minutes; then came the steam
periodmthe whole display lasting exactly five
minutes.

Its crater is an oblong opening, 2x6 feet on

the inside, situated upon a mound of geyserite
twelve feet high. It is composed of a succession
of terraces full of shallow, basin—like pools of
water, clear as crystal, their edges exquisitely
beaded, their bottoms showing dainty tints of
rose, white, saffron, orange, brown and grey.

Upon the North end of the crater can be seen

great globularmasses of beady,pearly,deposit,
and thegeyser ’s throat is of a darkyellow color.

“What a rusty throat she has,” said Merri,
as she peeped down the opening. She turned to
speak to Rex, whom she supposed to be at her
side.

Just behind her stood the Hindoo Princess,
clad in rich Eastern garb, great pearl earrings
hanging almost to her shoulders, a soft silken
scarf thrown over her dusky hair, its ends fall-
ing to the hem of her richly embroidered robe.

“Would you care to look into the throat?”
asked Merri. “It is very wonderful.”
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“Iwould like it, ” replied thePrincess in pre-

cise, perfect English.
She took Merri’s place and gazed into the

opening as though fascinated.
“Is it not beautiful?” asked the girl with

enthusiasm.
“It is wonderful. We have nothing like it in

my country. Here all is strange——neW.”
“You may not have geysers, but you have the

great majestic mountains——the highest in the
world.”

“Ah yes,” said the Hindoo, her dark eyes
glowing with pleasure. “My own home, where
I lived as a child, was near the Himalayas.”
“I once read such a charming story,” con-

tinued Merri, trying to make conversation,
“called ‘On the Heights of the Himalayas.’”

“Yes?”said the lady, puzzled, but polite.
“It was all about your own Eastern philoso~

phy,”continued Merri, “and intensely interest-
ing.”

The Princess looked even more bewildered,
though she tried to express a courteous interest.

“Perhaps, you do not care for esoteric philos-
ophy?” suggested Miss Lewis.

“Ah no! I care not for philosophy. My hus-
band—he is Ohela to the great and good
Ramakaturi,his uncle.”

“The tall priest, with the beautifulface?”
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The Princess nodded her head.
A“He interests me greatly,”continued Merri.
The Princess regarded her withsurprise. She

was not accustomedto hear young ladies discuss
philosophy and express such admiration for
even a holy priest.

“He is powerful,” she replied, “like the gods
——Whatever he desires, he can accomplish.”

“How splendid! He must be awfully good.”
“He is a saint--—a Gum beloved.”
“I can imagine how dearly his people love

him——one can actually see his beautiful soul
shining out from his wonderful eyes.”

A Hindoo servant approached, and bending
.l0W, addressed the Princess in their own lan-
guage.
“I bid you farewell,” she said, with stately

friendliness. “I hope that some day, We may
meet again, for I like you much. ’ ’

“Why do you like me———a perfect stranger
Whose name you do not know?”

‘ ‘I like you becauseyou have been kind. You
treat me as a human being.”

“What do you mean?”
“I mean that these Americans are dreadful.

They regard me as a wild animal from the jun-
gle. They stare and stare. Do they imagine a

Hindoo is devoid of feeling? I hate the ill
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mannered race! But you—you have shown me

true courtesy.”
Before Miss Lewis recovered suflicientlyfrom

her surprise to defend her compatriots, the
Princess withdrew from the scene of her on

slaught, closely followed by her dusky atten~
dant.

‘ ‘ Cricky!’’ exclaimedRex, as Merri joined her
party, all of Whom sat upon a rustic seat near

by, waiting for another performance of this
most reliable friend of thepublic.

“So you have hob—nobbedwith thePrincess,’ ’

he continued. “She looks no end of, a swell.
Why those ear—rings alone are Worth a king’s
ransom.”

.

“Yes,” replied Merri, “they are handsome;
but I would not care to wear the great long
things.”
“I suppose you never heard the fable of sour

grapes? ” he teased.
“Silly! You think I’d Wear them quick

enough if theywere mine?”
“Beyond a. doubt.”
“Well, it is impossible to prove what I-—oh,

just look! She is playing again!”
Every seventy minutes, with almost no var-

iation, day and night, summer and Winter, Old
Faithfulgives her wonderful exhibitions.

Because of its regularity, and the excellent
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opportunities afforded for observing it, this is
by far the most popular geyser in the Park.
Seats have been placedat a convenient distance
from the geyser, that tourists from othercamps
may rest, and contemplate these phenomena at
leisure. One never tires of the display, for Old
Faithfulpresents new beautieswhen viewed at
sunrise thatdo not appear at high noon; nor can

thegorgeous reflectionsof a sunset be compared
with the soft, pale beautyof the moon—lit foun-
tain. It is said to be especially attractive in
the midst of a storm, and when the surround-
ing country is covered withsnow.

“I suppose,” said Merri regretfully, “that
we have not time to wait for anothereruption.”

“Oh, well,” replied the Vegetarian, “we can

come back and see it by moonlight.”
“ ‘Speak for yourself, John,’ ” quoted Rex.

“I am not anxious for the tramp. Besides, I
have arranged a dandy entertainment for to-
night, and need you bot .”

“What is it?” asked Merri.
“Never you mind. It is something that will

appeal to you-somethingalong psychic lines.”
“How lovely!” she exclaimed.
“Psychology is all right,” remarkedtheVeg-

etarian, “but when you begin to play with the
forces of nature, you generallyget hurt. I admit
that it is all right when you understand what
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you are driving at-—but how many that pry
into her secrets know the first principle of the
inexorableLaw which governs such matters. No

sir! they rush in like fools, and suffer the awful
consequences. ’ ’

“Oh,” said Rex, “I do not suppose we shall
accomplishmuch—we just want a little fun.”

‘ “Well,” continued the Vegetarian, “my Wife
and I went into everything--Psychology,Hyp-
notism, New Thought, Spiritualism———every-
thing. We simply had to drop thewhole shoot-
ing-match.”

“Why?” asked Merri, while Rex looked dis-
appointed.

“We found,” continued the Vegetarian with
great relish, ‘ ‘thattherewas a tremendous force
at the back of all phenomena that could not be
trifled with.”

Dr. Danvers looked disgusted; he did not like
theVegetarian and could not stand his peculiar
manner of expressing himself. In despair of
changing the conversation, he dropped back a

few steps and joined his Wife and Mrs. Chap-
man, who were too deeply interested in discus-
sing the relative merits of the Colonial Dames
and theDaughtersof theRevolution to heed any
vagaries propounded by‘ theVegetarian. Merri
was making an eflort to discover the good qual-
ities that Mr. Clarke assured her this man pos-
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sessed. She compelled herself to listen with
assumed interest to all he said, and tried to for-
get his rasping voice and ungainly appearance.

Rex, who enjoyed the Vegetarian very much,
spurred him on to furtherexpression by asking,

“What happened to you when you dipped
into the occult! Did you see things?”

“No, but we heard them all hours of the day
and night. It was ghastly!”

“How interesting! For instance?”
“Loud noises—moans, groans, rapping and

humping of the furniture could be heard over

the entire house. Sometimes We heard foot-
steps coming up the stairs; often they stopped
just outside our door, but occasionally they
entered and stood by the bed. More than once

we were awakened by terrible screams, shrieks
of agony, and would start up to feel a hot fev-
ered breath in our faces———”

“How uncanny!” cried Merri.
“Did you ever find out what it really was?”

asked Rex.
V

“Find out!” repeated the Vegetarian. “I
should say not!.The moment we turned on the
light all was silent.”

“How do you account for it?” she asked.
“I don ’t account for it. No man can explain

the Unknown. He may theorizetillDoomsday,
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but when you come down to rock~bottom what
can he prove?”

“How did the spooks affect your wife?”
asked Merri. “Was she brave enough to face

‘ thatunseen presence?”
“No it wore upon her to such an alarming

extent thatwe were forced to move out, though
the house was convenient, and suited us admir-
ably, in other respects.”

‘ ‘ Did thechange improve her? ” askedRex.
“She never recovered. She seemed obsessed

by some malign spirit that slowlydeprived her
of life. Medical science was of no avail. I
took her everywhere-—-had the best physicians;
but when you come down to solid facts, doctors
know mighty little. They stuffed her with a

lot of poison-~don’t look so shocked—all physio
is poison, and all physicians are licensed to kill
—-why some of them insisted on an operation
the very day she died, but thank God, I would
not permit them to torture her last moments.”

“Then you think,” asked Merri, deeply
moved by the tragic recital, “thata VAMPIRE
was preying upon her? ”

A

“It could be nothingelse. She was more sus-

ceptible to those hidden influences than I, so

the demons fastened upon her, and never loos~
ened their hold till they got her last breath.
Neither of us understood the risk we ran in

{>9 aéa/i ~;l :;~./
L,‘



"

Ridgley the Guide 133

tampering with these unseen Powers, nor could
we throw off their evil influence when once it
enwrapped us.”

The Vegetarianpaused, lost in gloomy reflec-
tions. Merri regarded him curiously. What
a tragic life! Surely, he was a brave man to
pick up the broken threads of life and interest
himself in Socialism--oranythingelse, for that
matter.

“What is a vampire?” asked Rex, withstart~
ling directness.

“It is an astral being thatpreys upon suscep-
tible human bodies,” replied the Vegetarian.

‘ ‘ Elementals, you know. ’ ’

“I think”said Mex-ri, “that vampires are
identical with the devils of the Bible———the dev-
ils that were cast into the swine, you remem-

ber.”
’

“Oh come, now,” said Rex, with a scornful
laugh. “You do not believe that little story?”
“I see nothingimpossible in it,” she asserted

calmly.
“You see nothing in a big ‘cunger’ trick like

that?”be mocked.
“Aside from any religious halo that may

surround Him,” she continued, “Jesus was a

great Initiate———a Past Master in the knowledge
of the East. The forces of Nature were an

open book to Him, for He knew the central
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Source and drew upon it when needful. One
can do anything when he knows how-and
Jesus KNEW.”

“Gee, whiz!” exclaimed Rex. “You talk like
a preacher-

‘Stiil I gaze, and still my wonder grows,
That one small head can carry all she

knows.’ ”
.

The Vegetarian gave an approving smile, so

plainly expressing admiration for the girl, that
Rex was highly amused.

“Did you ever consider,” he asked, “why
Joseph went down into Egypt; why Moses was

initiated into the mysteries of Isis; why Jesus,
when a child, was taken to Egypt?” '

“Iwas reading upon that subject only a few
days ago,” replied Merri. “Egypt was then,
and had been for centuries, the seat of learning
-—both spiritual and mental. While the com-

mon people worshipped idols, thePriests under-
stood the pure, science~re1igion that lay behind
the symbol. Great teachers of all time under-
stood and practiced this beautiful wisdom«
religion in its purity.”

“By Jovel” cried Rex, “I had never thought
of thatas being theobject of the Greek philoso-
phers-——Plato, Socrates-——and the rest of those
old chaps. I always thought they took thatpil-
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grimage into Egypt for scientific information,
or to brush up literature and languages.”

“Yes,” said the Vegetarian, “religion was

at the bottom of it. The Elusinian Mysteries
were undoubtedly copied from the sacred rites
of Isis and Osiris, being adapted, of course, to
Greek individualism.”

“Those Mysteries always fascinated me,”
remarked Merri pensively, “I used to spend a

lot of valuable time wondering about them.”
“I must confess” remarked Rex, “that reli-

gion has never appealed to me. I think if 8.

man leads a clean, honorable life he has ‘nothing
to fear from angels or devils.”
“Ihope you are right, brother,”replied Mer-

ri. “Iam booked for Hell if orthodoxyis true.”
“Is it thatbad?” laughed Rex.
“I have never been converted,” she con-

tinued, “nor felt a change of heart.”
“Poor girl!” he said cheerfully. “I see you

are destined for the toboggan-slide.”
“Don’t be too sure of meeting me there,” she

retorted. “I am determined not to take the
slide.”

“Wretched one! How can you prevent it?
Can you force yourself to feel the emotion
required by our most learned clergy?”
“I can not,” she replied seriously. “But I
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love my fellow man——you remember Abu Ben
Adam?”

“A legend, my poor chi1d—a mere myth!”
responded Rex airily. “Consider the terrible
lake of brimstone and fire! Think of the pitch-

.
fork——”

“Hush, sillyboy! Are you never serious?”
‘ ‘Yes,when exams. approach—thatknocks all

the foolishness out of a fellow. Well, I wonder
what’s up now?”

As they neared the camp, Ridgley could be
seen going from group to group explaining
somethingof a highly interesting nature if one

could judge by theevident excitement produced
by his words.

“Let us hurry,” said Rex, “and get our

share of i .”
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Upon joining the crowd, they found that the
indefatigableRidgleyhad located a quantity of
bear in thewoods nearby,and was industriously
spreading the news among the tourists, most of
whom were eager to see “all thatwas coming to
them.”

“Come,” said the Vegetarian,.“1etus watch
them feed.”
“I am too tired,” protested Merri. “A long

ride over mountain passes in addition to the
walk we have just taken does not incline me

toward a bear-hunt.’ ’

“Nonsense! You are too young to feel that
slight exertion. Why, I am ready to walk ten
miles before bedtime.”
“I fancy supper must be almost ready,” she

suggested evasively.
“A whole hour yet,” he replied, looking at

his watch. ‘

“Lead on, 0 thou indefatigable man!” she
cried in mock despair. “And if I faint by the
wayside, blame thyown zeal.”

' 13?
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Rex had disappeared; and as no help could be

expected from the rest of her party, Merri
assumed an interest she did not feel, and blindly
followed the Vegetarian.

“You have plenty of good stun‘ in you,” he
said»-‘ ‘ good stud-—”

“Ah, thanks,” she murmured.
“Good stuff,” he continued not heeding the

interruption. “I recognized it from the first--
but you are too darn conventional to let your
real self out.”

“Dearman, how little you know me. In what,
pray, am I so ultra conventional?”

“To begin with, you always herd with your
own party,when you are not withyour cousin.”

“My cousin?”
“Yes. Fine young fellow, too; we have many

views in common. As I say, you never afliliate
with the rest of us, and have such a high and
mighty way-———”

Merri laughed.
“I protest against such slander,” she

declared. “Do I not sit by the driver, when the
doctor permits me that pleasure?”

' “Simply to pump information from him,”
growled her companion. »

“Do I not chat with the maids, and do I
.

not cling fondly to the guides‘?”
“Why shouldn’t you? Those guides and
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drivers are all college men; and the girls are

sweet, modest, educated young women. They
are paying for their holiday by doing a. little
light work; or, perhaps, earning money for the
next college term.”
“I am sure no one respects them more than

I,” replied the girl earnestly. “I admire per-
sonal worth above all else.”

“Still, you have that old aristocratic idea
about positions-~”

“Now do not lecture me. I am not a Socialist
like you. ’ ’

“Look here, young woman, do you realize
the true meaning of Socialism?”
“I confess that I know nothing of its ten-

ets.”
‘ ‘ Then why have you not informedyourself?’ ’
“Oh, I don’t knoW~—it never appealed to me.

It is alwaysassociated in my mind withanarchy
and unrest.”

,

“Never a greater mistake!” he cried enthus-
iastically. “Socialism is a great economic,
politicalmovement. Its efiort is to secure co-op-
eraticn instead of divisional work. It aims to
make the tools of production and distribution
undivided public property, instead of divided
individualproperty as it is now.”

“Speaking of property,” said Merri, “re-
minds me of the two Irishmen who were dis-
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cussing Socialism. Mike was telling all that
he would do if he had a million dollars-——l1e
would foster this industry and help that
individual, dividing his fortune equally among
his many friends.

“ ‘Faith,Mike, me boy,’ said Pat, ‘ye l1avn’t
got a milliondollars but ye have got two pigs-——.
as fine pigs as I iver set me two eyes upon. Now,
thin, Mike, ye kin divide up thim pigs Wid yer
friends-—faitl1, it ’s an aisy way to prove ye
principles.’ .

“ ‘No, indade thin,’ said Mike, ‘thimpigs is
MINE, an divila bitdoes any man git of ‘em!’ ”

The Vegetarian did not join in her laugh.
“I see,” he said gravely, “that you labor

under the delusion held by so many others-
that Socialism means an equal division of indi-
vidual property. ’ ’

“I have certainly heard that doctrine very
forcibly expressed by people calling themselves
Socialists. ’ ’

“All a mistake——-only the most ignorant
believesuch stufi”.”

“Yes, I always thought them greatly mis-
taken.”

“Socialism wants only the things that are

publicly used, to be publicly owned. Its whole
aim is to render it possible for all people to own

private property. The present order of things is

‘

{>27 iii/“Ll :;~./
L,‘



Nature and Socialism 141

the enemy of private property. Look at the
terrible poverty that exists to-day. Socialism
would end all thatby making it possible for all
to possess and enjoy property.”

“That sounds very fine, but how can that be
accomplished3 ’ ’

“By giving to the producer the full value of
his labor, be it mental or manual, Socialismwill
augment the incentive to do, to accomplish, to

produce. For instance, if by your brain power
or deftness of hand you produce a piece of Work

.

Worth ten dollars a day, Socialism demands
thatyou be paid thatamount.”

,

“But suppose I am worth one dollar a day,
while you are worth ten—-are our salaries the
same?”

“Not by a jug full! You should be promptly
discharged to make room for better stuli.”

“Then, after all, it is a matter of individual
worth.”

“Yes,We believein equality of brains, regard-
less of sex, or station. Socialismis theonly insti-
tution that declares itself boldly for WOMAN.
We would give her not only the freedom of
the ballot, but make her so economically and
politically free that she may develop to the
fullest extent the powers God has given her.”

“Dearme! You paint such a glowingpicture
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thatI am almost persuaded to becomea Social-
is .”

“Why not‘! The finest women of the world
belong to us————the brightest intellects. If you ’d
only drop your conventional ideas and use your
common sense, you’d make a splendid Social-
ist.”

“You have peculiar ideas on conventionality.
If I were half as strict as you seem to fancy, I
certainly would not be taking this walk with
you, to whom I have never been properly intro-
duced.”

“My! but you sure have me there! Perhaps
you would like to see my credentials?”

He fumbled among his pockets, and finally
produced a packageof legal looking documents.

‘ ‘ Oh no ! ” she cried hastily. “Ithinknothing
could improve you.”

“Do you mean it?” he beamed with pleasure
at this equivocal remark.
“I wish, however, that you would read the

Governor’s letter--—I am very proud of it.”
To please him she took the letter and read:
“This is to certify that I have known Mr.

Robert B. Lamb for many years, and can cheer-
fully recommend him to all that he may meet.
In the threefold position of citizen, neighbor,
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and friend; he is unequalled. He is a true gen-
tleman and a deep thinker.

(Signed) John Briscoe.”

“Very flattering,”she said, returning the let-
ter with its big oficial seal.

“We have been personal friends for many
a year,’ ’ he said proudly.

M “It must be beautiful,” remarked the girl,
“to have a true friend; one upon whom you
could rely without question—-one who would
fight for you-—if necessary--—die for you.”

“Now you are talking! But, do you know,
such friends are rare——»you’ll not find one in a

million. We love to talk about our friends, but
when the grind comes and we need them like
the devil, Where are they? The surest test of
a man’s friendship lies in his pocket-book. If
he pulls me out of the mire when he knows
it will financiallyembarrass him to do so, he is
my friend.”

“And the greatest test of a Woman’s friend~
ship is when she puts down slander. Why, the
bravest act of my life was that of entertain-
ing a much-discussed woman at a theatre-party.
It required the utmost courage.”

“Your love for her sustained you.”
“But I did not love her.”
“Then, why did you do it?”
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i “I felt that she was being unjustly treated.

She had been imprudent, perhaps, but not
Wicked; yet all the women in our set snubbed
her. The men dared not defend her for fear of
making matters Worse. My social position was

secure; as my friendshe would be received. Af-
ter talking matters over with my aunt, we is-
sued invitations for a select theatre-party, let-
ting it he distinctly understood that this lady
would be the guest of honor. My invitations
were accepted, and the crowds that filled the
opera house had the opportunity of seeing us.

They did not fail to observe us either, between
acts; we received almost as much attention as

the actors.”
“Well, you are a daisy!” he exclaimed, ad-

miration beaming from every feature. “Did
your plan Work?”

“Beautifully. People are like sheep, you
know; they follow a leader without stopping to
reason.”

The Woodland, throughwhich theywere pass-
ing, was very attractive. Great forests of pine
and mountain growth furnished a delightful
shade to thegrassyslope. A flock of deer graz-
ing upon the succulent grasses calmly regarded
the intruders. A tiny fawn left its mother and
rubbed its little nose against Merri’s out-
stretched hand.
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“The little darling!” she cried with delight.
“Isn’t it DEER?” replied the Vegetarian,

grinning at his own wit.
The doe, after tranquillysurveying her visit-

ors, decided in their favor and came forward
to share the caresses withher babe.

The Vegetarian was as pleased as the girl.
“Are you not glad you came?” he asked.

“They are of thatvarietyknown as —”

“Mercy! What is that?”
A saucy chipmunk had run up the hack of

her dress, never stopping till securely seated
upon her right shoulder.

“Don’t move!” commanded the delighted
man. “Imust kodak thatpicture. It’s the fin-
est thing I ever saw.”

As though accustomed to such occasions, the
gentle animals remained quite unmoved by the
excitement of their visitors. The enthusiastic
artist made several “snapshots” before the
spell was broken.

“This is a rare treat,” said the ‘girl, “but
Where are the bears We came to see?”

“They must be near at hand,” he insisted.
“Our driver says there are stacks of them in
this wood. He says they attack the new-born
calves every night.”

“How terrible!”
“Fact! Says they have to take the young
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calves into their tents, or sit up all night to pro-
tect them. By Jove! Can that be the dinner
hell? I had no idea we had been out so long.”

With a farewell pat to the affectionate, wild
creatures, they hastily retraced their steps and
were soon in the dining-tent.

“Come over here,” called Ben. “I have
saved a place for you.”

“Good boy!” exclaimed Merri, as she sat be—
side him.

“You do not deserve it,” he replied. “Here
I have waited like Patience on a monument,
while you have been deep in the romantic
shades of the forests, engaged in a shameless
flirtationwith theVegetarian.” L

“You mean the Socialist.”
“Yes, and the Spiritualist and the Theoso-

phist and theScientist—” .

“And the artist.”
“What, does he paint?”
“Yes. Kodaks his scenes and copies them in

oils with such additions as fancy may dictate.”
“So he is an artist, and last of all a

Lam .”
“A curious combination. I am glad thatI am A

not an animal.”
Rex laughed.
“You’d be surprised to know of the manag-

erie feeding in this tent,” he continued. “Upon
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your defalcation,” regarding her reproaohfully,
“I amused myself looking over the register. I
found so many animals that I’ve been busy
ever since, trying to locate them.”

“Tellme about them,” she begged.
“Well,” he began with evident relish, “that

fat, comfortable couple at thenext table, are the
Flyes——’’

‘

“Not house-flies?”
“N0. At present, theyare tent-Flyes.”
“That is pretty good. Who next?”
“The wiry, little man, two seats to the left,

is a Campbell; just beyond him is a family
named Wolff-—”

.

“Heavens! Do the Wolff and Lamb occupy
the same tent?”
“I don ’t know————but it is almost a literal ful-

fillment of the Scriptures when the Lamb and
theLyon feed togetheras theyare doing now.”

Merri laughed. V

“Which is theLyon?” she asked.
“He is the mild—looking gent to the left of

the Lamb; while the lady on his right is Miss
Katt.”

“How funny that they should all be at one

table,” she said.
“I have not finished yet. That thin, blonde

lady in gray, who minces her food with such
precision, is a Hogg—~”
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“Why,Rex!”
“Positive fact, though she does not look it.

On the opposite side of the table is a familyof
Birds. The girls look like dainty oanaries,
don’t they?”

“Who is the stately gentleman in black?”
“Mr. Crow, who is guardian for the young

Bob White who sits beside him.”
“You mean---?”
“That his name is Quail, though he is not re-

lated to the plump Mrs. Partridge at the end of
the table. Then there are the Dneks—”

“And the Ganders.”
“Be still,unruly maid! As I remarked,there

are the Poul1etts—”
“And the hens and —-”

“And the Cranes and the Orioles—”
“Oh, hush!” She closed her ears and turned

her back.
He regarded her sorrowfully.
“You are making it out of whole oloth—I

don’t believea Word.”
“Examine the register, unkind one! Oh, I

forgot the Songbirds, and Wrens—the Wrens
and——” ‘

“Willyou be quiet?”
The matron entered and walked to the centre

of the tent.
“Someone has neglected to register,” she
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said. “There is one more person present than
appears upon the register. As we are compelled
to be very careful in such matters, I beg that
the forgetful memberof our familywill rectify
the mistake.”

Each tourist eyed his neighbor suspiciously,
and no one spoke.

“My dear,” asked Mrs. Danvers, “did you
register for me i”

“Certainly,”replied the Doctor.
“How did you register?” she persisted.
_“As Doctor RandolphDanvers and wife,” he

replied.
“Just as I suspected!’ ’ cried his wife. “’I'hat

accounts for the mistake.”
“Mistake,” he repeated, in comic dismay,

“are you not my Wife?”
“In private life I am your wife,” she con-

tinued, “but to the public I am Dr. Elizabeth
M. Danvers. That tells my name and station.
I have labored too long and earnestly to quietly
relinquish my identity. I would ratherbe my-
self than the wife of any man.”

Various expressions of surprise greeted this
outburst. Some few ladies looked shocked,
others amused. -

Merri laughed openly, though she admitted
the justice of the lady’s position. i

“Well, my dear,” replied theDoctor, flushing
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with annoyance, “I beg that at the next camp
you will register us as Dr. ElizabethDanvers
and husband.”

“Now, Randolph,” she said, slipping her
hand throughhis arm, “don ’t be silly. I under-
stand very well that it was mere thoughtless-
ness on your part; but you know I am right.”

“Of course you are,” he returned readily.
‘ ‘I am just as proud of your reputation as of my
own and —”

They left the tent, chatting happily.
‘ ‘ Well I ’ ’ exclaimedMerri.
“She hit him hard;” said Rex, “right out

from the shoulder! but he took it like a man.

Oh, say! I have a splendidprogram in my mind
for to-night. Come to our tent and help me ar-

range it.”
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CHAPTERXII

AROUND THE CAMP-FIRE
Around the blazing camp-fire gathered a

crowd of happy, care-free people, discussing
with enthusiasm the magic splendors of the
Park, and congratulating themselves upon this
unconventionalmanner of spending their even-

ings. The young drivers had donned. gala at-
tire, and togetherwith the maids, occupied one

side of the square. Although superior in ap-
pearance and breeding to many of the guests
whom they so faithfullyserved, the attendants‘
of the camp liept to themselves and attempted
no associationwith the tourists.

-

“Have you ‘seen Baby Lou’s girl?” asked
Rex.

“No,” replied Merri, “is she present?”
“Yes, over there, just behind that fat

woman,” he replied. “Isn’t she a daisy and
isn’t he badly stuck on her?”
“I admire his taste,” she returned.
The girl was well Worth looking at. Her

dainty complexion, flaxen curls and appealing
blue eyes presented a rare type of blond loveli-
D888.
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“Are they not a. vivid contrast?-” continued

Rex. “She looks like a child beside him.”
“I think them a charming couple,” said

Merri. “I love a bigman.”
“Like your c0usin——he is your cousin, isn’t

he?”
“We claim relationship simply because We

like each other,” she answered. “Don ’t you
remember, I told you at Gardiner that we had
only met thatmorning?”

“That was a century ago——just look at that
girl! Did you ever see such dimples?”

“You mean Baby Lou ’s friend?”
“Yes, theysay she broke down————had nervous

prostration before her school term was over and
came here to recuperate.”

“Then, she is a teacher?”
“Yes, in one of the city schools.”
“And he"? Driving is not his regular occu-

pation.”
“No, he is head book-keeper in a bank. But

he knows horses, let me tell you, or he Wouldn’t
be driving in YellowstonePark.”

a

“I hope not.”
“The matron told me that each driver was

compelled to prove his experience before being
entrusted withour lives.”

“They arrange all of their excursions sys-
tematically,so as never to conflict, still We are
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apt to meet coaches from other camps; and, as

you know, the road is often perilouslynarrow-

barely wide enough to allow two very fine
drivers to pass.”
“I hope we shall never meet another team in

close quarters,” said Merri with a shudder.
“Oh, I should love it!” cried Rex.
“It would be exciting,” she admitted, “but

not enjoyable. “Ifwe should ever be so unfortu-
nate, I sincerely hope that Baby Lou will take
the inside. I much prefer the cliff to the
gorge.”

“Well, I am not sure——-—cricky! . What is the
matter with the Vegetarian? I verily believe
thatwalk with you in the enchanted forest has
turned his brain. Behold, those frantic ges-
tures and the wild glitter of his eye!”

“Foolish boy!” she cried, laughing at his
extravagance, “I know what is the matter.”

“Indeed! When did you become a mind
reader?”
“I judge by analogy. I absolutely know,

from his beaming smile and wild desire to in-
volve others, thathe has discovered a familyof
bear, and is determined to exhibit his find.”

“Let us hope it is nothingworse,” said Rex
with an ominous shake of his head.

“Come on!” yelled the Vegetarian, as he
neared the group, “come on, all of you! I have
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located a lot of bearer-hurry, or they may
leave.”

“He would appreciate it greatly if you would
all come,” said Merri, addressing the crowd.
“Bears are his hobby.”

Led by Merri and Rex, the party joined the
Vegetarian, who escorted them in triumph to
the scene of interest. '

Near the edge of the forest, a large mother-
bear was feeding, and personally superintend-
ing the supper of her familyof two.

The cubs ate like voracious young animals,
While themothermaintained the dignity of her
position.

For a few moments, they calmly surveyed
theirspectators; thenupon command from their
mother, Whose grunt was positive though not
alarmed, the cubs climbed into a tree, being i

closely followed by Dame Bear.
“Do you think she is afraid of us?” asked

Merri.
“No,” said a gentleman near her. “It is

probably theirbedtime and like a good mother-
bear, she does not permit her oifspring to keep
late hours.”

“She is evidently a good old-fashioned
mother,” said Merri with a laugh. “Children
of this generation do not obey so promptly.”

“All a matter of training,” replied theVege-
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tarian. “Human young should be taught ab
solute obedience until they are old enough to
use discretion. They should be trained exactly
as if they were dogs or horses.”

A storm of protest pelted the bold speaker,
but he defended his position gallantly.

“Do you imagine,” he continued, “thatthose
cubs would have obeyed so promptly had they
been allowed to argue the point? Can you
fancy one of them saying, ‘I don’t WANT to

,

go to bed, and I AM NOT GOING TO DO IT!’ ”
.

“Do they always sleep in trees?” asked a

thinelderly lady who wore glasses and carried
a notefbook.

“Why, of course,” replied Rex, “Just like
snakes, you know~—-theyare likely to drop down
upon us at any moment.”

“Dearme!” she cried, edging away from the
tree. “I was under the impression that they
lived in holes—-snakes, I mean—and that bears
inhabited deep, dark caves.”

“Well, you see,” the boy explained gravely,
“this species is different; besides, in the Park
everythingis odd.”

“'.I.‘rue;” she replied, noting rapidly, “bears
climb trees and sleep therein; snakes ditto.”

Returning to camp, Rex announced that psy-
ehologieal games were in order.

A circle of clasped hands was formed, and
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one person sent beyond hearing, during whose
absence some feat was decided for his accom-

plishment.
“Will you be the first victim?” asked Rex,

turning to Merri. ‘

“I do not mind;” she returned, “but sup-
pose We send your mother, or Mrs. Doctor.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,”Rex began,“we are

about to demonstrate one of the most impor-
tant of the mysteries of Nature. For this pur-
pose, a victim is needed. Who will make the
noble sacrifice? Let the good of the cause fire
your zeal, but—-don’t all speak first.”

Miss Katt rose and volunteered.
“I have never played the game,” she said,

“so may prove a failure.”

“Many thanks,”replied the impromptu man-

ager. “Some are more highly developed than
others; but, after all, your success will depend
largely upon us. Now, Miss Katt, retire to that
tree, and gaze steadily at the moon until you
are summoned.”

She proceeded to obey.
“What shall we make her do?” asked Rex.
“Writing is her specialty,” suggested Merri.

“She carries her notebook and pencil in a deep,
immense pocket--”

‘ ‘The very thing! She can make notes.”

The circle, being duly informed, the Lamb
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and Rex escorted the victim into their midst,
lightly touching her upon the shoulder.

.

‘ ‘My mind is a blank,’ ’ she said, as she groped
blindlyabout. “I feel no inclinationto do any~
thing.”

“You don't want to think,” replied Rex,
‘

“Jnst do thefirst thingthatcomes to you.”
“But nothingenters my mind,” she returned.

“I fear I am proving a poor subject.”
“Say, all you people!” cried Rex. “You are

not concentrating.”
“You had better try another subject,” in-

sisted Miss Katt.
“I will go,” said the Doctor lady, and re-

tired from the circle.
A gentleman took a trunk key from his pocket

and placed it upon the organ.
“Let her find and return this to me,” he said.
“That will be a test,” remarked the Vege-

tarian as he and Rex withdrew.
“Now,” said Merri, “let us thinkhard of the

key until she finds it; then ‘COMPEL her to
return it.”

_

They entered, the victim blindfolded. With
but a few moment’s hesitation, she walked to
the organ, picked up the key, and stood as

though listening for instructions. No one

spoke, but all THOUGHT so intently that,after
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a slight pause, the key was returned to its
owner.

Loud cries of “Splendid!” “Perfectly
lovely!” “Blow fine!” greeted this exploit.
Mrs. Danvers resumed her seat amid hearty
applause.

At that moment, Mr. Clarke entered the
square.

‘ ‘Comeon, old fellow,” called theVegetarian,
“we need you in thishypnotic business.”

“Pardon me,” replied Mr. Clarke, “I do not
care to participate.” r

“Why,”asked Miss Kati, “do you fear it!”
“Hardly,”he replied. “I understand it too

well for tha .” '

“Then why object?” persisted Rex.
“From conscientious motives,” he replied.
“What do you mean?” asked Merri. “Surely

there is no harm in what we are doing.”
“Magnetism is one of these forces which

should never be played with,” asserted Mr.
Clarke. “It is given us for a definite purpose,
and should be conserved to thatend.”

“You would do away with all public exhibi-
tions that deal with magnetism?” asked Mrs.
Chapman.
“It may be well,” he replied, “to give a few

such performances for the purpose of demon-
strating its possibilities. The public is too busy,
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or too sceptical, to personally investigate deep
subjects——”

‘ ‘And I was hoping you would show us some-

thing really fine,” said Merri regretfully. “I
am sure you have seen so much of thatkind of
thing in India-——”

“Ah, do please,” pleaded Miss Katt. “1 am

so interested.”
The Bride and Groom joined the party.
“What are you playing?” she asked.
“Amagneticgame,” replied Rex. “Willyou

join us?”
‘

“Magnetism!”snarled the Groom. “All in-
fernal nonsense!”

“You think so?” asked Merri sweetly. “I
was just hoping that you would be our next
victim.”

“You’1l not catch me Wasting time on such
rot!” he sneered.

“But, my dear-—” protested the Bride.
“The Whole thing is a fake-———from beginning

to end,” declared the Groom with the pom-
posity of ignorance.

“You should have been here a moment ago,”
said Merri, “and seen what We made happen.”

“A11 humbug!” he retorted. “I never saw

any of those tricks that had not been pre-
arranged.”
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“Can not you understand that a scientific

principle underlies———” s

“Scientific fiddlesticks! It ’s all tommyrot.”
Miss Lewis hit her lip, but refrained from

making answer. A look of determination illuu1—
ined her face, as she stepped close to her cousin
and laid her hand upon his arm.

“Willyou do me a favor?” she asked in her
sweetest tone.

“That goes Without saying,” he replied, sur-

prised yet pleased at her request.
“Lay aside your scruples, just thisonce.” she

pleaded. ‘ “Iam so anxious to convince thatold
doubter.”

“Why should you?” he replied. “You can

not convince him against his Will.” ‘

“I can not because I know so little,” she
returned humbly. “But you can. ‘Oh, do,
PLEASE! I do so enjoy the fall of the
mighty!” '

“Very well,” he replied indulgently. “We
willconvince him beyonda doubt.”

“We?” she asked. “Am I to assist?”
‘ ‘Yes,you shall cover yourself withglory and

the crowd withwonder.”
“You alarm me. How can I do it? I have no

experience.’ ’
.

“It is not necessary. I willdo theWork. Your
part is easy.”
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“Imay failyou,” she warned.
’ “I know your capabilities,” he replied
calmly.

The Bride and her lord sat near but not with-
in the magic circle.

The crowd anxiouslywatched the cousins, de-
voutly wishing the girl would prevail.

“To convince Mr.--”
“Bragg,” supplied the Groom.
“To convince Mr. Bragg,” continued Mr.

Clarke, “ I have decided to Waive my objection
to this style of entertainment; and, assisted by
this lady, will demonstrate the power of
thought.”

Amid the applause which followed, Merri re-

tired.
“Now, Mr. Bragg,” remarked Mr. Clarke,

“you will please set some task for the lady to
accomplish.’ ’

“Here is my watch-charm,” said the Groom,
handing the trinket to Clarke. “Hide it care-

fullyand let her bring it to me. If she does that
I shall be satisfied.”

Mr. Clarke carefully Wrapped the watch-
charm in a leaf torn from his note-hook, placed
it under the lining of the Vegetarian’s hat and
jammed said hat upon the head of Rex.

“Bring the victim,” he commanded.
‘Rex and theVegetarian started.
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“Hold on!” cried the Groom, “How am I to

know that you won’t tell?”
“We are supposed to be gentlemen,” replied

Clarke. “However, it does not matter.”
“Approach, 0 Victim, to thy doom,” cried

Rex in tragic tones.
Mr. Clarkemet her in full View of the doubt-

ing Groom, blindfolded her; and without touch-
ing her, followed wherever she went, his fingers
held near the base of her brain.

With hands outstretched, as though feeling
her way through the darkness, Merri walked
without a moment ’s hesitation to where Rex
stood beside his mother.
“It is hidden under the lining of his hat,”

she said, pointing directly to him.
“Describe the object,” commanded Mr.

Clarke.
“It is a masonic emblem,” she replied.
“What else?” He took the packet from its

hiding place and placed it in her hand, then
slipped his fingers to her wrist.

A moment of breathlesssuspense. Could she
do it?
“I see a quaint, gold watch-charm,” said the

girl, “a souvenir much cherished by its owner.

It is a masonic device as I said before———a
square and compass. It was presented to its
owner thirty—five yearsago by his lodge, at 9.
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banquet given in appreciation of his faithful
services, and has never before left his watch-
chain.”

.

“How Wonderful!” exclaimed Rex.
“I never saw anythingbetter among profes-

sionals, ’ ’ said another.
“That will do.” Mr. Clarke spoke calmly,

positively.
“Return the charm to its owner.”

‘

He removed his hand, she Walked, unaided;
broke through the circle and placed the un-

opened package in the hand of the amazed
l Groom.

“Well, I’ll be damned!” he muttered.
“Mr. Bragg will please inform us if the in-

formation given is correct,” remarked Mr.
Clarke. '

“Correct enough,” replied the Groom, “but
how the devil did eitherof you know it?”

“You are thoroughly satisfied? There was

no deception-—no fake about the matter?”
“How the devilcould there be?” growled the

man, “I’m the only person here that knows
anything about it—-—never even told my wife.”

“Do somethingelse,” begged Rex.
“More! More!” shouted thecrowd.
“Could you get me a small table and a pack

of cards?” asked Mr. Clarke.
The ever—ready Ridgley produced both.
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Mr. Clarke took the cards and Without

shufliing spread them face downwards upon the
table.

“Select one,” he said, “and hold it so that
all may see it. Be sure to rememberit, or I can

do nothing.”
She turned the Ace of Hearts, holding it up

for inspection.
Rex shuflled, returning the cards to Clarke,

who began to deal.
“This is the card,” he said, as the Ace of

Hearts appeared. “As you have seen,” he con-

tinued, “I first read Mr. Bragg’s thoughts,
and transferred themto the lady,who expressed
them to his satisfaction. Next I read the lady ’s
mind. Now she shall read my thoughts.”

She demurred.
“Are you sure I can do it?”
“Absolutely,”he replied positively. “Turn

your back.”
She did so.

“Here, ladies and gentlemen, is a car ,” he
held up theJackof Spades. ‘ ‘Observe carefully
Where I place it.”

He arranged three piles, placing the card se-

lected in the central pile.
“Ready!”
The girl turned.
“Do not stop one moment to think,”he con-
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tinned, “answer the first thing that comes to

your mind. Here, as you see, are three piles.
The card selected is in one of them. Now tell
me»-quick! now !--—-in which pile is it con-

tainedi”
“The middle one.”
“Good!” all cried.
“Name the card.”
“The Jack of Spades.”
The audiencecheered.
“I thinkMr. Bragg will admit that we used

no trickery, but have given a genuine piece of
thought transference.”

“Yes,” replied the humbled Bridegroom, “I
don’t understand how you did it, but you ar-

rived at facts. I see no special harm in what
you have shown us, but I mortally hate public
performances—especially hypnotic shows,
where a lot of sane people are made to out the
fool.”
“I heartily agree with you,” responded Mr.

Clarke.
“Oh! I think them great fun!” exclaimed

Rex. “Can’t you hypnotize a lot of us, and
make us out up didoes?”
“I can,” replied Mr. Clarke, “but I will not

so debase my powers. They should only be used
to relieve sufiering.”
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“I don’t believe he can do it,” said a voice

from the crowd.
“You are right,” answered another, “he’d

do it quick enough if he could.”
Mr. Clarke turned to Merri.
“You understand why I will not do this

thing?” he asked.
“Yes,” she replied, “if they doubt your

power after what you have already done, they
would demand more, no matter what you ae—

complished. ’ ’
“Old fellow,” said Rex affectionately, “I

wish you would-—~just to humble those ingrates,
you know.”
“I should be really glad to oblige you,” re-

plied Clarke. “But I can not. If any were

ill or mentally distressed, I would do my best
to relieve them, but I decline to amuse a crowd
withmere parlor tricks.’’

Rex was bitterlydisappointed.
“I regret to inform the audience,” he an-

nounced, “that our star performer has posi-
tively refused to indulge your perverted taste
for parlor tricks. If you desire a display of
hypnotic powers, you are earnestly requested
to furnish a collectionof aches and pains. Nerv-
ous troubles cured; broken bones a specialty.
Trot out your troubles or there will be no

show.”
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No invalids appearing, he continued, “I see

you are lacking either in ailment or faith. At
any rate, the seems is closed for the evening.”

V

1- at :1: at at

In her apartment, Miss Lewis reviewed the
evening. What a unique ending to a full day!
What wonderful geysers they had seen, and
what real pleasure she had derived from her
walk in the forest. After all, the Vegetarian
was not so bad; perhaps it was becauseshe was

trying to follow her cousin ’s advice.
Her cousin? How odd to call him that; yet

he was very dear to her. How she wished he
really was her cousin. He was so big and hand-
some»-. She did love big 1nen—so‘gifted, so

wonderfully magnetic, so altogether congenial.
She had never had such a eomrade———why he
understood her perfectly, although they had
met so recently.

Oh! if only the hated cousin was like this
man--stay! perhaps they had met in India. If
so this new friend could advise her. Yes, she
should tell him all about the redoubtable Lewis
Meriwether Clarke, and ask his advice as how
best to dispose of the unwelcome suitor.

“What lovely eyes he has,” she thought, as

she nestled under the blankets, “and such a

sweet, tender mouth; so strong yet so firm. Oh!
how I wish-—”
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CHAPTERXIII

BEFORE BREAKFAST

Miss Lewis rose early and began her geyser
study before breakfast. The guide book in-
formed her thattheUpper Basin is triangularin
shape, and comprises about four miles. It con-

tains twenty~six geysers and four hundred hot
springs, thebasin beingdrained by theFirehole
River. Here, grouped within the space of one

square mile, are found the mightiest geysers
and most wonderful hot-springs known to man.

Dense clouds of vapor hang shroud—1ike above
the basin; the air is heavy with sulphurus
flames; theearth trembleswiththemighty voice
of mysterious rumblings, and vegetation is con-

spicuous by its absence. The horrors of Hell
could scarcely be more terrible than this spot,
so fascinating in its awful beauty.

Outside her tent, Miss Lewis paused to ad-
mire the group of small geysers near the camp.

“Whither away, fair maid?” asked a voice
at her side-—thevoice of theMan.

‘ ‘Exploring,”she replied, “as it is impossible
for me to rememberall the guide tells us, I am

studying in private.”
168
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‘ ‘I am out for thesame purpose,” he returned.
“Suppose we leave these small geysers until
our return, and go now to Biscuit Basin. The
regular party goes there after lunch, but we

shall not be withthem!”
“You mean?”
“That We lunch withthe Rajah at Old Faith-

ful Inn. Do you not remember?”
“Yes-——but—-—thePrincess was so gorgeously

clad, and—-I have no dressed»up clothes.”
“The princess is very sensible. She willnot

expect full dress.”
“Well, she will be sadly disappointed if she

does; but——look here, Man, do you know theway
to Biscuit Basin-3”‘

“Ridgley, the guide, told me it lay on the
west side of the river, about a milebelow River-
side Bridge.”

“That sounds easy.”

“He assured me that the spot is easily lo-
cated.”

“What is there to see?” she asked, as they
Walked along.

“Some curious green formations constitute
the biscuits, but the real attraction is Sapphire
Pool.”

“These pools are wonderful,” she replied.
“Then, too, we are in a mood for enjoyment be-
cause of our early rising. I dearly love my
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morning nap, but when for any reason, I elimi-
nate it, I feel so virtuous.”

“That is the voice of approving conscience,”
he answered.

“Tell me exactly what you mean by con-

science,” she said.
“It is thatinnervoice which always approves

or condemns our actions,” he replied.
“Conscience, then, is the real Ego, the

Spirit?” she said.
“Yes;’’ he answered, “to my mind neither re-

ligion nor philosophy has put it more clearly
than Shakespc-are——-—

‘To thy own self be true;
And it must follow, as thenight theday,
Thou cans ’t not then prove false to any

~ man.’ ”

“Yes,”she replied, “thatquotation contains
the very essence of the Golden Rule.”

“And the Golden Rule was old before the
birthof Jesus.”

“What do you mean?”
“That the Chinese philosopher, Confucius,

formulated the Golden Rule five hundred years
before the Nazarine began his teachings. Con»
fucius was a wonderful man, but I am not sure

he evolved the rule; he probably quoted it from
some older writer.”
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“It seems to me,” she replied, regarding him
earnestly, “thatyou are very learned.”

“Orientals absorb esoteric lore,” he replied.
“The whole atmosphere reeks with it. Even
you would become inoculated.”

“I? Why, I am simply crazy over such
things. The occult has always appealed to me. ’ ’

A smile of pleasure lit his face. “I remem~

her the indications I saw in your hand;” he
said, “but, would you really enjoy the study?”

“Above all things,” she replied, “but the
aunt with Whom I live disapproves highly of
such studies, and I have no friend with whom
I can Work. You know how hard it is to strug-
gle along alone—-how necessary it is to have
sympatheticcompanionship. ’ ’

“I know,” he answered. “I passed through
all that before I Went to India.”

“Speaking of India,” she said, “reminds me

of a man I once knew out there.’’

“A Hindoo?”he inquired politely.
“No,” she answered, “an American. He was

the cousin of a girl I knew. He went abroad
years ago, and has not seen her since she was

seven years old.”
“Yes?”he said, as she paused.
“And now,” she continued, “he is coming

home, expecting to marry the girl.”
“Indeed!” he exclaimed, “how romantic.”
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“Nothingof thekind;” she hastened to say,
“the Whole aflair is disgustingly destitute of
sentiment.”

‘ ‘How so?’ ’ he asked.
“It is entirely a question of money,” she an-

swered.
“You mean that theman has made a fortune,

and thegirl is willingto share it?” he asked.
“Nothingso delightful,” she replied. “Their

onlyuncle left an immense fortune to be divided
between them at their marriage.”

“How kind of him!” he answered with a
laugh. “Most young couples have to struggle
for themselves.”
“If either refuses to marry the other,” she

continued, “he or she forfeits his or her share,
the whole fortune going to the refused party.”

“Pretty hard lines,” he commented, “unless
the young people really love each other.”

“How can she love him?” asked the girl
scornfully. “A mean money-grabber--”

“Do not judge him too hastily,” he said.
“The man may be as adverse to marriage as

she is.”
“But thinkof the girl,” replied Miss Lewis.

“All her life reared in luxury, and new foreed
to make her bread.”

“Perhaps,” said Clarke, “she willaccept the
alternative.” -
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“Never!” she exclaimed.
“Is the man so obnoxious?”
“I do not know——-—I have not seen him since

I grew up, but I am sure she could never marry
him.”

“Perhaps he willgenerously refuse her hand,
that she may get the fortune.”

Merri shook her head. “I don’t believe in
his generosity;’’ she said witha sigh, ‘ ‘and even

if he proved so heroic she could not accept the
sacrifice.”

“Do you know the girl intimately?” asked
Clarke. ‘

“As myself,”came the answer.

“Then advise her to meet the man and talk
matters over before coming to a decision.”

“What good could come of such a meeting?”
she asked.

“Why, you see, the man may care for some

other lady, and so welcome release. Many of
those Hindoo girls are wonderfully alluring.
He may consider it a point of honor to meet
his cousin and explain—”

‘ ‘ Oh, if you are onlyright!” she cried. “Then
she might take the fortune and deed him half
of it.”

‘

“That would be a happy arrangement,” he
replied, “if there is no clause in the will that
prohibits it.’.’
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“I am not sure that there is,” she answered,

“but of course she would have her lawyer ar-

range everythingin legal form. How glad I am

I told you all about it»-you have lifted a load
from my mind.”

“You should not allow the troubles of your
friends to disturb you so powerfully,” he re-

marked.
“But this girl,” she began, “is——is--”
“I know,” he kindly finished, “she is like

your very self.”
They had crossed the river on the foot bridge,

and after a short Walk reached Biscuit Basin,
and stood beside Sapphire Pool, whose highly
decorated margin suggested thebasin’s name.

Hundreds of small,biscuit-shaped formations,
olive green in color, surround the spring. The

_Sappl1ire is known as a “breathing spring,”
and Will, in time, become a geyser.

The “biscuits,” formed by the constant ebb
and flow of its waters, are well worth attention.

“We should need strong teeth to masticate
them,” observed Merri.

“Not even Fletcherizingwould render them
digestible,” returned Mr. Clarke. “Just look at
that little geysermthe jet is not over twenty
feet, but the eruptions are so frequent.”

“Yes,”she replied, “I am timing them. The
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last was just three minutes ago--thereshe goes
again!”

A short distance to the West, they saw the
Black Pearl geyser, whose basin is thickly
studded withblackpearls, one-fourthof an inch
in size. Its formations surround the stump and
roots of a tree, completely incrusting themwith
these gems.

Upon the return trip they turned aside from
the main thoroughfare to visit Morning Glory
Spring, a silent pool of rare loveliness, which
theyhad seen the evening previous.

“How deep it is,” said Merri, looking into
the funnel-shaped crater, “and how exquisitely
colored.”

“The shape of its crater,” remarked Mr.
Clarke, “together with the beautiful trans-
parency of the waters, probably suggested its
name.”

“It is very probable, ’ ’ she assented. ‘ ‘I think
most of the names very appropriate.”

Nearing Riverside bridge, they were very
much surprised to see the camp out in full
force.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Mr. Clarke, “they
must expect Riverside to perform.”

“What luck!” cried Merri. “Let us hasten
to the scene of action.”

Both sides of the river were alive with peo-
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pie, while many stood upon the bridge. Ridg-
ley, the guide, flitted here and there, a large
following in his wake.

,

“I hope you won’t feel deserted,” remarked
Miss Lewis, “but I expect to leave you and at-
tach myself to the interesting Mr. Ridgley.”

“As you like,” he returned.
“Then you Won’t mind?”

.

“Why can I not join you? I, too, would
gathercrumbs of wisdom.”

“Then come;” she said, “but expect no fur-
ther attention from me. The geyser and Ridg-
ley will absorb my every thought.”

As they approached the scene of interest,
Ridgley stood upon themound, looking into the
crater.

“Is it safe up there?” asked Miss Lewis.
“Oh yes,” he replied, extending his hand to

assist her. “The Indicator,” he continued,
pointing to the tiny crater, “Willwarn us when
to leave. Besides, even should she begin play-
ing thismoment, we are absolutely safe, for the
spray shoots immediately across the river.”

“Does the flow come from both chimneys?”
she asked, standing at a respectful distance
from the two craters.

s “No,” he replied, “only from the lower one,
though most people fancy the reverse.”

“Riverside is very industrious” she re-
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marked, “to begin her work before breakfast.
How did you happen to discover her inten-
tions?”

“Riverside is one of our dependable geysers, ’ ’

he replied, “likeOld Faithful. She plays regu~
larly,every seven or eight hours. We note the
last eruption, so can calculate with certainty
when to expect another.’ ’

“Then you gather your crowd when you ex-

pect a performance,” she observed.
“Certainly,” he replied. “Sometimes we

hustle them out in thedead of night; sometimes
at earlydawn. You know, some of these people
will never come here again, so want to see all
that‘as coming to them.”
“Iunderstand,” she returned.

.

“And its up to us to give them all we can.”
he continued. ‘

The loud churning sound caused by the in-
ternal commotion going on within the geyser-
tnbe was deafening, and the steam from the
constantly overflowing lower crater would have
blinded them, but that a strong wind blew it
steadily from them. .

“How long is it safe to remain here?” asked
Merri, anxiously.

“About ten minutes,” replied Ridgley, con-

sulting his watch.
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“How can you tell with accuracy?” she
asked in wonder.

“The overflow begins thirty minutes before
she plays,” he explained.

“How interesting,” she exclaimed.
“Besides,” he continued, .“we have the Indi-

cator.” He pointed to a small opening near

the base of the crater.
“What does it do!” she asked.
“About ten minutes before an eruption,”

he replied, “thewater rises in the Indicator.”
“How odd!” she cried, looking with inter-

est at the Indicator.
“Look!” he called, “It is beginning.”
From the small opening a tiny geyser began

to play, reproducing on a small scale, the same

features of its mighty namesake.
“We must leave,” said Ridgley. “She is

coming up.”
Scarcely had they reached the bridge, when

witha terrific explosive sound, Riverside began
to play.

The water was thrown to the height of nine-
ty feet, forming an arch across the river, the
entire discharge falling into the stream.

Before theend of the steam period, the sound
of the breakfast bell caused a great rush for
camp.

Why are people so ready to leave a really
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thrillingscene-—nature’s grandest handiwork-—
at the mere reminder of food? With all our

boasted civilization are we still so near the

anémal plane.
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CHAPTERXIV

THE CATASTROPHE

Immediatelyafter breakfast theparty of fifty
people was driven a short distance from camp,
to the scene of the greatest geyser activity in
the Park. This particular section lies between
the tent-city and Old FaithfulInn, an attractive
wagon-road leading to the latter place.

At a given spot all passengers dismounted,
the coaches being driven to the hotel to await
their coming.

Ridgely, in holiday garb, wearing a pair of
gloves andcarrying a stout cane, a soft White
Veil protecting his face from the hungry mos-

- quitoes, was in his glory. In the masterlyman-

ner peculiar to himself, he conducted them
through that labyrinth of geysers and hot-
springs known as the Upper Basin, explaining
thepersonalitiesof each in such good pure Eng-
lish that all who "heard him were forced to
understand something of their Wonderful phe-
nomena.

He called special attention to the exquisite
coloring of the hot springs; he remarked upon
the size of the geyserite mounds, the indication

180

{>9 :E:/' U :;~./
L,‘



The Catastrophe 181'

of a geyser ’s age; he told the story of the Chi~
naman who used a hot-spring for laundry pur-
poses, hoth clothes and man disappearing mys-
teriously in the geyser he created; he explained
the disastrous effects of “soaping a geyser,”
and finally informed them that the Giantess
would play thatmorning.

“How do you know?” asked Merri.
“How does one know anything?”he replied.
“By experience,” she returned.
“Yes,” he agreed, “and one must have a

varied experience and a good memory to know
anythingabout geysers. Now, thereare certain
indications, I may say individualities, that be—
long to each geyser. Their little personalities
should be studied just as carefully as if they
were human beings.”

“How intensely interesting!’ ’ exclaimed Mer~
ri, While the crowd listened in wonder.

“Take the Giantess, for instance,” contin-
ued Ridgley, Warming to his subject, “she is
considered by many, the most remarkablegey-
ser in the Park. As you see,” he pointed out
the geyser with his stick, “her crater is bowl
shaped. It is sixty feet deep, twenty-four by
thirtyat the surface, and entirely devoid of the

‘ highlycolored ornamentationpossessed by most
of the others.”
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“Oh well,” said Merri, “one could hardly

expect a giantess to care for ornaments.”
“But I betmy hat,” remarkedRex, “thatshe

makes thingsmove.”
“Of course she does,” replied Mrs. Danvers,

“or she would not be the Giantess.”
“I thought,” observed Mrs. Chapman, “that

the name was given because of the immense
size.”

“Also her power,” replied Ridgley.
Merri gazed with admiration, not unmixed

withawe, into the deep, wide crater.
“How beautifullyclear the Water is,” she

said, “like a great pool of sapphire. I cannot

imagine these exquisite waters in the mad fury
of eruption.”

“You will change your opinion when you
see her play,” replied Ridgley.

“And that will be-—~” '

“In the course of the morning,” he replied.
“Right over there,” he continued, “is the Bee
Hive. There is supposed to be a subterranean
connection between her and the Giantess. The
Hive possesses one trait peculiar to itself—”

“What is it?” asked Rex.
“It is the only geyser near which one can

stand during an eruption.” -

“How is that possible?” asked Merri.
“The water’ ejected is so tremendouslyhot,”
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explained Ridgley, “that it evaporates in the
air.”

“How high is it sent?” asked the Doctor.
“It Varies,” replied Ridgley. “Sometimes it

reaches but one hundred and seventy feet; then
again it will shoot up to two hundred and twen-
tyf:
“Ido not doubt your assertion, Mr. Ridgley,”

remarkedMerri, “but I shall keep at a safe dis-
tance when she begins.”

“Don’t want any Bee buzzing around you,”
laughed Rex, “much less a whole Hive.”

“How often does she play?” asked Mr.
Clarke.

“Usually three times during the course of
the day;” replied Ridgley. “but at times she
has periods of great activity,only three hours
apart. Then, again she will remain silent for
weeks.” i

“Well,” said Merri, “I hope she won’t be
sulky and refuse to play for us.”
“I can safely promise you a display some-

time today,” replied Ridgley. “She generally
follows the Griantess.”

“Look!” cried Rex, “Who, or What is that
playing?”

“That,” explained the guide, “Is the Lion;
he plays daily. The group beside him are the
Lioness and the Cubs.”
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“The whole Damn family,” sang. Rex, at
which the crowd laughed.

“As with some human families,” remarked
Ridgley,“thereseems little in common between
the heads of the household.”

“Surely,”said Merri, “geysers do not quar-
rel.”

“ They do Worse,’ ’ declared Rex, “theygrowl
and spit at each other.” 4

A

“They never quite come to blows,” said
Ridgley, laughing, “but while the Lioness and
the Cubs frequently play together, the Lion
never joins them.”

“Selfish brute,” exclaimed Merri, “just like
some men I know.”

“Oh come now,” said Rex, “do not abuse us

so vehemently. I have been told thatmen eon-

stitute a very necessary adjunct to female hap-
piness.’,’

“Poor child,” returned Miss Lewis, pity-
ingly, “do you believe all you hear?”

“Afterall,” remarked the Vegetarian, “men
are but brutes, slightly veneered by civiliza~
tion.”

“And in some cases,” observed Merri, “the
veneer is wondrously thin.”

“Now I protest,” said Mr. Clarke. “Man is
the noblest work of God—-—-a Divine manifesta-
tion of Love and Power.”
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“Observe,” remarked Mrs. Danvers, “that
the fatherof the familyrooms alone. No doubt
he wished to get away from the noise of the
Cubs.”

They looked more closely, after this remark,
and saw thattheLioness and the Cubs occupy a

conspicuous mound of geyserite, to the West of
the Lion, he being separated from them by a

slight depression.
“How very funny!” laughed Merri.
Leaving theLions, theyfollowed thepathway

leading through a point of timber near the
river and were soon confronted by a number of
active springs and small geysers.

Of these, themost important is the Saw Mill.
It has a shallow basin of about forty feet, enclos-
ing a smallerone. From thecenter of thisrises
the funnelshaped cone, some seven feet across

the top, but sloping to a small opening.
L

As though indignant at their approach, the
geyser began to perform.

“That noise is very like the racket of a saW«

mill,” observed Rex, as the spiteful little gey-
ser redoubled its efforts.’

“She seems to grow more vigorous each mo-

ment,” said the Doctor.
“She will keep that up for an hour,” stated

Ridgley, “rest a While, and go at it again.”
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“How often does she play?” asked Mrs.

Chapman.
“Several times during the day,” he replied,

as they moved on.

Some five hundred feet north—West of the
Castle, is situated the Grand, with its irregular
jut shaped crater.

“This crater” explained Ridgley,“is merely
a water-basin or reservoir. It is probably con-

nected with the Turban, over there,” pointing
to a near-by geyser, “but is quite separate and
distinct from the Grand.”

“Indeed?” asked Merri, in astonishment,
“has the Grand no threat?”

“Oh yes,” replied Ridgley,“thiscushion—like
mass of geyserite,” pointing a few feet to the
south, “contains theopening through which the
Grand plays. Her eruptions are very fine, as

you shall see-”
Aloud outburst from the Grand cut short his

remarks. Twelve distinct eruptions followed,
lasting forty minutes. At each discharge,
forked columns of water were thrown to the
height of two hundred feet. The length of the
display enables people scattered all over the
Upper Basin to arrive in time to witness at
least a part of this truly magnificent exhibition.

“How exquisite!” exclaimed Merri, as the
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sun, shining through the lofty jet, produced a

dainty rainbow efiect.
“Very nice,” said the Groom, just behind

her, “very nice, indeed,” he added, compla-
cently.

Miss Lewis turned and regarded him sorrow-

fully; then, catching a smile from Mr. Clarke,
remained silent. At that moment the Turban
began to play, afiording them the inspiring
sight of two mighty demonstrations of .geyser-
power.
“I thinkwe are getting our money’s worth,”

observed the Groom, “this beats anything I
expected?’

A

“As you see,” explained Ridgley, “the Tur-
ban does not play from its main crater, but from
a fissure-like opening immediately to the north
of it.”

The crater becamemuch agitated, its seething
mass of steaming Waters occasionallyover-floww
ing into thecrater of theGrand, just below it.

“It is certainly a Grand display,” remarked
Rex, as they continued their Walk.

Many of the prominent geysers and hot-
springs lie in close proximity to the river. Truly
the Indians were justified in calling this stream
the Firehole. The steam and bubbles arising
constantly from some part of its surface speak
plainlyof volcanic disturbance.
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About a mile from the hotel, and quite near

the river, stands the Giant. Although a little
oi? the main road, he is very conspicuous. Its
ten foot cone stands upon a platform of deposit
about seventy-five feet in diameter. The cone

is broken from the apex nearly to the base,
afiording a good View of the interior of the era-

ter which is in a constant state of agitation.
As the Giant deigns to play but once a week,

many tourists enter the Park and leave it
withoutwitnessing thiswonderful performance.
Those who have been so fortunate as to see

him in action never forget the splendor of the
display,nor the feeling thatenfolds them. Deep
rumbling sounds like underground thunder fill
the air, then a mighty stream is projected up-
ward, two hundred and fifty feet.
“I do so wish he would play for us,” said

Merri, “but I suppose we cannot expect to see

them all.”
“He may relent,” said Rex, “and show his

manners before we leave. Much can happen in
a day.”

“Here,” continued Ridgley, “is the Punch
Bowl. As you see, it is on a. mound of geyserite
deposit some five feet above the general level
and is ten feet in diameter.”

“Just see the glittering rim that surrounds
it!” cried Merri.
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“Yes” returned Ridgley, touching the bril-
liantly colored formation with his cane,” the
rim is eighteen inches high.”
“It is indeed beautiful,” murmured Mrs.

Chapman, looking deep into the Bowl.
They walked to the east side of the mound,

to examine the small cave-like opening.
“How lovely!” cried Merri. “It appears to

be lined with the finest quality of satin.”
“It is the most exquisite thing of its kind I

ever saw,” said the Doctor, whose extensive
travels made him an authorityupon most sub-
jects. '

“And now,” remarkedRidgley,a little later,
“we come to the Black Sand Spring, and Spec-
imen Lake, two of the greatest attractions in
the Upper Basin. Observe the delicate rim
surrounded by that odd, toadstool formation,
and note how the basin slopes to the center
opening.” L

“The waters are exquisitely tinted,” said
Merri, looking down the deep funnel-shaped
opening.

“The funnel,” said Ridgley, “is about for-
ty feet in diameter, while the entire space cov-

ered by the spring is fifty-five by sixty feet.
Beyond the rim is a border of black obsidian
gravel, sloping twenty-five feet.”

“Tellus about thischannel,” said Merri, indi-
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eating the stream which flows from the west
side of the spring. ’

“Observe the wonderful coloring,” replied
Ridgley. “Did you ever see such a variety of
shades“! Notice thosedainty tints, and observe
how beautifully they blend into those richer
hues of brown, gold and green.”

“Why” asked Rex, “are there so many dead
trees in this vicinity?”
“It is owing to the absorption of silica;”an-

swered the Doctor, “those trunks seemed to be
petrified.”

.

“You are correet;” replied Ridgley,“no veg-
etable life can exist near this basin; but to my
mind those dry, lifeless trunks add a peculiar
charm to the spot.”

“The charm of a graveyard,” granted the
’ Groom. “I’d much rather see green stuff grow-
ing.”

Crossing 8. foot-bridge over Iron Creek, they
arrived at Sunlight Basin, which comprises sev-

eral large silentpools whose coloringsare unsur-

passed by anythingseen in the Park.
The most fascinatingof these is Emerald Pool

Whose exquisite beautyhauntsthebeholderlong
after he has left this wonder—land of geysers
and hot-springs.

Returning, they passed some ancient geyser
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cones, and visited those dainty springs known
as theThree Sisters.

They stopped at the wonderful spring that
will swallow any small garment, and return it
in a few minutes Well laundered.

“Let the geyser-fairies Wash my handker-
chief,” said Merri, as she dropped it into the
pool. Ridgley held it in place withhis cane. In
a moment it disappeared, ‘sucked down to-——~Who
knows where?

“That’s the last you’ll see of it,” predicted
the Groom.

.

“Oh I have more confidence in the fairies,”
answered Merri, “not to mention my abiding
faith in Mr. Ridgley.”

Ridgley bowed his thanks. At that moment,
the dainty scrap of embroidery called a hand-
kerchief, fioated to the surface. Ridgley,after
cooling it a moment, wrung it out and returned
it to Merri.
“I regret,” he said, “that it is not ironed.

We have a rnangling spring in the Park, but it
never Works on Sunday.”

His gravity deceived many. “How wonder-
ful!” exclaimed Mrs. Chapman.

“Why mother,” said Rex, “don’t you know
he is stuffing us?”
“If you are not satisfied with the laundry

Work,” continued Ridgley, “this spring will
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wash any garment twice, but it positively re-

fuses to accept the same article three times.”
Many tests were made to verify the state-

ment; there Was a fascination in watching an
article disappear, quite soiled, and see it, short-
ly after, return to the surface beautifullyclean.

“And now,” said Ridgley, as they neared a

deep boilingspring, unprotected by any rim-like
formation, “you must be very careful or you
may chance to slip, and then--”

At that moment the Giantess elected to per-
form. Shocks similar to those of an earth-
quake could be distinctly felt throughout the
basin, accompanied by a loud roaring sound.
The entire contents of the crater were instantly
forced out, flooding the surrounding region.
Then as though relieved from some immense
pressure, the Giantess began to eject great col-
umns of water and steam, throwing them one

hundred feet in air.
Merri, who had loitered behind the party,

started toward the spring when Ridgley began
to speak. Bewildered by the rumbling, and
blinded by the immense volumes of steam, she
missed her footing and fell headlong into the
boiling spring.

“My God!” cried Rex, in helpless horror.
The Women wrung their hands in agonized

terror, while the men stood helpless.
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“Ridgley!” called the Doctor, “For the love
of heaven do something! Do not let her die in
thatHell.” ~

The ever ready Ridgley had already begun
action. He ran to the edge of the pool, and
leaning over reached out his cane to her.

“Grasp my stick!” he called, cheerfully.
“Courage!” cried Mr. Clarke, “We shall soon

have you out.”
.

Without ceremony, he seized the heavy cane

from the hand of the almost paralyzed bride-
groom, and with a dexterous twist fastened it
in her skirt, and assisted in drawing her to
land.

By some miracle, thegirl had been saved from
sinking, her head and face being still above
water. She retained sufficient presence of mind
to grasp the cane, and cling to it firmly,until,
more dead than alive, she was drawn from
the pool. Then, overpowered by physical suf-
fering, she swooned.

I
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CHAPTER XV

MAID AND MYSTIC

In a luxurious chamber in Old Faithful Inn
lay the unconscious body of MeriwetherLewis.
Her spirit—who could tell where it floated, or

if the fragile cord connecting it with the body
had been severed? The two doctors Danvers
and Mrs. Chapman hung anxiously over her.
“I see no help for the poor girl,” said the

Doctor, “even should she recover from this
protracted swoon. If near a drug store, we

might do something, but under present condi-
tions we are absolutely powerless.”

“And,” said Mrs. Chapman, with a sigh,
“we do not even know where to write her peo-
ple, when the worst comes.”

“Can we do nothing?” cried Mrs. Dr. Dan-
vers, “It seems so heartless to let her die with-
out one elfort to save her.”

“Well, my dear,” replied her husband,
“what can we do?”.

“Nothing,”she admitted unwillingly. “We
might try to reuse her from this swoon.”

“To what end?” returned the Doctor. “It is
more merciful to let her go thus, than to bring

194
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her back to a realizationof her sulferings. Her
lower limbs and much of her body are actually
par-boiled. God only knows what saved her
hands and face.”

“Her pulse grows weaker,” announced Mrs.
Doctor. “It is a mere flicker.”

“Poor young thing!” sighed Mrs. Chapman,
“and only an hour ago she was so full of the
mere joy of living.”

“She possessed a charming personality,”
said theDoctor, “and was really a deep thinker,
beneathher mask of frivolity.”

The door opened to admit Mr. Clarkeand the
Mystic.

“Oh Mr. Clarke,” cried Mrs. Chapman,” is
it not terrible? She is so young to die!”

“Die?” he replied. “She is not going to
die.”

“But man alive!” exclaimed the Doctor,
“how can she possibly recover‘? Away from
civilizationas we are, what can one do?”

“With the best appliances,” said Mrs. Dan-p
vers, “I doubt the possibilityof relieving her.
We might ease her lifeout with morphine, but
nature has sent thismerciful swoon instead.”

“We at least have the comfort of knowing
that she is not conscious of pain,” said Mrs.
Chapman.

“As you admit your power to do nothing,”

{Fit :3:/iv ~;l :;~./
L,‘



V

196 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic

remarked Mr. Clarke, “my friend the Yogi,
Ramakaturi will aid us.”

With looks of mingled scorn and incredulity
the two physicians left the bedside, but re—

mained in the apartment. The Guru took the
lifeless white hands and held them firmly, look-
ing steadily into the beautifulface. ‘

“What is her name'£” he asked.
“MeriwetherLewis,” replied Clarke.
Stillholdingher hands, his eyes fixed steadily

upon her face, the Mystic remained a few mo-

ments in silent, rhythmicalbreathing.
“Meriwether Lewis! Meriwether Lewis!

Meriwether Lewis!” he called, in a firm, low
tone. “MeriwetherLewis! MeriwetherLewis!
MeriwetherLewis! return——I command.”

The deep, vibrant voice of the Yogi reached
the spirit of the maid as it'floated in the Un~
seen. With a flutter of white lids the beautiful
dark eyes opened, and gazed trustingly into the
glowing orbs so near her own. Her breathing
became more regular; a faint color returned to
her cheeks and lips; slowly but surely the life
forces resumed their sway.

“Listen to me, my child.”
The Guru spoke tenderly, and the maid lis-

tened closely, a look of adoration upon her
face.
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“You have had an accident-——-a terrible fall
into boiling Water.”

.

A spasm of pain contracted her face.
‘ ‘I know thatyou suffer,” continued the Mys~

tic, “but the pain will leave you. It is going
now. You shall, in a moment, fall asleep. When
you wake, all pain, all soreness, all discomfort,
shall have left you. The blood will circulate
freely throughout the body, and you shall feel
strong and well and vigorous. Now sleep.”

The white lids closed. The maid breathed
slowlyand regularly,giving every indicationof
healthful slumber.

“She will sleep three hours,” said the Yogi.
“Fear nothing, all is well with the maid.”

Before they realized it he was gone.
“Well!” exclaimed the Doctor, looking from

one to the other.
“Wonderful!” responded his wife. “I could

not have believed it, had I not seen him do it.”
“He reminded me of theblessed Christ, heal-

ing the sick,” said Mrs. Chapman. “VVhere
did you meet him, Mr. Clarke, and how came

you to rememberhis wonderful power?”
“I knew him in India,” replied the young

man, “where I have seen him relieve much suf-
fering. He is a very holy man.”

“You have perfect confidence in her recov~

ery?” asked the Doctor.
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“Absolute,” returned Mr. Clarke. “Rama-
katuri is master of all natural forces, because
he understands the law which governs them.”

“Then you thinkthe dear girl will be spared
to us?” asked Mrs. Chapman.
“I KNOW she Will,” he replied with inspiring

conviction.
“That being the case,” returned the practi-

cal matron, “I will take her clothing to the
laundry and have it pressed. They can surely
get it ready in three hours.”
“I thank you very much,” said Mr. Clarke.

“I deeply appreciate your kindness to my cou-

sin.”
. .

“Your cousin!” exclaimed the lady. “Why
I thought that——’’
“Ihave been abroad so long thatshe does not

rememberme,” explained Mr. Clarke. “I came

here on purpose to meet her—to become really
- acquainted with her before she realized our re-

lationship.’ ’
“How romantic!”exclaimed the lady.
“Does she suspect nothing?” asked Mrs.

Danvers.
“I thinknot,” he answered, “and beg that

you will not enlighten her.”
“You may trust me,” replied that lady, “I

never tell tales.”
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“Come, Mrs. Danvers, said Mrs. Chapman,
“Iknow poor Rex is anxious for news.”

“Such glorious news We shall carry!” cried
Mrs. Danvers. “Randolph,” she continued,
turning to her husband, “that man has hum-
bled my pride to the dust. I thought I stood at
the head of my profession, yet how powerless
I was to help that gir .”

“Well, my dear,” said the Doctor, “we will
hunt up this Hindoo and study his method of
hypnotism.”

“It was more than hypnotism,” she an—

swered. “It was power which comes from
understanding. Yes, we will call upon this
gentleman after dinner and talk to him———”
“I doubt his receiving you,” remarked

Clarke. “He is the uncle and religious in-
structor of the Rajah. He mingles little with
the public.”

“You are fortunate to know him so well.”
observed the lady.

“He is my friend and Master,” replied
Clarke, reverently. “I owe him my life, my
health, my faith in God and man.” '

“What do you mean?” asked the Doctor.
“It is a long story,” replied Mr. Clarke,

“much too long to relate now. Suffice it to say
I owe him all thatmakes life worth living. He
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has taught me how to get the best from life,
and how_ to meet death unflinchingly.”

“Tell me more,” begged Mrs. Danvers, as .

having left the chamber, they walked upon the
broad verandah.

“What is the use?” he asked. “I could fill
a volume with his wonderful exploits.”

“Will you who know him, gain us an audi-
ence?” she pleaded. “I am determined to
know more of his great power, and if possible
to emulate it. Think what untold good We

might accomplish.”
“True,” assented the Doctor, “we have a

wide field of labor and could use this-—-ah-
foree———to great advantage.”
“I Will, if possible, arrange an interview,”

replied Mr. Clarke.
“Thanks,” returned the Doctor lady, “we

shall be here this afternoon to enquire after
your cousin, and incidentally to Watch Old
Faithfulplay.”
“I will report to you then,” returned the

young man, as he assisted the ladies into their
carriage.

“How is she?” asked Rex, with breathless
eagerness.

“Oh, she is all right,” replied his mother.
“Is that so?” he inquired incredulously, “I

feared she was dead.”
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“You remember that queer old Hindoo who
saved us from the robber?”

“Yes,but what has he to do with-—”
“Well, my dear,” continued his mother, as

theydrove off, “he came in when we despaired
of her life, and performed a miracle. Literally
raised the dead.”

She spoke with great solemnity. Rex was

deeply impressed. ‘

“Oh,” he exclaimed, with a low, astonished
whistle.

“And,’ ’ continued his mother, ‘ ‘he announced
positively that she would be perfectly Well, ab-
solutely uninjured, in the small space of three
hours.”

“J-e-e-e-whillikins!” exclaimed the boy.
“Do you believe it?”
“I believe every Word he uttered,” replied

his mother. “He is more God than man.”
Tenderlyguarded by the Hindoo maid, Miss

Lewis slept peacefully, all unconscious of the
excitement she was creating.

“She is the lady Whom I met at the geyser,”
said the Princess, as she gazed in tender pity
upon the sleeping girl.

“She talked to me like a friend—a sister-
not as to some strange wild animal to be ko-
daked. I am glad to have her here-——glad our

sainted Gum could cure her. Beautiful one!
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I would she were my sister! My maid shall sit
with her While we lunch, and when she Wakes
shall dress her in my richest robes.”

“You are more thankind,” replied Clarke.
“Kindl” she exclaimed. “Ah, my friend,

you know the pleasure it gives my heart. To
do anythingfor you is a joy. What do I not owe

to you?”
“Nonsense!”he replied, ‘ ‘it was but a trifle.’ ’

“To you, a brave man, perhaps; but to the
helpless Woman you so nobly saved-—-”

‘‘Then you will send the maid?” he inter-
rupted.

“At once,” she replied, and hastened to ful«
filher promise.

,

Truly,“sleep dothgatherup the raveled edge
of time,” and renew the life forces.

Despite the fact that barely one hour before,
she had been drawn from a seethingealdron-—a
very hell of physical pain, Meriwether Lewis
slumbered peacefully, a sweet smile upon her
red lips, 21 dainty flush upon her cheeks. Her
hair had become loosened, and lay in golden
masses across the snowy pillow. The long dark
lashes curling up from white lids were the ex-

act shade of the finely penciled brows above.
Lying thus, in unconscious grace, she might
easily be mistaken for the fabled Sleeping
Beauty.
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Silently the Hindoo woman watched the
sleeping girl, her mind filled with wonder the
while.

«

“Why,”she thought, “does my mistress, the
Princess, deign to care for thisAmerican-this
mere foreigner? She is but a passing acquain-
tance of the hour. But stay! perhaps, in some

other life thisgirl befriendedmy beautifulmis-
tress. If so, the great Law of Karma demands
this kindness from the Princess.”

Miss Lewis moved in her sleep and threw one

round white arm over her head.
“The foreign girl is very fair,” mused the

maid, regarding her critically, “though not so

beautifulas my mistress. Who knows but that
in another incarnation, they were sisters——at
least dear friends? The Blessed Buddha would
not have so touched the heart of my adored

.
‘Princess had there been no cause. The Holy
One teaches us that all flesh is one-—that all‘
people, all races, all colors are children of the
one Father. This may be so, but for me-«I can

never forget my caste, nor those above me. It
may be permitted to an exalted spirit, like the
Holy One, to look into the souls of all, and see

the Real Self, of which he talks.so much; but as

for the rest of us—we are still on the Wheel of
Time where few can see clearly or discern the
True from the False.”
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She drew down the covering and examined

the lower limbs of the sleeper.
“Yes,” she continued, “they have been

scalded terribly, one can see that at a glance;
but the blood is circulating freely over the
beautiful young body, and Without doubt the
girl will be restored. I have wonderful powers
of rubbing; I, the humble Hindoo maid, can

also remove pain, like the Great Gum. Shall I
rub this girl ’s limbs and take away any rem-

nant of soreness that may be left? No, I will
not touch the foreign lady-—she is nothing to
me. Besides, did not the Holy One say that
she would be completely restored? Who would
dare to question thismighty oracle? Surely not
the poor serving-woman to the Princess!”

Time passed and themaiden slept. The color
in lips and cheeks deepened; a smile of perfect
peace illuminedher face.

The Rajah and his wife, Mr. Clarke and the
Mystic, dined in a private apartment, being
served by their Hindoo attendant in his native
dress. The English woman Who acted as com-

panion to the Princess, lunched in the public
diningnhall.

The spiritual insight of the Guru lifted him
above all consideration of caste, while the lib-
eral education of the Rajah (he was an Oxford
man), and the broad training the young Prin-
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cess had received from her English governess,
robbed them of their native ideas concerning
their exalted station.

They had met the young American under pe-
culiar circumstances, and loved him like a

brother. Nothing pleased them more than to
lead him with marks of favor.

The meal over, Mr. Clarke excused himself,
and returned to look upon the sleeping maid.

“How lovely she is,” he thought, gazing ten-
derly upon her expressive face. “How sweet it
is to have her here, pulsating with life and
health. Thank God we were able to save her
from that steaming hell.”

He had not realized till the accident that so

nearly caused her death, how dear she had be-
come to him. They had been so intimately as—

sociated since theymet, three days ago, that he
seemed to have known her always. They were

so congenial in their tastes, and her mind was

so bright and active, that she could follow any
line of thought. He knew that her soul was

pure and beautiful, that her spirit was lofty
and aspiring. When they were married——-of
course theywould marry—-theywould lead such
an ideal life--3. life full of study and experi-
ment. Her spirit Was as fearless, as aspiring
as his own, and together they would tread the
Pathof Attainment.
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He looked at his watch. The three hours

were about over, and she would soon wake.
Should he emulate the example of Prince
Charming and wake the Sleeping Beauty with
a kiss? Her lips were very tempting-surely
one little kiss—-but no, she was in his power.
He could take no advantage of the confidence
she had reposed in him.

The Hindoo servant regarded him silently,
wondering secretly What connection the Sahib
so belovedby her mistress could have with this
unknown girl. '

Kneeling beside the bed, and lightly touch-
ing one dimple-d hand that rested upon the
coverlid, the young man murmured, “Come
back, Beloved; come back to mel”

Slowly the white lids opened, and brown
eyes looked into grey.

“Is it you?” she said, wonderingly, “Oh,
Man, I have had such a horrible dream.”

“Yes-—-yes,” he assented, “but you are all
right now?”

“Of course,” she replied. “Why shouldn’t
I be? Run along—-—I’ll join you presently.”

“But, dear,” he began, “you do not under-
stand—”
“I certainly do not understand,” she inter-

rupted, “Why you should be in my hedroom—-’ ’

She looked around in bewilderment.
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The luxurious chamber was very difierent
from her tiny apartment in the tent city, and
the dusky maid in Hindoo garb certainly was a

stranger to the WylieWay.
“I have no idea how I got here,” she said,

.

“unless the good fairies brought me; but I
know that it is quite unconventional to receive
in bed-—soI beg thatyou withdraw-inshort— -

skidool” <

He skid.
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THE MAID RECEIVES

At three o’clock that afternoon Miss Lewis,
clothed in her own well pressed garments, ap-
peared upon the hotel Verandah.

The crowd below cheered lustily. She replied
with a bow, and a gesture of appreciation.

“A speech! A speech!” came from the
crowd.
“I am very glad to see you all,” replied the

girl, “and thank you greatly for your inter-
est.”

Another cheer as she finished. Throughout
the hotel, and the many camps in the vicinity,
news of the terrible disaster, the timely rescue

and the promised recovery of this girl had
‘awakened the most lively interest. If the girl
really recovered full use of her body in the
time specified, the Yogi had undoubtedly per-
formed a miracle.

But no one knew this Oriental juggler. He
might prove a fake. If he really possessed the
power he claimed, he would be a God. At any
rate, they would go to the hotel-—-the grounds
were attractive-——and Old Faithful could

208

{>9 aéa/i ~;l :;~./
L,‘



en masse.

The Maid Receives 209

always be relied upon to furnish entertainment.
The Wylie camp turned out en. masse. Did

not the star actress in this Wonderful drama
belong to them? Had she not endeared herself
to them all by her Winsome personality? And,
too, there was Ridgley-their own Ridg1ey——-
had he not assisted in saving her from a horri-
ble death? Baby Lou, who had driven her
throughout one long, full day of sightseeing,
was there, with his best girl, the fragile young
lady who served Miss Lewis at table; thepretty
matronof thecamp was there, togetherwithall
her help, both male and female. That Ridgley
was there goes without saying. His attire was

even more spotless than usual and he had
donned a new red tie in honor of the occasion.

The Vegetarian had done himself proud by
appearing in spotless White duck, blissfully un—

conscious that it accentuated his sallow com-

plexion and rendered more striking his sharp,
angular features and ungainly figure.

Merri had scarcely finished her greeting to
the crowd when Mrs. Chapman and Rex joined
her.

“Dear old chum!” cried the boy efiusively,
“I am so thankfulto have you back.”

“He speaks for us all,” said his mother.
“My heart is too full for utterance.”

“Mine is not,” said Mrs. Danvers, as she
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gave a firm hand-clasp. “I am burning with
questions I want to ask.”

“You will have much talking to‘ do, young
woman,” said the Doctor, as he grasped her
hand; “but I think you are equal to the oc«

casion.”
With professional instinct, his fingers sought

her pulse. “Strong and regular,” he reported,
“perfectly normal.”

The bride. and groom came forward with
warm congratulations.

“By George!” exclaimed the old man, “you
certainly gave us 8. fright. What the devil did
you mean by—”

“Do not become so excited, dear,” said the
bride, “you know the doctor said—” ”

“Damn the doctor!” profanely retorted her
lord, “I’ll say what I damn please. Now, I
say it was a piece of goldarn foolishness for her
to scald her own skin, not to mention scaring
us well nigh to death; and I maintain--”
“I certainly agree with you,” interrupted

Miss Lewis, sweetly, “and I promise never to
do it again.”
“I should hope not,” said the Vegetarian, as

he shook her hand.
“In future you had better take my advice—-”
“Andnot fool withthe forces of nature,” she
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quoted. “Especially when nature means a hot-
spring,” she added grimly.

Mingling freely with the crowd, explaining,
listening, assisting, Miss Lewis could plainly
distinguish the tall form of Ridgley, the guide.

“Why does he not speak to me?” she asked.
“He never butts in,” exclaimed Rex; “Ridg-

ley is a perfect gentleman, a man of sensitive
feelings. He would never thinkof speaking to
you here among all these people.”

_

.“Why?” she asked.
“You might snub him, or they might fancy

that he presumed.”
“O—h—h-h!” drawled Miss Lewis.
“The Wyliesdote on him. The company val-

ues him immensely,but you know, some of these
hotel people are awful snobs.”

“Yes?” she said.
“To them” continued the boy, “the guide

is no more than a servantm-a mere adjunct of
the Par .”
“I see,” she replied.
“And Ridgley is too proud to give them a.

chance to see him slighted,” continued Rex.
“He would deprive himself of any pleasure
rather than place you in an awkward posi~
tion.”

Miss Lewis walked to the steps. “Mr. Ridg-
_
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ley!” she called, in a clear, vibrant tone——a
tone all could hear.

Ridgley sprang forward.
“I Want to shake hands with you,” she said

sweetly,as she placed her tiny hand withinhis
Well-shaped brown one. “Words cannot ex-

press my appreciation of your timely rescue,”
she continued. “But for your fertile brain and
speedy actionI would not be here now to thank
you.”

_

“You owe me no thanks,” replied Ridgley,
beaming with pleasure. “The other fellow de-
serves as much credit as I; besides, ’twas he
who found and brought the Mystic. We but
dragged your body from thepool; he drew your
soul back to earth.”

“But,” she insisted, “the Holy One could
have done nothinghad you left me in the pool.
The soul must have a dwelling, you know.”

“Tell me,” he asked earnestly, “are you
really well; as Well as before?”

“Yes,” she said, “even better. My mind
seems more calm, more philosophic.”

“And,” he questioned, “do you remember
the horror of falling or the pain of the scald-
ing water?”

“N0,” she returned, “I remember only the
first terror of realizing what it meant, and the
pressing necessity of keeping my head above
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Water. I remember clearly the noble rescue,
the excruciating agony when drawn from the
pool-then comes oblivion.”

“You do not know where you went—the real
you, I mean-—or what you saw?” he asked.
“I remembernothingtill the Gene called me,

and—why, how could he know my name?” she
asked in wonder.

“Your cousin, no doubt-—--ah, here he comes.”
With a gracefulbow Ridgley withdrew,amid

cries of “Three cheers for Ridgley, the Prince
of Guides!”

“You are perfectly well,” asserted Mr.
Clarke, as he held her hand.

“Perfectly,” she agreed happily. “I never

felt better in my life. I have no feeling of sore-

ness, no discomfort whatever. Even the first
horror of falling, and the agony of realizing
my peril has left me. ‘I shall always remember
it, but only as an experience————the most wonder~
fill of my life.”
“I hope to heaven you ’ll never have another

such experience!” he exclaimed earnestly.
“Tell me just what happened after I

fainted,” she said. “It seems so strange to
know nothing of what happens to one ’s self.”

“Ridgley ran here,” explained Mr. Clarke,
“and had the room in ‘readiness, while——”
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“The IncomparableRidgleyl”she exclaimed,

“how I admire thatman.”
“So do I,” replied her cousin, heartily. “I

never knew a finer man. ’ ’

“And how did I get here?” she asked. “On a

1itter—like a corpse?”
“No,” he replied, “I brought you in my

arms.”
“What?” she asked in surprise, “all that

distance‘? I can neyer repay you for all you
have done in my behalf.”
“I am already repaid,” he replied. “Your

recovery is all I could ask.”
“When we leave the Park,” she continued,

“we shall probably never meet again, but I
shall hold you in grateful remembrance all my
life.”

“Do you mean that?”he asked.
“Mean what?’ ’ she answered. ‘ ‘Do you doubt

my gratitude?’’
“I am not thinking of gratitude,” he an-

swered, “but of our next meeting.”
“That is not probable,” she replied.
Mr. Clarke looked steadily into her eyes.
“Do you not know that is untrue?” he asked

quietly.
“How can I know anything?” she retorted.

“Your own theory is that one knows nothing
he has not experienced.”
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She laughed at having turned his words
against him.

_

“I shall see to it that you receive the proper
amount of experience,” was the undaunted re-

ply-
“Why should you?” she asked, almost sadly.

“We are but ‘as ships thatpass in thenight.’ ”
“Do you propose, upon leaving the Park,”

he asked, “to blot this entire Week from your
memory?”
“I must always remember the geysers——-and

hot-springs,” she replied, “and the other
mighty wonders.”

“And the people?” he questioned. “Shall
you forget us entirely?”

“Never!” she exclaimed passionately. “The
sweet intimacy of the ideal life We have led is
indelibly stamped upon my memory. I could
no more blot it out than I could prevent the

v eruption of a geyser.”
“You are right,” he said, “one cannot soon

forget the Park,or the free, unconventional life
we have led.”

“Oh,” she cried warmly,“I love it! I love
everything, everybody connected with the trip
——-I love the cute little chipmunks, the great
awkward bears and the gentle deer. I love the
lofty mountains, the dainty waterfalls, the for»
est growth—” '
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“And do you love the geysers and hot»

springs?” he asked.
“They fascinate me,”_ she replied, “but the

feeling is more one of awe and wonder.”
“You should not be a monopolist,” said Mrs.

Danvers, playfully, shaking her finger at
Clarke. “Rex is growing quite jealous, and the
Vegetarian is actually green with envy. Just
look at him.”

At a short distance from them stood Mr.
Lamb, regarding the bright animated face. of
thegirl very earnestly. His pale blue eyes were

fixed hungrily upon her. He was too deeply
absorbed in his own thoughts to observe that
he was attracting attention and remark.

“If you are not careful,” continued Mrs.
Danvers, “he will seek to transform you into a

Lamb.”
“Do not malign the poor man,” returned

Merri, “he is merely studying me as a social
problem. Then, too, I remind him of his lost
Ethel.”

“Poor child!” exclaimed the lady. “Has it
gone so far‘? That, my dear, is an unfailing
sign. Whenever a widower discovers in you a

great resemblance to his lost darling, look out
for proposals.”

“Nonsense!” cried Merri, laughing, “he is
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too much absorbed in the big things of life to
Waste his thoughts upon frivolous subjects.”

“Frivolous,” said Mrs. Danvers, ‘ ‘do you call
love and marriage frivolous? Poor child! how
little you know.”
“I admit,” replied Merri, “that I do not

know much; but, What do you know--really
know?”

Mrs. Doctor rose gallantly to the occasion.
“I know,” she said, “that love is the only

thing that makes life worth living-—-and that
none can afiord to scoff at the sacred flame.”
“I quite agree 'With you,” remarked Mr.

Clarke. “When the world accepts the gospel
of love, another golden age will begin.”

“Here we are, drifting into philosophy,”said
Mrs. Danvers, “Which reminds me of that re-

markable friend of yours. When will he re-

ceive us, and where?”
“Tonight,” replied Clarke, “in the recep-

tion hall. He has consented to give us a little
talk. All may come who wish to hear him.”

“How splendid!” cried Merri.
“I thank you for arranging it,” said Mrs.

Danvers. “I can understand how a man in his
position would loathe a cheap notoriety. He
must know, however, that amid the many
merely curious, are a few real seekers after
truth,”
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“He does know,” responded Clarke. “He

will speak to the few. Let us hope that the
seeds shall fall on fertile soil.”

“Do you suppose,” asked Mrs. Danvers,
“that it would be possible to induce him to de-
liver a series of lectures in one of the great cit-
ies?” ~

“I thinknot,” said Clarke.
“Money, Iassume, could not influencehim,”

continued the lady.
“Not in the slightest degree,” replied‘ Mr.

Clarke. “He gives freely to those who can

grasp his knowledge. Besides, he is connected
with a monastery in the East, and is only here
because of a special desire of that order for
thisyoung Rajah to receive thebest instruction.
The Rajah is supposed-to be of great Worth to
his people, a prince to whom the gods have
shown special favor.”

7

“How interesting!” cried both ladies.
“Will the Royalties appear to-night?” asked

Mrs. Danvers.
_

“I thinknot,” replied Mr. Clarke, “thePrin-
cess does not relish being stared at.”
“I had a charming visit from her in my

room,” said Merri. “You know she sent her
maid, a beautiful Hindoo girl, to watch over

me while I slept. When I awoke she chatted
with me in her quaint, attractive way, and
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offered me the loan of her entire wardrobe.
Was it not dear of her?”

“Indeed it was,” replied Mrs. Danvers.
“How does it happen that they speak such per-
fect English?”

“The Rajah was educated in England,” re-

plied Mr. Clarke.
“You surprise me,” said the lady.
“He took the regular course,” continued

Clarke, “and is quite occidental in many of his
ideas.”

“But the Princess~—-” asked Merri, “surely
she did not attend a select school for young
ladies?”

“N0,” returned Mr. Clarke, “but she had an

English governess——-the lady who is now her
companion. ’ ’

“Was that not somewhat unusual?” asked
Mrs. Danvers.
“I fancy so,” answered Mr. Clarke. “'.l.‘here

are peculiar conditions surrounding these peo~
ple. They are not like the general run of East-
ern potentates.” -

“The Gun’ is the one that interests me most,”
said Mrs. Danvers. “He is the most fascinat-

' ing being I ever saw. Was he always a priest,
or do you know what led to his becominga Mys~
tic l ’ ’

“He was not reared to the priesthood,"’ re-
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turned Mr. Clarke, “but to the court. At one

time he was considered the most subtle diplo-
mat in a court famous for intrigue.”
“I can scarcely credit it!” exclaimed Mrs.

Danvers.
“He is a brilliant linguist,” continued their

informer, “and understands human nature bet-
ter than anyone I ever met. He stood high not
only in the court of his native prince, fatherof
the present Rajah, but was a man of weight in
English circles.”

“What caused the change?” asked Merri.
“The mighty Voice within could not be

stilled,” replied Clarke.
, “Against the en-

treaties of his own people, and theprotestations
of his English friends, he left his princely sur-

roundings, and for years buried himself in the
forest, absorbed in prayer and contemplation of
the Real. Later he established an order, of
which he is the head, and devotes his time to
training advanced students in the science of
soul culture. Of course they use proper Hin-
doo terms for what I am telling you in plain
English.”

“How intensely interesting!” exelaimed Mrs.
Danvers.

.

“I suppose,” said Merri, “that his deep in-
tellectuality enables him to advance further
along the Path,and to attain to greater spirit-
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ual heights than is possible to ordinary 11101‘-

tals.”
“Ido not know,” replied Clarke. “He claims

that book learning is of small avail in spiritual
growth; that it must be evolved from within.
But tonight you will hear him talk, and can

form your own opinion.”
“I thinkhis voice the most beautifulI ever

hear ,” said Merri. “Also the _most com-

pelling. I would not dare disobey him.”
,

“I hope he will not bewilderus With a lot of ’

Oriental jargon,” said Mrs. Danvers. “I want
to get at. the fundamental principle which un-

derlies his system of healing. The Hindoo re-

ligion does not interest me.”
“Is he a Buddhist?”asked Merri.
“No,” replied Mr. Clarke, “he holds to the

most ancient of all religions. Stripped of all
complicated Eastern phraseology, he is a most
excellent Christian.”

.

“How is thatpossible?” asked Mrs. Danvers.
“He has developed the Christos within,” re-

plied Clarke. “He lives the Christ life, he per-
forms the so—called miracles. What more is
needed to constitute a Christian?” ‘
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CHAPTER XVII

THE MYSTIC SPEAKS

At the time appointed, the large reception
hall of Old Faithful Inn was crowded to its ut-
most capacity.

Bright fires blazed in each of the four fire-
places thatopened from the great central chim-
ney, casting a ruddy glow upon the eager faces
of those who had gathered to hear the voice of
theMystic.

.

An arm-chair had been centrally placed for
the speaker, that all who could, might see his
face. Calm and majestic, in his priestly robes,
the Yogi sat among them, deeply interested in
the moving throng.

“My friends,”he said, and his clear, bell-like
voice penetrated the full extent of the room,
and floated to the group of listeners upon the
verandah, “I have been requested to address
you. Not knowing what themes interest you
most, I will speak brieflyupon the one subject
that is worthy of consideration-——the develop-
ment of the soul.

“All orthodox systems of religion, philoso-
222
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The Mystic Speaks 223

phies of all ages, have but this in View-—the
liberationof the soul through perfection.

“Our methodis by Yoga. This one word cov-

ers an immense ground, but all of our philoso-
phies point to it in some form, no matter how
theymay difier in detail.

“Now, I ask you to analyze the religions of
the world. You will find that they are divided
into two classes——one with a Book, one without
a Book. Those with a Book are strongest, and
have the greatest following. How are these
Books composed? Whence comes the knowl-
edge they contain?

.

“Go to the fountain-head of Christianity,and
you will find that it is based upon actual ex-

perience. Jesus said that he saw God; his
disciples claimed that they felt His presence.

“So it was withBuddah. He experienced cer-

tain truths, and preached them. This was true
of the great and good Confucius; also of the
Hindus. In theirsacred Book, the writers, who
are called Rishis, or sages, declare that they
teach only those truths they have actually ex-

perienced. .

“So, you see, that the religions of the whole
world are built upon the one universal founda-
tion of all knowledge—-direct experience.

“In present times we are told that this ex-

..-.a

{>27 :5:/i ~;l :;~./
L,‘



224 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic

perience has become obsolete; and that, there-
fore, we must take religion on belief.

“You are told that God no longer talks with
man, as in the past ages; that to be saved from
a burning hell, you must believe the doctrines
as they are preached. This I do deny.
“If one man has experienced these things, it

must follow that, millions of times before that
man was born, others have had that same ex-

perience; also that it will be repeated again and
again, throughout eternity.

“The Yogi science thereforedeclares that re-

ligion is based not only upon the experience of
former times, but that each person, to be truly
religious, must have these same perceptions.

“Yoga is the science which teaches us how to
gain these perceptions, how to come into com-

munion With the Supreme.
“Why is there so much unrest, so much dis-

turbance, so much argumentation and fighting
in the name of God? Why has more blood been
shed in the name of God than for any other
cause? It was because the people accepted
blindlythe customs of theirfathers. They took
not thetrouble to enquire at the Fountain of
all Knowledge; theycame not in touch with the
Divine Essence.

“What right have I to declare that I have a

soul unless I can feel its influence?
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“How can I declare there is a God when I
have not seen him? If there is a God, I must
see Him. If I have a soul I must perceive it.
Otherwise it were better to believenothing. An
atheist is better than a hypocrite.

“Man wants truth. He wants to experience it
for himself; he wants to grasp it for himself;
to realize it; to feel it withinhis heart of hearts.
Then, alone, will all doubt vanish, all darkness
be scattered.

“You ask how this can be attained? How
can one know the truth?

“Rajah Yogi provides a practical, scientific *'

method for reaching this end. Now, as you
know, every science must employ its own meth-
ods of investigation. To gain knowledge, you
must practice the methods. I might talk to
you many years, yet my words could not make
you religious until you practice the method.
Teachers of all ages, of all countries, tell you
this. All sages declare that they have found
a great truth-——a truth that the senses cannot
bring to us, and they challenge‘ verification.
The knowledge of mind, of thought, of the in-
ternal nature of man can never be had until
man acquires the power of observing facts that
are going on withinhimself.

“How is this accomplished? The power of
mental attention properly guided, and directed
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toward the internal world willanalyzethemind,
and bring illumination.

“This is the only source of true knowledge.
From childhoodwe have been taught to study
only the external. Most of us have almost lost
the faculty of observing our own inward mech-
anism. To turn the mind inward, upon itself,
to concentrate all its powers upon itself, in
order that it may know its own nature, is very
diflicult. Yet, my brothers, it is the only sure,
the only scientific approach to the subject.

“When, by this analysis, man comes face to
face with something that is essentially pure;
somethingthat is altogetherperfect; something
that, from its very nature, cannot be destroyed,
he can never more feel unhappy.

“Why is this,you ask?
“Because all misery proceeds from unsatis-

fied desire; from the fear of deathand thedread
of the Unseen.

“When man finds that he never dies, he will
no more fear death, but welcome it as the door
through which he enters a new life. When he
finds thatevery desire can be gratified, that life
is full of beauty,the specter of misery will be
laid forever.

“Now, the method by which we gain this
knowledge of all thingsvisible and invisible is
called Concentration.
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“Nature is ready to give up her secrets when
We learn how to knock at her door. The
strength and force to strike the blow comes

from concentration; but behind Concentration
must lie Desire‘; desire to be, to do, to know all
things.
“Iassume thatyour chief interest is concern-

ing phenomena and the methods by which they
are produced. Therefore I will not burden you
with even an outline of our I-Iindoo philoso-
phies.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Danvers, “the law of phe-
nomena. interests me powerfully. I beg that
you will explain it, as taught by your philoso-
phy_n

“According to our philosophers,” continued
the Yogi, “the entire universe is composed of
two materials-—-—akasa.and promo.

‘ ‘Akasa is all-pervading,omnipresent. Every-
thing that has form is the result of akcisa. At
the beginning of creation there is only akesa;
from it is formed air, liquids, solids, plants,
stones, earth, sun, moon and stars——every-
thing that exists. In its pure form it is so sub-
tle that it cannot be perceived; only when it
becomes more gross does it take form. At the
end of each cycle the solids, gases, liquids, all
melt into akasa, and the next creation proceeds
from this source.
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“How, you ask, is this ethereal akasa manu-

factured into a universe?
“By the power of pmna.
“As akasa is theall-pervadingmaterialof the

universe, so prcma is the omnipresent manifest-
ing power. Out of prcma is evolved all that We

call energy; all thatwe call force. It manifests
as motion; as gravitation;as magnetism. From
the highest creations of a cultured mind to the
lowest physical forces, all are but manifesta-
tions of promo.

“The knowledge and control of pram; is
called pramzyama. This opens the door to un-

limited knowledge and power.
“If one perfectly understood the control of

prcma, he would be able to move the sun and
stars out of their orbits, to rule the universe.
The gods would appear at his bidding; the
spirits of the dead would answerihis call; all
the forces of nature would obey his command.

“When the ignorant ones see a Yogi use this
power, they wonder greatly and say he per-
forms miracles.

.

“How gains he thispower?
“Behind all particular ideas stands an ab-

stract principle. Grasp it, and you have at-
tained all power.

“Remember,all theforces of naturehave been
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generalized into this pram. Grasp pram; and
you have dominion over the universe.

“He who can control the prime can control
his own body, and all bodies thatexist; because
pram is thegeneralizedmanifestation of force.

“When the Yogi accomplishes this, he has
a gained perfection. He is master of the Forces.
He has attained all Might, all Knowledge.

‘ ‘ Occasionally,one stumblesupon thismighty
secret, and uses the power unconsciously, not
understanding what it is, or whence it pro-
ceeds. No force used ignorantly can accom-

plish that which may be achieved by trained
and controlled force. For this reason it is Well
that all who attempt to control nature receive
instruction from a competent Master. Where,
you ask, is the teacher to be found? He will
appear when you are prepared to receive his
teachings. No soul is left to struggle alone
through the darkness of ignorance. But, re-

'

member this, my brother, the Guru can only
point the way; the chela must tread the Path,
and evolve his real self. He alone can do this.
Adeptship is not bought. Mastery comes not
withouteffort. Then, study the science of your
own soul, and strive to attain the highest. ‘He
thatconquerethhimself, is greater than he that
taketh a city.’ ”

The Guru paused.

{>9 aéa/i ~;l :;~./
L,‘



230 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
“You think, then,” asked Mrs. Danvers,

“that this puma. of which you speak, is the
vital force in nature, and that when we under-
stand its use We can heal the sick, revive the
dead, and literally perform miracles?”
“I do,” replied theYogi. “He Who can con-

trol the pram has unlimited powers.”
“Tell me how to obtain this Wonderful

prcma," said the lady earnestly.
“The Way is long,” he answered, “and the

path is rugged. Many start upon the quest,
but few reach thegoal.”

“But you have attained;” persisted the lady,
“Why cannot I?”

The Yogi regarded her steadfastly.
“You have courage;” he replied, “have you

also determination? He who enters the Path
knows neither peace nor happiness if he turns
back.” '

“But I want the knowledge,” she insisted.
“I need it in my business. Think of the good
I might accomplish if I possessed such power.”

“There are schools,” replied the Mystic,
“thatteach the art of healing. In this country
you find themunder many names. All are good,
for all are founded upon the one fundamental
prineiple—~—the control and direction of prana.
The name of the cult, or its manner of apply-
ing theoure matters not.”
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“How long must one study?” asked the Doc-
tor, “beforehe can grasp thispower?”

“That depends upon the student,” replied
the Mystic. “Under proper instruction some

become illumined in a few months—-some not
in this incarnation.”

“Oh,” cried Merri, “must one accept the
theory of incarnation?”

“One is forced to eccept nothing,” replied
the Yogi. “Each must decide for himself.
When the mind is ready for any great truth, it
will be accepted; till then it matters not.’.’

“What, then,” she questioned, “is the first
and greatest essential?”

“The cultivation of the real self,” he re-

plied; “what you call the soul or spirit.”
“You mean,” she asked, “to lead a religious

life?”
“I mean,” he returned, “to be ever true to

that inner voice possessed by all. Never pre-
tend to be that which you are not. Be true in
thought as well as in word and act.”

“You spoke of the gods;” said Mrs. Chap-
man, timidly, “of being able to communicate
with them at will. Do I understand you to
mean that you believe in more than One true
and only God?”

The Yogi smiled.
,

“I believe in the One Source of All,” he re-
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plied, “theAbsolute, the Real. It matters little
if you say God or Allah.”

“But,” persisted the lady, “the gods--”
“In the infinite realms of space,” explained

the Yogi, “dwell many pure spirits, whom we

call free souls. They have almost attained per~
fection, but not quite. From theirgreat knowl-
edge, and from the goodness and purity they
have attained throughmany lives, theyare free
from furtherincarnations. These are sometimes
known as tutelary gods, and are often in charge
of a sphere.

“By some they are called angels or devas.
These are the gods you read of in classic lore.

“Man, in exalted mood, sometimes sees one’of
these bright beings, and ignorantly proclaims
that he has beheld God.

“Occasionally, one of these radiant beings
assumes the direction of a family,a tribe, a na-

tion. At rare intervals they appear to the
prophets or priests of that people to instruct
them upon matters of importance. So long as

that nation obeys the voice of this pure spirit
(Whom theyworship as theirgod), so long will
it prosper. When theydisobey,comes disaster;
for the strong protecting influence of one who
KNOWS has been removed.”

“Then,” began Rex,” the ancient gods-all
the Greeks and Romans-—-”
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“Were once men,” continued the Mystic.
“Men in all ages have deified Virtue. Much
of theancient religion was symbolic. You won-

der why some worshiped the sun, some the fire,
others a sacred river or a graven image. The
people in thatearly day were ignorant. They
had not the power to thinkupon the Unseen.
They could not see the God within, yet they
longed for worship.

“The priests, who understood the true wis-
dom religion, strove to give it to the people,
whose untrained minds were not prepared to
grasp it.

“To enable the multitude to better under-
stand the All-Pervading Essence that you call
God, these priests gave the people a symbol.

“They said, ‘Behold themighty Sun, theday-
god, of your world! From him you derive
your every blessing; every joy; every comfort;
nay, life itself. Consider his power for good
or evil. Accept his aid, according to the Law
which rules his actions, and you are blessed.
Abuse his power, use it not rightly, and his
fiery rays bring misery and death. So, too, it
is with the Supreme. Obey the Law and you
are happy, break it and you suffer.’

“Now, man could see the sun, theSupreme he
could not see. It was easier to worship the sym-
bol than this far—off Being. Time passed. The
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priests saw how impossible it was to teach the
masses the pure, beautiful religion which the
teachers accepted; yet the people elamored for
a tangible God.

“By degrees, elaborate systems of symbol-
worship were created to appease the multitude;
for, long before the birth of Jesus, the wise
ones discovered that it was ‘useless to cast
pearls before swine.’ ” ’

“Do you consider the story of Isis and Osiris
only a myth?”asked thedoctor.

“Not a myth,” returned the Yogi, “but a

symbol. It typifies the true wisdom—religion.”
“Is it true,” asked Rex, “thatthe Egyptians

‘ received this ancient religion from lost Atlan-
tie?”
“It is true,” replied the Yogi.

.

“Do you know it to be a fact?” insisted the
boy.
“I KNOW,” calmly asserted the Mystic.

“Besides the way of knowing which every ad-
vanced Yogi possesses, we have, in the archives
of our order, records of great antiquity. These
give much interesting information concerning
Atlantis, and Lemuria, which existed in a prior
cycle.”

“Tell on!” cried Rex, “You are the one man

on earth whom I have intensely longed for.”
“I have always regarded the story of the lost
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continent as a fable,” remarked Mrs. Danvers.
“Atlantis,” resumed theYogi, “was quite as

real as America, which it joined on the west;
or as India, to which it was attachedby a chain

«Of outlying islands.”
The Mystic again paused.

y

“Go on!” insisted Rex, “tell more.”
“As many of you no doubt have read,” re—

sumed the Yogi, “the continent occupied the
space now covered by the Atlantic ocean. It
included Texas, and the Gulf of Mexico; a gen-
erous strip along the eastern coast, extending
beyond Labrador, Scotland, Ireland and a part
of England. It extended from the Andees on

the West to Hindustan and the African gold
fields upon theEast. In its marketswere to be
found the products of the world. The climate
was mild and pleasant, and the inhabitantspos-
sessed great physical strength.

“The Atlanteans enjoyed a period of high
civilization, unequalled by any race that has
since walked theearth. They were great build-
ers; they Were architects, sculptors, engravers.
They possessed an alphabet; they were agricul«
turalists and manufacturers. They knew the
use of themagnet;of electricity; of gun-powder.
They had air-ships that could carry fifty to one

hundred men. Like all progressive peoples, the
Atlanteans formed colonies, stretching out east
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and west from the mother country. New races

and dialects were thus formed. Of theseven

sub-races, the first colonized Greenland and
Scandinavia; the second, California, Africa,In-
dia; the third, North and South America, pro-
ducing the Mexican and Peruvian civilization
under the Incas. The Red Indian of America
sprang from the Toltec, or subordinate race of
Atlantis. Egypt, also, was settled from this
source.

“The higher, or white race, believed in the
One Unseen Spirit of Nature. Their conception
of the One Universal First Cause, was like our

own. Why was this, I ask you? Because they
were before us, because they gave us of their
Wisdom. The Wisdom imparted by the third
race to the adopts of the early fourth race has
remained in all its purity in a certain Brother-
hood which dwells today on an island in Central
Asia. Later, about two hundred thousandyears
ago, a great lodge of Initiates was established
in Egypt, Where the great pyramids were built,
partly as halls of initiation, and partly to pro—
tect certain mysteries during the submersion,
which the Adopts knew would come.”

“That submersion,” said Rex, “must have
been theflood we read of in theBible.”

“There have been many floods,” replied the
Yogi, “and the end is not yet.”

‘fWhat you tell us is very wonderful,” said
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Mrs. Chapman, “and much of it is beautiful;
but you do not accept our blessed Savior, or

give sufficient importance to his teachings.”
“I fear, Madame,” replied the Yogi, “thatI

express myself but poorly. Very highly do I
admire the character and teachings of Jesus.
He taught the Law. He spoke with authority
becausehe xnnw the Law.”

“Yet,” she persisted, “you do not believe
him to be the Son of God?”

.

“I understand his meaning, Madame, when
he declared himself to he the Son of God-——you
do not. In the same way all are sons of God;
each can become a Christ.”

“Impossible!” cried many voices. “Shock-
ing!” exclaimed others.

“You mistake Jesus for the Christ,” con-

tinued the Mystic. “Jesus Was born in Judea;
but he, himself, developed the Christ within.
The Christ in thesoul of God. It can he evolved
by every man. This only is true religion.”

“Do you mean to say,” asked the lady in
horror, “that poor puny man is the only God
we have?”

‘ ‘Youmistake me,” returned the Guru. ‘ ‘The
tiny ray of light which proceeds from the sun is
not the sun; yet it is a part of the sun. The
sparkof divinity in man is not God; yet it comes

from God, and forms the connecting link he-
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tween God and man. To become a Christ one

must cultivate this divine spark Within his be
ing. Buddah, Confucius, Zoroaster, all found-
ers of religious systems evolved Christhood.”

“But,” objected Mrs. Chapman, “these were

more men. While I have no doubt their reli-
gion was suited to the time in which they lived,
and the people whom they taught, yet you for»
get the miraculous birthof Jesus.”

The Yogi smiled. ‘

“Perhaps,” he said, “you do not know that
the same claim is made for what you term
heathen teachers. Such legends are common in
the East.”

.

“Iam sorry to see,” said the lady, “thatyou
do not believe in the Bible.”

“Which Bible?” asked the Mystic. “The
Chinese have theirBooks of Confucius; thePer-
sians those of Zoroaster; while we have our

Vedas. All contain truth; all strive for the
same end.”
“I allude,” replied the lady, with much dig~

nity, “to the Christian Bible; the true Word of
God. 9 9

“The Christian Bible,” replied the Mystic,
“which many of you find so hard to believe, is
true; but much of it is entirely symbolic. It was

not intended to be accepted literally. If you
could understand its inner meaning, you would
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marvel at its simplicity. All religious teaching
has an outward form to cover an inner meaning.
In all ages but one great truth has been taught
by the Wise Ones. So it will be throughout
eternity.”

The Mystic rose, and stood a moment earn-

estly regarding his audience.
“Many of you,” he said, in his clear, beauti-

ful voice,"‘I shall not see again on this plane.
May each of you evolve the Christ within-—may
you attain the highest.

“To all I extend the love and fellowship of a

brother.”
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DISCUSSIONS

A deep silence followed the departure of the
Guru. His hearers were trying to adjust their
minds to ordinary forms of thought. Suddenly,
the Bridegroom astonished the crowd by ex-

claiming:
“It may be a lot of damned rot the old

heathenhas been stufiing us with,but it appeals
to my reason far more thanorthodoxy.”

“Oh, my dear,” exclaimed the Bride, “What
would our minister say to such rank heresy?”

“Damned if I care What he’d. say!” returned
her lord. “If he’d preach more of this same

heathen doctrine he ’d fillhis church with men

who now loaf at home smokingcigars or squirt-
ing tobacco juice.”

“How can you talk so?” cried the Bride,
brave in defense of her beloved pastor. “His
discourses are beautiful.’ ’

“And What does he talk about?” growled
the Groom. “A lot of damned foolishness about
a great big God who sits way off somewhere
behind the clouds; who spies out all your little
private sins; who holds a tight line upon any

240
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kind of pleasure, and roasts you in Hell if you
don’t do to please him. Do you thinkany man

of common sense can worship such a God?”
The Groom, thoroughly roused to the sub-

ject, enjoyed his own eloquence, and the evident
sensation he was creating.

“But, dear,” argued his Wife, “there is the
Blessed Christ—”

“Oh well,” interrupted the old man, “Jesus
is all right; I have no kick against him, except
that fool notion of the vicarious atonement.”

“Oh my dear!” cried the Bride, in horror.
“Don’t be so impious. God might strike you
dead for such saorilege.”

“He might,” complacently remarked the
Groom, “but he won’t. If there is a God he un-

derstands the needs of human beings a durn
sight better than any straight-laced preacher.”

The Bride looked even more shocked.
“Go 011;” urged Rex, “you have mistaken

your calling.”
“I appeal to you as reasonable beings,” re-

Ia.

sumed the Groom, his flabby face illumined by
real interest. “How can any man bear the sins
of another? If I fall down and break my leg,
no one, no matter how he loves me, can stand
the pain. I must suffer it in person. If I have
mental distress, and suffer the tortures of the
damned, who can lift the load from my mind?
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If I eat a raft of trash, who is going to stand
the indigestion, you or me? It is my experi-
ence that every tub must stand on its own bot-
tom, and every man must pay his own debts.
I know I’ve always had to pay mine——every
damn cent.”

The Bride gave up in despair.
“When he gets into one of thesestreaks,” she

whispered to the nearest female, “there is no

doing anythingwithhim.”
“Just let him alone,” said Merri, “I like to

see people enjoy themselves.”
.

‘‘Now,~ that Hindoo fellow,” continued the
Groom, “could make his fortune in New York.
Not really lecturing, you understand, but just
giving little talks as he did here to-night, and
answering questions from the audience. Men
want religion as well as women do; but we are

not satisfied with a lot of tommy-rot that ap-
peals merely to the imagination. We want
rock-bottom facts, somethingwe can know.”
“I am sorry the Mystic did not go more into

his own religion,” said the Vegetarian. “I
should like to hear him explain reincarnation
and karma.”

“And I am more interested in thiswonderful
puma he told of,” replied Mrs. Danvers.

“What he said about the inner being or real
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self appealed to me most,” returned Mrs.
Chapman.
“I enjoyed every word he uttered,” said

Merri, “and rejoice that I shall have the pleas-
ure of hearing him again.”

“Explain your language, young woman,”
cried Rex. “Areyou to be favored withprivate
instructions from the Yogi?”
“I mean,” explained Miss Lewis, “that the

Princess has invited me to be her guest during
the remainder of the Park trip. Of course I
accepted.”
“I should say so!” exclaimed Rex, “You

are the luckiest girl I know. Why, ’twas even

lucky when you fell into thatgeyser.”
“True;” she returned thoughtfully, “other«

Wise, this beautiful experience would not be
mine.”

“You mean hob-nobbing with Royalitesi”
teased. Rex. “I thought you were too demo-
cratic to prize such things.”

“Poor boy!” she returned. “Do you know me

so little? Do you not understand thatI rejoice
because of the Mystic?”

“Now you are talking!” cried Rex, “that is
the only thing I envy you.”
“I wish you were to be with us,” she an-

swered sweetly.

iiiét aéa/i "Ll :;~./
L,‘



244 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
“So do I,” he replied. “I shall miss you,

chum.”
‘ ‘It is dear of you to say it,” she replied, “but

truth compels me to admit thatI will not have
time to even thinkof you.”

‘ ‘ UnkindI ’ ’ he exclaimed.
“Oh,” she said, “I’1l miss you badly enough

when the trip is over, and We are miles apart.”
“Where do you go from here?” he asked.
“I do not know,” she returned. “My plans

are somewhat undecided.” ‘

“Well, I have almost as great an experience
awaitingme,” said Rex, “as thishas been.”

“How lovely!” she exclaimed.
“Yes;” he continued, “We are to spend the

rest of the summer upon a big ranch in Mon—
tana.”

“You’ll enjoy that,” she answered, with en-

thusiasm.
“I expect to,” he returned. “I have never

seen a cowboy, except on the stage, and am anx-

iousto meet the real thing.”
“And we” said Mrs. Danvers, “go to

Alaska.”
“Perhaps auntieand I will meet you there,”

replied Merri. “We had expected to go there
before I decided to come here.”

I

“That would prove delightful,” returned
Mrs. Danvers.
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Ridgley entered.
“I am here” he said, “to inform you that

Old Faithfulwill play in just five minutes. A
powerful search light will be thrown upon the
jet, producing an exquisite rainbow eifect.”

The room was emptied speedily, for the
unique entertainment would not be repeated un-

til the following evening.
“I shall keep a stern eye upon you,” laugh-

V

inglyremarkedMr. Clarke as he assisted Merri
down the steps, and placed her hand withinhis
arm. “I shall see that you indulge in no more

mad exploits.”
‘ ‘ Do you know,” she said, ‘ ‘thateven as I fell,

I thought of your warning?”
“My warning!”he asked, somewhat puzzled.
“Yes,” she said, “when you read my palm;

do you not remember?”
,

“I remember;”he replied, “but I never im-
agined the terrihle meaning of that broken
line.”

“Lucky for me that the Guru was here. I
wish I could describe to you the wonderful
eifeet he has upon me. I simply could not dis-
obey him. I verilybelieve, that if in my grave,
his sweet compelling voice would reach me, and
in some way bring me back to earth.”,
“I understand the fascination,” replied Mr.
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Clarke. “His friendship has proved a liberal
education to me.”
“I do so Wonder if--Oh look!”
Old Faithfulbegan to play. The searchlight

from the hotel tower was turned full upon the
stream of water as it leaped in air. The effect
was beautiful beyond description. The vivid
‘primary colors shaded into soft pinks, dainty
blues and exquisite purple tints, intermingled
with pale yellows and delicate green shades,
formed a combination of rare loveliness. The
steam period was even more beautifulthan the
fountain. Words give but a poor description
of these Wonders of nature. One must see them
to understand their magic splendor or even

vaguely comprehend theirundying fascination.
The mist slowly cleared away; the search light T

was turned off, and the full moon again resumed
her wonted prestige e’er the tourists started
for their various camps.

“Mr. Ridgley,” called Merri, as that young
man was departing.

Ridgley was soon at her side.
“I Want to bid you goodbye,” she said, ex-

tending her hand.
“As I am spending the night here, I shall

have no other opportunity of seeing you before
we leave.”
“I had hoped to see you in the morning,”
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replied Ridgley, as he held her hand. “I have
strong reasons to expect that the Giant will
play Within twenty-four hours.”

“In that case,” remarked Mr. Clarke with
decision, “youpwill see us. .I know that the
Princess is very anxious to behold the Giant.”
“I insist,” said Merri, “upon being in your

party. Notify me, and_I shall be ready at any
moment of the day or night.”
“I thank you,” replied Ridgley, as though

'

she had conferred a favor. '

“Iam convinced,”said Merri,as his tall form
disappeared amid the out-going throng, “that
Ridgley is a Prince in disguise. When We dis-
cover his true origin, please remember that I
told you so.”

Slowly the crowd melted away, and the cons-

ins Were alone. Miss Lewis shivered a little.
“Come in,” said Mr. Clarke, “it is too cool

for you out here. I have discovered the dearest
little nook in the hotel—-just the place for a

quiet talk.
“Presently,”she said. “Just now I want to

Watch the moon—light as it illumines these
Wonderful formations, and to meditate upon all
thathas happened today--thefullest day of my
life.”

“Now,” replied Clarke, “do not conjure up
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theawful details, or you willnot sleep one wink
tonight.”

“No,” she replied. “I shall rememberonly
the beautifulpart of it.”

The Hindoo maid approached with a soft
silken scarf, bowed low, and presented it to
Miss Lewis. Mr. Clarke thanked her in her
own tongue. A smile of pleasure illuminated
her face as she departed.
“It was certainly clear of the Princess to

send me this scarf,” observed Merri, as she
wrapped it about her shoulders. “What a

dainty perfume emanates from its folds.”
“It is peculiar to India,”he replied. “Ihave

never perceived it elsewhere.”
“There is a subtile fascination about the

odor;” she said, ‘ ‘ it makes me imagineall sorts
of beautiful things about those Eastern lands
whence it came. I wonder, after all, if I am

the same girl that went walking with you be-
fore breakfast?”

“The very same,” he replied.
“Are you sure it was only this morning?”

she questioned. “Surely it was a century ago.”
“Only this morning,” he replied, “and our

Park trip but half over.”
“Three more days of Wonderland,” she said,

“and then-”
“What then-mi”he questioned.
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“Who knows?” she replied. “I,at least, must
face life.”

.

“Do we not all face life?” he asked.
“You do not understand,” she replied. “I

am in a very trying position.”
“Is there anything you would like to tell

me?” he enquired tenderly. “I do not wish to
pry into your affairs, but if the loving service of
a brothercan aid you, command me.”

“First you are my cousin,” she said with a

laugh. “Now you are my brother. Tomorrow
you may be my uncle, or--—”

“It might simplify matters,” he replied, “to
become your husband.”

“Oh,” she cried, hurriedly, “you do not un-

derstand. ’ ’

“It is because I do understand that I speak
now,” quietly replied Mr. Clarke. “I was

strongly attracted to you that first day, when
we met in the car. The attraction ripened into
something deeper; but I never dreamed how
dear you had become to me until I thought I
had lost you.”

“Dear Man,” she replied, “do you realize
thatyou have known me but three days? What
do you know of my character, my ancestry, my
name? How, then, can you care for me?”
“I love you withthe one love of my life,” he

answered earnestly. “I care nothing for posi—
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tion, ancestry or fortune. I want you—the real
you that is hidden beneaththe surface of froth
and frivolity.”

“Do you remember” she said, “the story I
told you of a girl who is compelled to marry
a man whom she does not know, or give up a

large fortune and go out to service?”
“I remember,”he said with a smile.
“Well,” she continued, “I am that girl.”
“I knew that long ago,” hereplied quietly.
“You did!” she exclaimed indignantly.“Yet

you advise me to temporize. If you really
cared you would-”

“Think a moment,” he interrupted. “I ad-
vised you to see the man and discuss matters
calmly, before deciding upon any course of
action?”

“Y-e-s,” she admitted, “and now——shall I
see him before giving you an answer?”

“Yes,”he answered steadily.“I shall accom~

pany you home and present my credentials to

your aunt.”
“I do not envy you,” she laughed, “Aunt is

so wrapped up in the irreproachableLewis, (my
cousin, you know) that she can see virtue in no

otherman.” »
»

“It is not the good Aunt I fear,” replied
Clarke, “but the fiery young niece. She may
not approve of my name or station.”
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“Can you doubt her?” asked Merri, “A
strong invisiblecord seems to bindme to 57011--
I have felt it from our first conversation.”

“Yet you do not know my name,” he said,
repeating her own words.
“I always think of you as my chumg” she

said, “as the very nicest man I know.”
“While to me you are always my Lady,” he

returned tenderly.
“Well, chum,” she said, “you have been love-

ly to me. I do not know your name, but I am

sure it is a good one A man can not live upon
intimate terms with a Yogi, and a Rajah, with-
out having achievedsomething. In the natural
order of things, you must have had a few an-

cestors, but theydo not interest me. I care more

to know if your life has been sweet and clean,
or if your secret closet is full of skeletons.”

“You need never fear the rattle of dry
bones,” he assured her. “My life has been as

pure as your own. I shall be pleased to furnish
you testimonials-—”

“What need?” she replied Warmly. “In my
heart of hearts I know you are true and honora-
ble. My real self recognized the You during
our first interview.”

“Just as with me,” he answered. “Until I
met you I had never cared for women. The av-

erage lady one meets in society,does not attract
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me. Besides, I was too much engrossed in study
to think much about them.”

“But now?” she suggested.
“Now,” he continued, “I have found my

mate———my other self. One whose mind is upon
the same plane as my own; whose quick intui-
tion and keen insight will render her a delight-
ful student. Shoulder to shoulder we shall ad-
vance along the Path, and hand in hand move

on to ever higher knowledge. Child! Child!
just think of the beautiful life before us.”

“Dear Man,” she Whispered softly, “you
tempt me sorely. How can I meet my over-

confident cousin and calmly discuss with him
the money question, if you inspire me with
longings for the highest and best?”
“I shall not plead my cause” he said with

a. smile, “until you have disposed of this ob-
noxious cousin.”

4

“Till then,” she continued, “we shall con~

tinue just as we are. You are my dearest Chum
-——nothingmore.”

He bent his handsome head and kissed her
hand.

“And you are my La.dy—-” he said, “My
liege Lady.”
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THE PRINCESS

Ridgley was not mistaken. The Giant began
to perform at five the next morning. As he
plays from one to two hours, all had ample time
to reach the scene of action.

The Rajah’s suite, including Mr. Clarke, and
Miss Lewis, joined the Wylieparty, and under
the Watchful eye of Ridgley,beheld this gigan-
tic display.

The immense volume of water is lifted two
hundred and fifty feet at its initial outburst,
the height gradually becoming less, until the
close of theeruption.

“It gratifies me much to see the Giant,” re-

marked the Prineess in her prim, perfect Eng»
lish.

“Why is it thateducated foreigners speak so

much more correctly than those reared in the
English ‘languagei ’ ’

“Isn’t it just dandy?” exclaimed a hand-
somely dressed woman behind them.

The princess looked puzzled.
“What is dandy?” she asked, turning to

Merri.
253
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“Oh,” laughed Miss Lewis, “dandy is a term
We apply to anythingthat appeals to us.”

“It is so?” asked the Princess in surprise. “I
thought thata dandy was a kind of ornamental
man, who dressed too much.”

“That,” returned Merri, “was the old fash-
ioned idea which obtained in the days of our

grand-mothers. NoW‘We call the dressy young
man a dude.”

“How funny!” interrupted thePrincess.
“And” continued Merri, “apply dandy else-

where. For instance, we say, that a party was

dandy; our hostess wore a dandy gown, and
gave dandy refreshments. You may play a

dandy game at golf, or-~”
“It is very perplexing,” said the Princess.

“How can a dress be dandy; a game be dandy;
and a great stupendous geyser be dandy?”
“It really is terrible,” admitted Merri, “but

such is the American language.”
“American, then, is not English?” enquired

the Princess.
“No,” returned Miss Lewis. “Although the

same language, it is distinctly different. Amer-
ica, you know, is a large country, and its var~

ions sections possess certain words and phrases
peculiar to those localities. For instance, in
the South, we say, ‘I reckon,’ while up North,
theyprefer ‘I guess.’ ”
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“And what do you mean?” queried the Prin-
cess.

“That We have reason to believe-——that we

assume,” returned Merri, “we also say ‘a right
smart,’ when We mean considerable, and ‘right
away’ for ‘at once,’ ‘cut it out’ and ‘drop it,’
are good forcible slang, meaning to eliminate.”
“I see,” replied the Princess, with a wise lit-

tle nod of her head. Then, she asked demurely,
“Do you reckon it is time to go?”
“I guess so,” replied Merri, with a laugh,

“you are catching on nicely.”
“How does one catch on?” innocently en-

quired the Princess.
“Heavens!” cried Merri, “how can I ever

initiate you into the mysteries of slang?”
“ ‘Catch on’ is slang?” asked the Princess

gravely.
“Yes,” replied Merri. “It means that you

understand. ’ ’

“I catch on,” she said with a little smile.
Theryslipping her hand through Merri’s arm,
she continued, “I desire to meet your friend
Mr. Ridgley. He has a most imposing pres-
enee.”

“He will feel honored,” returned Merri.
They Walked to the spot Where Ridgley stood,

surrounded by attentive listeners, as he ex-

plained to themthecrack in theGiant ’s cone.
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“Mr. Ridgley,” called Merri.
He was at her side in a moment.
“The Princess wishes to meet you,” contin-

ued Merri.
The crowd fell back in amazement,and gazed

with mingled awe and envy, as Ridgley, the
guide, bowed his handsome head to kiss the
tapering fingers of the exclusive Hindoo Prin-
cess.

“You are a hero, Mr. Ridgley,”she said, sin-
cere admiration beaming from her soft dark
eyes. “I admire you much.”

“You are too kind,” returned Ridgley,quite
unembarrassed by her condescension.
“I adore bravery,” continued the Princess.

“Few possess the abilityto thinkquickly, the
power to act rapidly.”

“It is to your power to do both, that I owe

my life,” said Merri.
“You value my poor services too highly,”

returned Ridgley.
“I shall remember you as long as I live,”

said Merri, as she gave him her hand in fare-
Well.

“It is I who can never forget,” replied Ridg-
ley. “From first to last you have treated
me white, and I appreciate your kindness more

than Words can express. If, at any time I can
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serve you, command me—-I shall esteem it a

rare privilege.” ‘

‘ ‘You make me feel bothproud and humble,”
replied Merri, looking earnestly into his sin-
cere face.

“How?” he asked.
“Proud to have inspired such sweet eonsid—

eration in an almost stranger;” she continued,
“humble thatI so little deserve it.”

“You deserve the best that life can bestow,”
he replied ardently.

Mrs. Chapman and Rex joined the group.
“We shall not say good—by;” said Mrs. Chap-

man, “We expect to see you tonight, at the
hotel.”

“Do get theMystic to give us another talk.”
begged Rex.
“I will do,my best,” replied Merri, as she

waved them adieu.
Breakfast over, they started upon the third

day’s journey.
Mr. Clarke rode with the driver; Merri and

thePrincesssat immediatelybehind them,While
the Rajah and the Mystic occupied the rear

seat.
Their route lay over the summit of the great

Continental Divide, near Lake Shoshone, in
which rises ‘the Lewis Fork of Snake River, 3
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branch of the Columbia, which as everyone
knows empties into the Pacific.

Leaving the region of geysers, the road fol-
lows theMadison River, the same stream which
is known elsewhere as theFire Hole. It crosses

the river and climbs a gentle ascent to Keppler
Cascades, Whose waters, leap the rocky chasm
in a series of enchanting falls.

At the third and last crossing of the Madison
they made a side trip to Lone Star Geyser,
about half a mile south of the bridge, on the
west bank of the river.

The chief beauty of ‘this geyser lies in its
cone, which is striped vertically with bands
of White, lavender and brown, intermingled
with all the varying shades of yellow. It is
completely covered by a large variety of beau-
tiful pearl~like beads.

“This is entirely different from anything
we have yet seen,” remarkedMr. Clarke.

“The markings are truly wonderful,” said
Merri, “I never imagined anything like it.”
“It is dandy,” asserted the Princess, with a

demure smile.
A foot trail led them from this interesting

geyser to the Shoshone Geyser Basin. There,
they found tourists not only from the hotel and
the Wylie Way, but from various other parts
of the park.
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Although the Princess now Wore a long grey
rain coat, and high-heels to her shoes, her ap-
pearance Was too striking to pass unobserved.

“Who is she‘? ” asked an elderly woman, star-
ing throughher glasses.
“I don’t know,” returned the young girl at

her side, “but she sure looks queer.”
“What a beauty!”exclaimed a rough look-

ing man, gazing with intense admiration at the
slender form.

“To thin,for my taste,” returned his e0m~

panion, a flashyman withbold blackeyes. “Not
enough hips or—’ ’

“BlessedPatty!”exclaimed a girl, ‘ ‘just look
at that red spot in her forehead!”

The Princess winced, but make no other sign
of having heard them, until a loud—Voiced wo-

man called out.
“There she goes! Now, Frank, is the time

for a snap.”

The man beside her leveled his kodak, but
the Princess frustrated his manoeuvre by open-
ing her green silk umbrella and holding it be-
tween them. Merri laughed heartily at the ex-

pression Which overspread his face.
“You are cruel;” she said, “think of the

poor man ’s disappointment.’ ’

“I ask you to thinkof my disgust!” she re-
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torted hotly, “Am I a Bengal Tigerfihat they
show so much curiosity?”

“Not a Tiger,” returned Merri, “but very
much of a Lion-ess.”

As she stood, indignantly discussing their
rudeness, several kodak fiends slipped stealthily
around the protecting umbrella, and ‘snapped’
the Princess. This so enraged her, that draw-
ing the silken scarf closely about her face, she
spoke a few peremptory words in her own lan-
guage and turned toward the woods.

Her husband started in pursuit, but she
waived him aside and insisted upon beingalone.

“Do not follow,” advised. the Guru, as the
anxious husband watched her retreating form.

“But,” said Merri, “suppose she comes to
grief, as I did?” ‘

“She will he guarded from all evil,” replied
the Mystic. “A moment of quiet reflectionwill
compose her mind.”
“I regret that my countrymen are so rude,”

remarked Miss Lewis.
“What matters it?” returned the sage. “We

should learn to welcome each experience which
meets us upon the Pathof Life.”

“'I‘hen you do not mind being kodaked?”
asked Merri.
“Ido not,” he replied. “It cannot injure me.
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Why, then, should I deprive my brother-man
of a pleasure?”

Leaving the Madison, the road turns to the
south-east, and climbs with gentle ascent to
the continental Water-shed. Twin lakes mark
the Divide, the Waters from one flowing to the
Atlantic through the Snake, Yellowstone, Mis-
souri and Mississippi; the other to the Pacific
through the Lewis Fork and ColumbiaRivers.

Shoshone Point, about half Way between the
Upper Basin and Thumb Bay (a part of Yel-
lowstone Lake) affords a most commanding
view, overlooking, as it does, Lake Shoshone,
its beautifulvalley and heavilytimberedslopes.

“Right over there,” said the driver, pointing
withhis whip, “you can see the Sentinels.”

“You mean those three snow-capped moun-

tains?” asked Merri.
“Cert,” he replied, “they are fifty miles

away.” ~

.

“And are part of the boundary between Wy-
oming and Idaho,” read Mr. Clarke, from his
guide-book. ‘

The driver was not so polished in his man-

ner as Baby Lou, not so happy in his speech.
He abbreviated many Words and used consid-
erable slang. This entertained the Princess
greatly. She delighted in his free, though per-
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fectly respectful manner of addressing her, and
his utter disregard of her lofty station.

“These Sentinels,” observed the Princess,
‘ ‘remindme of our own Himalayas,though they
are not so grand.”

“Well, Marm,” replied the driver, “you must
be used to somethingpretty lofty»-—’praps you
don ’t know it, but them mountains is fourteen
thousand foot high.”

‘ ‘I like his talk,’’ Whispered thePrincess, ‘ ‘ he
is unique. Make him say more.”

“We expect to take thesteamer after lunch,”
said Merri to the driver, “so would be obliged
if you will tell us of any special features we

shall miss along the land route.”
“I calculate you won’t miss much,” replied

the driver, “for this is the least interesting
day of the Whole trip. We pass the Natural
Bridge, a lot of paint-pots and geyser cones.

Now, there is one geyser cone that would sure

interest you. It rises above the surface of the
lake just a few feet from the shore. A fellow
can stand upon the top of the cone and catch
fish from the lake; then, without taking it from
his line, he can drop the fish into boilingwater,
and bring it out cooked to a turn.”

“Oh come,” said Mr. Clarke, with a laugh,
“that sounds rather fishy.”
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“Positive fact,” returned the driver. “There
aint no flies on me!” I

“What does he mean?” asked the Princess.
_“Of mosquitoes I see many, but where are the
flies?”

Merri laughed.
“When one asserts that there are no flies on

him, he intimates thathe is honest and upright
-—abs0lute1y trustworthy,’ ’ she‘ explained.

“How very odd! Make him talk more———I
love to hear your American slang.”

“Mr. Driver,” called Merri, “Can you tell
us somethingconcerning the discovery of Yel~
lowstone Park, and of the early days, when
Indians infested these woods?”

“Yes Marni, I’m exactly the man that cam

tell you them things;”he cleared his throatand
looked important. “The very first news any-
one ever heard of this place come from a man

named Coulter,” resumed the driver. “He was

a trapper, and roamed around considerable.
Finally he joined the Lewis and Clark expedi-
tion and crossed thecontinentwith them.”

He accented the last syllable in continent,
thereby adding to the vivid interest expressed
in the face of the Princess.

‘ ‘ On the return trip,’ ’ continued their inform-

er, “Coulter managed to get discharged; then
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he and another fellow named Potts, come back
to these parts.”

“Potts!” exclaimed the Princess, “What a

remarkablename. ’ ’

“Well, marm,” replied the driver, “ "taint
a very fine name, but pets is useful, if not orna-

mental. As I was saying, poor Potts was killed
by the Blackfeet, and Ooulter was tuck pris-
oner.”

“Blackfeet?”repeated the Princess,in bewil-
derment. “Is thata Secret order, similarto the
Black Hand?”

“The Blackfeet are a tribe of Indians,” ex—

plained Merri.
“Ali!” said the Princess, “are they very

ferocious 3 ’ ’

“You can betyour socks on that,” replied the
driver. “But Ooulter managed to escape, and
after a right smart spell, got back to Missouri.
He-’d set around Whittling sticks and chawin’
tobacco,and tell such powerful tales about lakes
of burning pitch and boiling springs and gay
sers, that folks called him an unmitigated liar,
and spoke of this country out here as Coulter’s
Hell.”

“One can hardly blame them,” said Merri.
“It all seems too Wonderful to be true.”

“Now you ’re talking!” exclaimed the driver.
“The tale they most doubted was about the
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petrifieations and the fossils. He told about
a large tract of sage-brush in perfect petrifi-
cation, withthesage-hens and rabbits,and chip-
monks, and other animals looking plumb as

natural as the live critters. That stuck pretty
hard in their craws but they eouldn’t swallow
at all when he lowed that them petrified bushes
all bore fruit-diamonds, emeralds, and rubies———
as big as hen-eggs. They up and said he was

the double of the spirit of Annanias, but more

perfect in that line than theFatherof Lies ever

dared to be.”
“But was it all a fabrication?”asked Merri.
“No, marm, it Warn’t all a lie,” returned

the driver. “You know there oan’t be smoke -

without fire being somewheres nigh about. The
fellow had took a few facts and spread ’em
thickwith imagination, for he calculated he’d
never be found out.”

“What is the real truth of the story?” asked
the Princess. ‘

“Well,” continued thedriver, who was great~
ly enjoying his own recital, “there is a piece of

' sage,-—a right smart patch of it too-——that has
been petrified. You know the overflow from
them hot-springs is full of silica. The trees
get it too———drink it up through their roots and
bark, and of course it turns ’em to stone.”
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“Yes,” remarked Mr. Clarke,"‘thatis quite
natural.”

“Why,” continued the driver, “I have seen

some tree—trunks thathave turned tetotally into
crystalline quartz. On AmethystRidge there’s
no end of ’em. Some of the crystals are white,
you know, and we call ’em diamonds; the pur-
ple ones are amethysts, and the yellow ones

topaz.”
N

“So that part of his story is true,” said
Merri.

“But the dear little rabhits—” asked the
Princess, “had they really turned to stone?”

“Not by a long shot!” exclaimed the driver.
“Coulter made that out of whole cloth.”

“What does he mean?” asked the Princess,
‘

“I understand but little of his charming dis
course.”

Merri laughed. ‘

.

“He means that Coulter evolved the entire
story from his imagination-—thatit was utterly
without foundation.”

“Then an untruth that is all false is made
from who1e—cloth?” asked the puzzled Hindoo.
“I fear I shall never learn the American lan- ~

guage.”
“Oh yes you can, marm,” said the driver en-

eouragingly,“All you’ve got to do is to butt in
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Whether you know things or not. You’ll soon

catch on.”
,

“I hope to ‘catch on,’ ” she replied with a

demure smile, “but not being a goat, I shall
make no attempt to ‘butt in.’ ”

“You did thatbeautifully!”said Merri with
a laugh. “Even I with my knowledge of slang,
could not have excelled you.” ‘

After lunch theywent aboard a large steamer
and crossed that part of Lake Yellowstone
known as the Thumb, stopping en route at
one of the little islands to admire the collection
of Park animals, kept there during the season,
for the inspection of visitors.

The lake ride is one of the most attractive
features of the Park trip, being distinctly
difierent from all else.

The lake somewhat resembles, in outline, the
shape of the human hand, with its fingers and
thumb. It covers some one hundred and fifty
square miles, and is the largest body of Water
in North America, to be found at an altitude of
7,788 feet above the sea-level.

The lofty snow-clad mountains that tower
ever higher and higher, losing themselves in
the dim distance, make an exquisite setting for
the beautifulWaters they surround.

Truly,no one can afiord to miss theLake trip.
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CHAPTER XX

THE MYSTIC AGAIN

Miss Lewis had no difiiculty in persuading the
Mystic to again address an audience.

“Why should I object?” he asked. “All are

entrusted with a message to the world. I have
no right to withhold a word which may benefit
my brother—man.”

.

‘ ‘It is good of you, ” said Merri, ‘ ‘to give your
time to strangers.”

“They are my brothers,” he corrected. “We
are all rays from the great Eternal Sun of the
Universe.”

Aftermuch coaxing, Merri induced the Prin-
cess to join theparty which listened so earnestly
to the words of the Guru.

“Religion does not interest me,” she said.
“It fills me with perplexity and unrest. My
husband studies much with Gum. He has long
hours of meditation in his own apartment, when
no one dares approach him. I think it must
be very dull.”

“And how” asked Merri, “do you amuse

yourself at such times?”
268
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The Mystic Again 269

“I read and study with my companion, or,
perhaps I sing,” returned thePrincess.

“You sing?” said Merri. “How delightful!”
‘ ‘I sing becauseI must,” explained the Prin-

cess. “It is the cry of a hungry heart.”
.

“Ido not not understand,” said Merri, “You
are young and beautiful,with Wealth and sta-
tion; What more can you desire?”

“My friend,” cried the Princess with un-

usual emotion, “you know not the loneliness
which comes with rank. I crave life and equal-
ity. I detest those who fawn and flatter--my
heart aches for even one true friend.”
“I love you,” said Merri, simply.
The Princess looked steadily into her eyes,

then as though satisfied, threw her arms about
the girl and kissed her.
“It is sweet of you to tell me,” she said.

“You are noble and true, like your cousin.”
“And becauseI love you,” continued Merri,

“I want you to meet my friends. They will
interest you. Besides, the Mystic gives such
beautifultalks, and explains everythingso sim-
ply, that it helps us all to grow better.”

“I, too, will hear these discourses, and grow
better,” said the Princess.

So it came to pass, that she left her lonely
chamber to join the eager throng which, that
evening, crowded around the Yogi. In their

{Fit :3:/iv ~;l :;~./
L,‘



270 The Maid, The Mom and The Mystic
midst he sat, calm and thoughtful, his fine face
glowing with intellectual power.

The party from the Wylie Camp greeted
_

Merri effusively.
“We miss you tremendously,”said the Doc-

tor.
,

“We still keep your vacant seat in our

coach,” remarked his wife.
“How dear of you!” exclaimed Merri.
“Your desertion falls heaviest upon me,”

said Rex. ‘ ‘ The othersare so staid and proper. ’ ’

“Why Rex!” exclaimed his mother, “One
would thinkyou a child.”
“I am,” he asserted. “So is she; that is why

we are such chums.”
Merri presented her friendsto the Princess

who received them graciously. The Rajah did
not join them, but sat apart, talking earnestly
with Clarke.

Rex and the Princess soon became friends.
His open, boyish admiration charmed her, while
his somewhat slangy style of conversation de-
manded her closest attention.

“Who is the tall man with the teeth?” she
asked in a whisper, as the Vegetarian entered.

“Oh,” replied Rex, “he is an ardent admirer
of our young friend,” nodding toward Merri.

“Is it so?” asked the astonished Princess.
“She likes him?”
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“Yes,” replied the boy, “they are simply
Wrapped up in each other, have neither eyes
nor ears for otherpeople.”

“Strange-——strange,” murmured the deceived
Princess.

Rex was enjoying himself prodigiously.
“Yes, it is strange,” he continued. “Here

I am, as everyone knows, frantically in love
with her, and there is Clarke—”

“Ah!” cried the Princess, deeply interested.
“As I was saying,” continued Rex, “thefel~

low ean’t keep his eyes from her face-—and
such eyes he has too! I wouldn’t blame any girl
‘fur a lcvin’ dat man.’ ”

“That sounds very quaint,” replied thePrin-
cess, “but I do not understand your meaning.
It is slang?”

“No,” returned Rex, “it is nigger talk.
Have you never heard them talk and sing?”

“Never;” answered the Princess, “to me it
is quite new.”

“Is theta fact?”asked Rex in a tone of pity.
“Then, you have something to live for.”

“Where does one hear this strange lan-
guage?” questioned the lady.

“Oh, I say!” exclaimed Rex. “If you come

to our camp tomorrow night,‘I’ll get up a min-
strel Show for your express benefit-blackfaces,
coon songs, and all.”
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“You are very kind,” said the Princess, “I

shall enjoy it muc .”
“Do you hear, my friend?”she called to Mer—

ri,who was deeply engrossed with the Vegetar-
1an.

“What is it?” asked Miss Lewis, as she
joined them.

“This kind Mr. Rex has promised to make
entertainment for me tomorrow night with~——-
with--”

‘ ‘A grand Nigger Minstrel,” supplied Rex as

she hestitated.
“You will come?” asked the Princess.
“Of course she will come!” exclaimed Rex.

“Why she is to be the star actress.”
The Princess looked shocked.
“Is it permitted in America, that a lady do

such things?” she asked in astonishment.
“Oh, yes,” answered Rex, “it is permitted

all right. Besides, We do as We please in
Camp.”

“That is why camping is so delightful;”
added Merri; “of course we do nothingoutrag-
eous, but we are absolutely free.”
“It is not so in India;” replied the Princess,

“one would lose caste.”
The Vegetarian could not allow this to pass

unnoticed. Regardless of the fact that he had
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not beenpresented to thePrincess, he proceeded
to drive in a socialistic wedge.

“You forget, Madame,” he snorted, “that
this is a free country. I thank God that our

people are not ground by the curse of caste.
That, in my opinion is just what has degraded
India through all these centuries. Now, God
made every man the equal of his fellow man;
so why in the—’’

“Hush!” exclaimed Merri, “The Mystic is
about to speak.”

The large hall became very still, for its occu-

pants were deeply interested in every Word
which came from the Holy One.
“I rejoice, my friends,” said the Mystic,

“thatyou are sufiiciently interested in the vital
questions of life to seek further information
concerning them; I regoice that my Words may
aid you in finding the light; I rejoice if I awake
in the breast of one of you a desire to forsake
the illusions of the flesh, and to tread ever so

slowly, the Path which leads to Perfection.
“I shall speak to you this evening upon the

vast‘ power of the human mind. The mind is
your greatest curse, or your greatest blessing--
it creates for you heaven or hell. Your own

Bible has said ‘as a man thinkethin his heart,
so is he.’ The mind is the ruling power, the
creative force of man. Withoutit you are noth-
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ing; you accomplish nothing. Beware, there-
fore of anythingor any person, thatwould take
away your freedom of thought.

“Think always for yourself, no one can do
this for you. It is through thought alone that
you attain the highest.

“Learn to control the mind, and you become
whatsoever you will. But, until you learn to
control your own mind, and free it from the
thraldom of the senses, you can never hope to
conquer other minds, or to master the forces
of nature.

“’_l.‘o become a Yogi, one must practice long
and faithfully. He must forsake all argumenta-
tions and disputes; all light reading and vain
conversation. He must he like thepearl oyster.

“In India We have a legend that if it rains
when the Star Svati is in the ascendant, and a

drop of rain falls into the oyster, thatdrop will
become a pearl. The oysters, knowing this,
comes to thesurface, whenever thatStar shines,
and Wait eagerly to catch the precious rain
drops. When one falls into the shell, quickly,
the oyster closes, and dives to the bottom of
the sea, there to patiently develop that drop
into a pearl.

“My brothers,be like thepearl oyster; fritter
not your time in beginningthe thingsyou never

accomplish. Those who nibble here, and taste
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there, attain nothing. They are but slaves in
thehand of Nature——-creatures of circumstances,
who never get beyond the senses.

“He who truly desires to accomplish, must
take up one idea-—thinkof it; dream of it; live
it, until his brain, nerves and muscles absorb
and make it their own.

“A teacher is necessary if one would attain
the highest; merely a course of instruction
availethlittle. The Chela must, as you say in
America, Work out his own salvation.

“To succeed one requires tremendous energy
--stupendous Will. In thisage of New Thought
you have heard much of the Conscious-mind.
There is still another plane upon which mind
can function, called the Super—conscious. Now,
the field of reason, or the conscious working
of the mind, is very limited-it cannot go be-
yond its own small circle. Ask of reason any
important truth; for instance, What is man;

,

why was he created; What his ultimate end?
The answer comes, ‘I know not.’ Does reason

give us any information? None. Whence, then,
come our ideas of God, of love, of sympathy,of
morality; and above all, of unselfishness? Con»
sider a moment; all ethics,all human action, all
human thought hang upon this one idea of un-

selfishness.
“Why should I be unselfish? Why not be like
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the brute, taking all, and considering none‘!
Whenee, I ask, came the idea of unselfislmess
to those early teachers of the human race? Was
it instinctive? Hardly. The animals possess
instinct, but they have not unselfishness. Nor
was it reason—--reasonexplainsnothing.Whence
then, comes this knowledge?

“In studying history we find that all these
truths came to them from the Beyond. Some
of them, alas! could not understand what they
were getting---hence the error in much of what
is called religion.

“All founders of religious systems claim to
have heard the voice of God; to have seen an

Angel or a Deva.
“What does Yoga teach? That these men

were right in claiming thatall knowledge came

from beyond the plane of Reason; but, We as-

sert, all knowledge comes from within ones-

self. The mind has a state of consciousness be-
yond reason; and when we reach thatplane, We

attain all knowledge.
“Sometimes a man stumbles into this state

without due preparation. He does not under-
stand what he sees or hears, so interprets it
by his outer knowledge. Now, there is great
danger in coming unprepared into the Super-
conscious state; for, with all the knowledge
one thus gains, he is prone to grope in dark-
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ness. He understands but little of What he
sees or hears, and gives out to the world many
strange superstitions which should not exist.

“Mahommed was a great teacher; he accom-

plished much for the good of humanity; yet
much evilwas wrought by his fanaticism. Con-
sider themillionsof people slaughtered through
his teachings. Parents bereft of theirchildren;
children deprived of their parents; husbands
torn from Wives, entire countries destroyed.

“Yet,Mahommed was inspired. If you read
his writings you will find many Wonderful
truths mixed with gross superstition. Because

i he Went untrained into the Super-conscious
state, his teachings contain as much error as

of truth.”
“How,” asked Merri, earnestly, “can one

attain true knowledge?”
“All truth, all knowledge, all wisdom comes

from Within,” replied the Yogi. “Each person
must develop them for himself. There is no

Royal Road; all must follow the Path.”
“This Pathyou so constantly allude to must

be very steep and tiresome,” said Merri. “It
sounds like the ‘straight and narrow way,’ We

have heard of all our lives.”
“It is the same,” replied the Mystic. “Your

beautiful Christ taught the true Wisdom-reli
gion. Yet,how many who profess to follow him
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understand his teachings! Which of them folr
lows the Golden Ru1e—that Law which existed
from the beginningof time!

“How many professing Christians will lead
religious lives on Sunday,and cheat theirbroth-
ers on Monday? Who among you will guard
your brother’s honor as your own? Who has
learned to forgive an injury! Who can love
his enemy?

“You have heard these teachings from in-
fancy, yet, which of you closely examines your
own heart beforeyou act? If your heart is pure
you will think no evil; do no Wrong. The
thought is Father to the act. ’

“Remember the Law, ‘whatsoever ye will
thatmen should do unto you, do ye even so unto
them.’ No one can escape the Law; it is for
high and low, rich and poor; all must abide
by it. What befallshim who breaks the Law‘!
He must reap that which he has sown. There
is no escape.

“This is the great Law of Karma, which puz»
zles many Western readers of our OrientalPhil-
osophies. Jesus also taught this Law, but it
is not understood by the Church of today.”

“As I understand it;” said the Vegetarian,
“Karma is the pay we get for the sins We com-

mit.” ‘

“Karma,” replied the Yogi, “is the result
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that follows each action. It is the punishment
you inflictupon yourself, or the good you have
created for your benefit. Every good deed you
do unto anothercomes back to bless you; every
evil deed returns to curse you.
“If you thinkan unkind thought of another,

speak an unkind word, or in any Way injure
your fellow man, you may expect, withabsolute
certainty, to receive similar treatment. You
may possibly escape punishment in this life, but
in the next you niust live out the Karma which
you alone have created. That is the Law, from
which there is no possible escape.”

“You spoke of some other life;” said Mrs.
Chapman, “I assume you allude” to reincarna~
tion.”

.

“Ido,” replied theMystic.
“You believe” she continued, “that when

one dies, instead of entering the Eternal rest as

We are taught by the Church, that he must
return to earth again and again, through count-
less lives?”

“Does thatnot appeal to you as the only log-
ical way of attaining perfection?” asked the
Yogi. '

“It does not,” returned the lady. “I prefer
the blessed joys of Heaven to continued exist-
ence upon earth throughmany lives. If it rests
with me, I shall never return.”
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“Why do you regard reincarnation as nec-

essary?” asked Merri.
“In the beginningof his life upon the Earth

—-plane,” explained theMystic, “man was pure
spirit. While he had not sinned, and possessed
no evil passions, he was entirely devoid of that
experience which goes to make up a perfect be»
ing. The longest life is too short in which to
acquire all the knowledge man is capable of ob-
taining, and to gain which he materializedupon
this planet. Why, then, should he rest in that
vague realm you call Heaven, after spending
so few years upon Earth? Is it not well thathe
return again and again, tillhe has experienced
every joy, every sorrow, every pleasure, every
pain? How can he know anything unless by
experience in the human body?”
“It does seem logical,” admitted Mrs. Chap—

man. “What you say of pure spirits reminds
me of Adam and Eve, in the Garden of Eden,
before the Serpent entered.”

‘ ‘As I before stated,” replied theYogi, “your
Bible is a book of Symbols. I can explain it to
you in simple language, and show you, through
all the parables and imagery, the same beauti-
ful Wisdom-religion which existed thousandsof
years ago, and which must continue throughout
Eternity.”

“Well,” blurted out the Bridegroom, “I
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wish to the Lord that we had you as preacher
in our church back home. I can make neither
head nor tail of most of the stuff I hear from
that pulpit.”

“Perhaps” remarked the Guru, “you make
but little effort to understand. Remember, my
brother, it is you who must seek knowledge. It
matters not how eloquent the preacher, nor

how lucid his discourse, illuminationmust come

from within.”
“Man alive!” exclaimed the groom, “how

the devil am I to get understanding when I
don’t know how?”

“Withineach of us there burns a light,” re»

sumed the Mystic. “In some it is but a mere

spark; yet, that tiny spark is a part of the Di~
vineFlame. Properlydeveloped it will illumine
the soul and make clear all that now is dark.
You ask how to obtain this illumination? I can

answer, through thepower of Love.
“God, the great, Eternal Essence of all, you

cannot new love, becauseyou cannot yet know
nor understand Him; but, your brother—man,
whom you do know, you must learn to love as

you love yourself. As, by slow degrees you learn
this lesson, ‘you will more clearly understand
how to love God. When you realize that there
is but one life; that every blade of grass that
grows; each flower thatdecks the field; the wild
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animals of the jungle; the song-birdsthatglad—
den the forest; the monsters of the deep; yea,
thevery stocks and stones, receive life from the
One Source, you will become imbued with a

feeling of kinship to all creation. You will say
within your heart, ‘these are my brothers. I
have reacheda higher plane of development, my
greater knowledge imposes upon me larger
responsibilitiestoward my humbler brothers. I
must treat them kindly,even as I hope for con-

sideration from those radiant beings so far
above my present scale of vibration.’

‘ ‘ ‘How’you ask, ‘canI love my neighbor? He
is distasteful to me; he is a man of no honor
and the truth is not in him. He did me a dirty
trick only yesterday. How can I love him?’

“Consider, my brother; as you sufler at the
hands of another you are only reaping what
you have sown. Remember that your weaker
brother is now passing over the ground you
have already trod.

“In some past life, you too, have been a thief, V

H

a liar, a murderer.
‘ ‘All must evolve from thelower to thehigher

state. This is the Law. He, then, is Well upon
the Path, who can say earnestly and sincerely,
‘I love all the Whole World; for in its forms,
and all its creatures, I see expressed the infinite
Spark which is like myself.’ ”
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CHAPTER XXI

THE GRAND CANYON

Passing theminor attractionsalong the route,
our tourists pushed on, in haste to see theGrand
Canyon, and theGreat Falls of theYellowstone.

The road passes througha rollingbitof coun-

try skirting the banks of the Yellowstoneriver,
untilwithina short distance of theUpper Falls.
The magnificent bridge which spans the river
at the head of the rapids, just above the Upper
Falls, affords the opportunity of viewing the
Canyon from bothsides; also of descending into
the Canyon, by the famous Tommy’s Trail,
which takes one down to the very foot of the
Great Falls.

‘

About a quarter of a mile above the Upper
Falls the current becomes very rapid, tumbling
over a succession of cascades and swirling
around great masses of rock in mid stream.
Just before reaching the Falls, it turns abrupt
ly to the east, preventing a good View of the
cataract from the Hotel side of the river.

Above the Falls, 21 jutting point of rock af-
fords a magnificent View of the rapids, and the
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284 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic

great masses of foaming water as it rushes over

the precipice.
“I should like to stand here all day,” said

Merri, “if I was not so anxious to see the Can—
yon.”

“See those columns of Water that rise like
rockets from the abyss!” cried Mr. Clarke.
“I have been wondering over them,” replied

Merri.
“ ‘The Falls have a perpendicular drop of

one hundred and forty feet,’ ” read the Prin-
cess from her guidebook.

A short distance beyond Cascade Creek they
catch theirfirst glimpse of the Canyon.

“Over yonder,” said the driver, pointing
withhis whip, “just threemilesaway, is Inspir-
ation Point.”

“Why the name?” asked the Princess, “is it
so inspiring?”

“Themthatclaim to know says it is, ” replied
the man. “You see, it is fifteen hundred feet
above the river, and gives a bully View of both
the canyon and the Falls.”

“But the name?” persisted the Princess,
“Why is it so called?”

“Oh, you see,” returned the driver, “some
artist fellow (I. forget his name) come here
once, and painted the Great Falls and a piece of
theCanyon all in thesame picture. He lowed as
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how he ’d gained inspiration to do the job while
standing on that point; so naturally, the folks
round here called the spot Inspiration Point.”

“The artist Was Thomas Moran,” remarked
Merri,“Irememberseeing thepicture you men~

tion in our National Capitol at Washington.”
“Yesmarm,” replied the driver, “that’s the

chap; they do say that he got a pile of money
for it.”

Looking down stream, the View of the Can-
yon is especially fine, though the brilliant col-
oring of its walls is not so striking as when
observed from above.

The road leads along the very verge of the
gorge, and the tourists gazed withbated breath,
deep down the precipitate sides of the canyon,
to Where theriver flows, like a narrow silver
ribbon, many hundred feet below.

Leaving their carriage, our party walked out
upon the many points of observation that jut
into the river. The rare beauty of their sur-

roundings, its overpowering grandeur and ex-

quisite coloring, beggars description.
“Ah!” cried the Princess. “It is so beautiful

———-so terrible that it hurts me———it pains my
heart.” ’

“What distresses me most” remarkedMerri,
“is that I cannot look upon the Falls and the
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Canyon at the same time. ‘Both distract me so

thatI can enjoy neither.”
Looking up stream one beholds the beautiful

Falls. Not the grandest on earth, though none

are more lovely; and surely none can boast of
such stupendous setting. On each side rise
vast pinnaclesof sculptured rock. «The shining
silvery waters, which have been compressed
to less than one hundred feet, now leap a per~
feotly level shelf—doWn, down it tumbles, three
hundred and sixty feet, into the gorge below
Where, amid those appalling depths, it dwindles
into a mere thread of light.

The lofty rock sides of the wall which rise
almost perpendicularly are exquisitely tinted.
The dash of wind and wave, the forces of frost
and snow, the filing process of glazier and
mountain torrent, the hot breath of boiling
spring and geyser have sculptured these ever-

lastingwalls into wonderful shapes.
“They remind me of some of the castles along

the Rhine,” remarked Merri.
“Or some vast old cathedral,” said Mr.

Clarke. ’

“Only,”commented the Princess, “these are

more lofty and sublime.”
“ ‘Now you ’re talking!’ ” exclaimed the

voice of Miss Lewis, so closely resembling that

{>27 :5:/r ~;l :;~./ iii:
L,‘



amaze-

" reJpl1ea

The Grand Canyon 287

of thedriver, thatthePrincess started in amaze-

ment.
“How do you do it?” she asked.
‘ ‘Mimicry is one of my cardinal sins,” replied

Merri.
“I think it is a ‘dandy’ gift,” observed the

Princess demurely.
“So you are really learning to use slang,”

said Merri witha laugh. “Oh, just look at that
coloring!”
“It is as though a rainbow had fallen from

the sky,” said the Princess, “and been absorb-
ed into those rook fninarets and domes.”

“How poetic!” exclaimed Mr. Clarke, “yet
how true.”

The entire gorge seemed to flame with color.
The underlying shade is yellow, deepened into
orange. Near the base, dark moss shades rolled
into vivid green. Many shades of rich brown
blended into deep purplehues, dainty lavenders
or pale greys. Great white rocks stand out like
spectres of the past; lofty red turrets shoot up,
crimson as though stained in blood. A perfect
wilderness of color, before which one stands
appalled-—filledwithawe and reverence for this
masterpiece of creation.

The distance from the Thumb to the Canyon
being short, our tourists have ample time upon
arrival at the latter, to follow the various foot
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paths which lead to exceptionally fine views of
the Falls or Canyon.

Upon one of these trails, Merri and the Prin-
cess, Who had wandered ofi alone, met Rex, also
upon investigation bent.
“I say chum!” he cried, “Isn’t it gorgeous?

Did you ever see such coloring?”
“Never!” she replied. “It is as vivid as a

sunset—as dainty as a flower. I am simply too
full for utterance.”

“Oh, say” remarked the boy, “you should
have heard the Bridegroom.”

“Did he say ‘nice thing—.nice thing--upon
my word?’ ” questioned Miss Lewis.

“No,” replied Rex. “He looked a moment
at the Canyon, then exclaimed in sorrow not
unmixed with disgust, ‘Suffering Moses! What
a Waste! Why in thename of common sense did
God Almighty hide thishandsome piece of seen-

ery Way off here? Why didn’t he set it down in
Central Park or along the Hudson, Where folks
could see it Without going to the end of crea-

tion?’ ”

Merri laughed heartily and the Princess also
enjoyed Rex ’s description. The boy amused
her greatly.

“We are going down Tommy’s Trail after
lunch,” he remarked. “I hope you two feel up

i

to it.”
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“Would it not be more correct to say down
to it?” asked Merri.

“Perhaps so,” he replied, “I believe We

go down fifteen hundred feet.”
“It matters not if it were fifteen thousand

feet,” returned Merri. “I am game for any
adventure the Park afiords.”

“You are a partner worth having,” replied
Rex with enthusiasm. “I’llmeet you at three
sharp, in front of '1‘ommy’s cabin, and see you
safely down the trail.”

“0. K.,” answered Merri.
The princess was sorely puzzled.
“I was startled to hear that you were

‘game,f ” she said slowly,“but ‘caught on’ to
the fact that it meant brave. This 0. K. is be-
yond me. What means it, my friend?”

“It means,” said Rex, “All Korrect; and is
good American for without further trouble.”

“Is it an Americancustom to abbreviatemany
words?” asked the Princess.

“It is,” replied Merri. “You see, We are so

progressive, We really have not time for speak-
ing the whole Word. When it comes to action,
we lead the World, but our language leaves
much to be desired.”
“I do not criticise,” remarked the Princess.

“I merely do not understand your abbrevia-
tions, slang and negro dialect.”
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290 The Maid, The Man and The Mystic
“That reminds me, Miss Lewis,” said Rex.

“I am depending largely upon your songs and
stories for tonight ’s performance. See thatyou
are prepared.”
“I am sorry to disappoint you,” returned

the girl, “but I simply cannot assist.”
“Not assist!” shrieked Rex, “you, the star

performer backingdown! Are you ill?”

“No,” she began, “but I---”
“Then but me no buts, young Woman,” cried

the irate stage manager. “You are booked for
this show and you ’ve got to perform.”

“Listen, foolish boy,” said Merri gravely.
“Ever since I heard the Mystic discourse upon
the great things of life I have been thinking,
‘how best can I follow the Path.’ Surely cake-
walks and coon songs will not speed me on my
way. Besides, the terrific grandeur of this can-

yon fills me with such sublime feelings that I
find no room in my heart for frivolity.”

“Oh” groaned Rex, “that I should live to
see this day of bitter disappointment. I sup-
pose you’ll be going into a Yogi nunnery,” he
continued sadly.

“Are you never overcome with the serious
side of life?” asked Merri. “Do you ever con

sider the terrible responsibilitieswe all must
face———all that the mere act of living entails
upon us?”
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“Of course I do;” returned Rex, “just now

the ‘terrible responsibility’ of that minstrel
threatens to turn my hair grey, yet you meanly
desert me in my hour of need. You pretend to
love the Princess, yet refuse to aid in her
amusement. You may think it a ‘change of
heart,’ but I call it mean and selfish.”

“Perhaps it is,” she assented meekly,“I am

sorry to disappoint you, but I have lost all in
terest in such things. Without enthusiasmone

can do nothing. Just now, my one desire is to
hear the Mystic speak, and to begin my journey
along thePath.” ‘

“The Mystic,” replied Rex, “is a gentleman,
and a scholar; a man of sense and of true piety.
Now, I bet my hat he would advise you to give
your best efforts for the entertainment of your
friends.”
“Iwillnot seek to persuade,” said the Prin-

cess, “I respect your soruples, althoughI would
much enjoy your songs.”

“And I’Ve been counting on you for the cake-
walk,” grumbled Rex. “Our eool<—1ady has
promised a cake to the best couple and a lot of
drivers and maids are going in for it. Surely
you Won’t go back on me, chum—-—-where else
could I find a partner?”
“I suppose I shall have to do it,” she said
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grudgingly, “but be sure to have the frolic be
fore the Mystic lectures, or I can do nothing.”

“Leave thattoyour Uncle!’’ repliedRex with
enthusiasm. “I knew my chum would not for-

_

sake me. ’ ’

“You need never be sure of what a Woman

willdo,” answered Merri.
“Just now,” said the Princess, ‘_‘two of them

should bid this boy adieu and hasten to the ho-
tel. Our party may grow uneasy at our long
absence.”

After lunch they were driven to Inspiration
Point, a distance of about two miles from the
hotel.

The driveway follows as nearly as possible,
the very edge of the canyon, affording some

rarely beautifulscenery.
At Point Lookout, situated a half mile below

the falls, one can obtain an excellent View of
both falls and canyon. It is twelve hundred
feet above theriver; and beingso near the hotel,
is much frequented by tourists. A trail down
the ravine led them to Red Rock, which lies
under Point Lookout.

“The driver said” remarked Merri, as they
viewed their surroundings, “that this is the
very best View to be had of the falls.”
“It is beautiful,”replied the Princess with-

0
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out enthusiasm,“but why should we follow all
these trails. Is not one View sufficient?”
“I fear you are lazy,” returned Merri. “Of

course we must see the falls and canyon from
every possible point. That, just now, is our

business in life.”
“Do you never tire of it?” asked the Prin-

eess.

“Never!” cried Merri, “I'd love to stay in
thePark a year; then I’d thinkonly of when I
could return.”

After crossing the bridge they made a short
stop at Artist Point, where Moran painted his
celebrated picture of the falls. The artist had
chosen his ground well; no other spot could
have given him such grand scenic elfeets.

Looking down stream, the View of the can-

yon is incomparable, with its vividly colored
spires and domes, while a glance up the river
shows the full beauty of the falls.

“The artist who attempted this scene was

undoubtedly a man of great courage,” re-

markedMr. Clarke. “Itwould require absolute
faith in one’s own powers to induce him to
even begin the task.”

“Of course,” began Merri, “he was a gen-
ius—”

“My dear girl,” returned Clarke, “genius
only means confidence in one ’s power of accom~
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plishment, united to anunlimited capacity for
hard Work.”

“Then,” said Merri, “you think one can do
absolutely anything, if he tries hard enough
and long enough?”

“Yes,” answered her cousin, “provided he
has an abidingfaith in his power of attainment.
Without absolute confidence in Self, one need
never attempt a task of any magnitude.”

,

After enjoying the Wonderful View from In-
spiration Point, our party drove to the home of

‘ that sturdy explorer known as “Uncle Tom-
my.’ ’ Guided by thatcelebrity, in person, they
made the descent to the Very foot of the falls.

Their guide discoursed fluently upon the
wonders of the canyon, and “caused each par-
ticular hair to stand on end” by the thrilling
experiences he related, all pertaining to his ef~
forts to find and perfect this same trail for pub-
lic use.

“Yes, Marm,” he said, “there was times
when I hung over the brink of the chasm, hold- ‘

ing to a bare rock, or a bough of a tree, not
knowing what minute I’d be hurled into eter~
nity.”

“Were you scared, Uncle Tom?” asked Rex,
who had joined them at the cabin.

“Yes, child,” replied Tom, “scared as the
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devil; but I grit my teeth and hilt on, and the
Good Master guided my feet aright.”
“Icomprehend not,” said thePrincess, “Why

you suffered such hardship! Were you com»

pelled to do it?”
“Yes,Miss;” returned Uncle Tom, “but thar

warn’t no man compelled me. It was just my
own nature. You know some folks ain’t never

happy onless they is running into the wuss kind
of danger.”

Over the most dificult places wooden steps
have been constructed—-three hundred and
sixty-five in all, though not continuous.

This rendered the descent comparatively
easy, permitting the tourist an opportunity to
rest, when tired, and to admire the View With—
out fear of breaking his neck. The entire trail
is charmingly picturesque, and will remain a

distinct remembrance to all who follow its in
tricate mazes.

“You must hold my hand, Uncle Tom,” said
Merri, “I don ’t want to tumble down the
chasm.”

“Bless your heart, Sissy,” replied the guide,
“its plumb safe.” '

The Vegetarian, who had also joined them,
seized her hand and held it firmly.

Rex laughed openly; Mr. Clarke looked
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amused; while the Princess appeared deeply
shocked.

“You need someone to look after you,” he
insisted, as he helped her over the rough places.
“Ethelalways said I could help her better than
anyone else.”

“You are Very kind,” she murmured po~
litely.

“Oh,” he returned, “I’d be kinder still, if
you didn’t freeze all the blood in my veins.
Now, you are just the sort of woman that I
want for-—”

“Oh, just look at that frightful chasm!” she
cried with a shudder. “Is it not appalling?”

“Yes, yes———but as I was saying-—”
“And suppose,” she continued, determined

to out~talk him, “just suppose one should
fall--”

“Do not be afraid,” he said tenderly,“Iwill
protect you with my life. Ethel always said
that I could——”

The situation was becomingdesperate. Merri
looked around for aid. The stalwart form of
Uncle Tom strode on in front, while her friends
walked leisurely behind her, not caring to fol-
low the break-neck gait of the Vegetarian.

In despair of controlling the conversation,
Merri sat upon a bank of loose gravel to await
her friends.
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“Go on,” she said, “Imust stop a moment.”
She did not know the full capacity of the

man.
.

‘ ‘I suppose you’ve got a pebble in your shoe,”
he said. “I’lIget it out for you. Ethel always
said I could beat anyone she ever saw putting
on her shoes.”

To her horror, he fell upon one knee, removed
her neat tan Oxford and after shaking it vigor~
ously, replaced it deftly. As, withgreat nicety,
he finished tying the ribbon bow, Rex and the
Princess joined them.

The Princess looked distressed, While Rex
made no effort to hide his amusement.

“Pardon our intrusion,” he said, with elabo-
rate politeness, “The trail is too narrow to ad»
mit of a detour}?

“She thought there was a pebble in her
shoe,” replied the Vegetarian, “but I found
nothing.”

Merri laughed nervously.
“You misunderstood me,” she said, “Imere-

ly wanted to rest a While and admire the soon-

eryj:
Aside to the Princess she whispered, “For

heaven sake do not leave me alone with that
man!”

“My poor friend!” murmured the Princess.
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“He does look dangerous. I fear his great
yellow teeth, and his mighty jaws. ”,
“I am more in fear of his tender speeches,”

replied Merri.
At last they reach the end of the trail, where

the river, now a narrow stream, flows between
towering walls of brillianthue; and where the
beautifulfalls foam and sparklein the sunlight.

“My lord, man,” spluttered theBride-groom,
as he stumbled along, “I thinkyou should pay
us for coming down this break-neck trail of
yours, instead of filching our pockets of
money.” I

“What you talking about, Mister?” replied
Uncle Tom, with a laugh. “I ain’t charging
you nothingfor bringingyou down here.”

“The dickens you’re not!” exclaimed the
Groom, “Then why the devil did we have to
show the color of our money before we

started?”
“Oh, that,” remarked the pioneer gravely,

“Was for bringing you back, safe and sound.
If you ’ll agree to Wait down here an hour after
we start back, then come up alone, I’ll give you
back your half dollar.”

“Not on your life!” yelled the Groom, “I’ll
be the first man to follow you on theuptrail.’ ’

“Then quit your kicking,” drawled Uncle
Tom, “and act the gentleman, even if you ain’t
one.”
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CHAPTER XXII

BOTH GAY AND GRAVE

The long tables had been removed from the
eommodious dining-tent of the Wylie Camping
Company, and seats had been arranged for the
accommodation of spectators.

The young people were inspired not only with
the desire to please the gracious Princess, but
to enjoy the physical pleasure derived from ac-

tive exercise.
Baby Lou, who knew the attainments of the

girls at each camp, and the powers of theyoung
drivers, assisted greatly in arranging the pro-
gram.

Only those who could personate negroes were

allowed to take part; for the minstrel was in-
tended to give the Princess an accurate idea of
the picturesque black race of America. The
cook provided burnt cork, While the good-na»
tured matron ransacked the camp for suitable
‘ ‘make-up. ’ ’

The Princess was charmed. She greatly en-

joyed thequaint sayings and thepatheticsongs
although she did not always understand the
drift of the language.

299
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Miss Lewis, her sunny hair hidden beneath

a red bandanna, her rosy complexion deepened
to inky black,and her slender form transfigured
to the comfortable proportions of the typical
“ole Mammy,” delighted her audience with a
wierd piece of folk-lore,wherein was given the
reason why the robin has a red breast. This
recital so charmed her hearers, most of whom
were northernpeople,.thatshe sang a dear little
coon~song, her rendition being so perfect that
one could hardly realize she was not a negro.

The comic songs, and the “shuffle” appealed
strongly to the audience, but the cake-Walk
proved the striking feature of the occasion.
Six couples entered the contest and acquitted
themselves so well that the “Honorable
Judges” were much puzzled how to decide the
weighty question. When struggling with the
problem a seventh couple approached, coming
through thefront entrance, down the long aisle.

Who can describe a real cakewalk, the dance
above all others into which one throws all the
enthusiasm of his individuality? Merri and
Rex, both being well-trained gymnasts, did
more than one “fancy stunt.”

The delighted audience encored vociferously,
and the judges awarded them the cake with-
out hesitation.

“Did you like it?” asked Merri. Relieved of
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her make-up, she slipped quietly in behind the
Princess, and placed one hand caressinglyupon
that lady’s arm.

“I liked it very much,” replied the Princess.
“Ifind it hard to believethatmy dearest friend
was once a funny little fat black women. But
that dance——we have nothing like it in India.
Of course we have dancing girls, whose move-

ments are very graceful and full of emotionm
but your cake—walk is full of vigor and things
most unexpected,”

“Where did you learn those stunts?” asked
theVegetarianadmiringly. ‘ ‘ I have seen noth-
ing better among professionals.”

,_

’

“Oh,” laughed Merri, “one does not learn a

cakewalk-——ihe must evolve it from his inner
consciousness.’ ’

Around the great camp-fire had gathered not
only the Wylie people, but visitors from the
hotel and tourists from othercamps. Afterthis
evening they could not hope to hear the Yogi
again, so all who could took advantage of this
last opportunity. ‘

“My friends,” said the Mystic, “as many of
you, no doubt, Wish light upon some special
subject, we shall devote this, our last evening,
to the asking and answering of questions.”

“Holy Father,”remarkedRex, “I have long
been anxious to hear of Atlantis. Pray tell us
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more of that once powerful country and its
gifted people.”

“Geologically considered,” replied the Yogi,
“Atlantis belonged to the Cenolithic of Ter-
tiary period, including the Eocene, Miocene
and Pliocene ages. It had more mountains than
valleys, their summits being lost in the clouds.
Its strata depth is five thousand feet. The
Atlantic Ocean was then but an immense river;
but as America rose above thewaters to theWest
of her, Atlantis slowly sank, and the river
became an ocean.

“The inhabitants were of two distinct races,
as I before stated, each race being well versed
in primeval Wisdom, and the secrets of nature.
They enjoyed a higher degree of civilization
than has yet been attained by any earth nation,
and their religion, in the beginning, was pure
and beautiful. But they became terrible sor-

cerers, and by their own wickedness hastened
their end. As Atlantis sank other parts of the
country rose from the waters and became in
habitable. These were colonized from the one

central source; hence the similarityin the man-

ners, customs and religious belief of all peo-
ples.”

“Willtherebe anothersubmergence?’ asked
Rex. “Will the World as we know it continue
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to the end, or will the story of Atlantis he re-

peated?” °

“The crust of the earth is constantly chang-
ing,” returned the Mystic. .

“I know that;” replied the boy, “but will
there be another absolute suhmergence of an

entire continent?”
“Here, in America,” resumed the Mystic,

“is beginning the sixth sub-race, the forerun-
ner of the great root~race which will be the last
to people this planet. Long before their time,
however, will occur mighty cataclysms which
will cause much of the continent to sink be-
neath the Waters. In the West, out of the Pa-
cific, will rise a land which shall be joined to
a part of what is now America, and connected
also to ancient Egypt. This land will be a fit
home for the last race, for among its people will
be found many re-incarnates of ancient Egypt~
ians.”

“What you say of reincarnation,”remarked
Mrs. Chapman, “reminds me of Vivekananda,
Whom I heard lecture during our ColumbianEx~
position. Do you belong to the same school of
philosophy, and did you know him person~
ally?” c

“We are of the same school,” replied the
Mystic. “I know and love him as a brother.”

“Why,” returned the surprised lady, “you
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speak as thoughhe still lived. Is he not dead?”
“He has’ passed out of the mortal,” cor-

rected the Mystic. “What you call death is
but the door to another life.”

“But Why did he allow himself to die?” per-
sisted the lady. “If he possessed the same

knowledge that you do, why did he not use

it to prolong his own life———-why did he not re»

main on earth, where he was calculated to ac-

complish so much good to humanity?”
“He had attained that experience which he

most desired,” replied the Mystic, “and, in the
full flush of his youth and beauty,entered the
higher life. Why should one wait till he is old
and decrepit? Why not pass on in the full en»

joyment of mental and physicalvigor? ”

“But he was such a loss to the world,” re-

plied Mrs. Chapman.
“His life teachings will he long remem-

bered,” answered the Mystic.
“But, from out of the East shall come a light

which will illumine the World.”
“You mean” questioned Merri, “that some

great teacher will soon appear?”
“I do,” responded the sage.
“Who is he?” asked Rex. ‘ ‘I hope he is from

India, and is as good a Christian as you are.”
The Yogi smiled.
“The coming Master,” he replied, “is a Hin-

-
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doo Mystic of wonderful power. His teachings
will appeal most powerfully to students and
philosophers,but the strengthand power of his
mighty influence shall be felt throughout the
World.”

“And his name, Holy One?” cried Rex, “tell
us his name.”

“He is Rakadazam” answered the Mystic,
“a name as yet unknown to you, but one which
is destined to be emblazoned upon the memory
of nations.”

“What a blessed privilege to die young,”
_

exclaimed Merri, “I think it horrible for the
soul to be forced to remain here when the body
is wasted by sickness and disease.” ~

“It need never reach thatstate,” replied the
Yogi, “the soul can free itself, when prepared
for higher unfoldment. What you call death is
but the door to a new life. It should be at—
tended by neitherpain nor sorrow. We should
enter the new sphere in the full vigor of health,
with every

,

facultyalert. ’ ’

Merri rose, and walking to where the Mystic
sat, knelt beside him.

“Oh, Holy One,” she cried, “teach me to so

live thatI may attain thisblessed, painless tran—
sition into another life. Help me to east aside
the frivolities of life and set my feet firmly
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upon the Path of Attainment. I would be thy
chela and follow thee to the ends of earth.”

The audience regarded the Maid with min-
gled horror and surprise. Surely a beautiful
young woman, so gifted and attractive, would
not sacrifice her prospects for a mere senti-
ment.

The Mystic laid his hand tenderly upon the
golden head, as he gently replied,

“You have a beautiful life before you, my
child. Your feet will be guided along the Path
by one who loves you. We shall meet again
upon this plane, but you cannot be my ehela.”

“You do not thinkme too frivolous for the
deeper studies of life?” she asked.
“I do not advise you to spend your whole life

in doing cake-Walks,” replied the Yogi, with a

smile, “nor in singing comic songs. There is
no harm in these things;and, when done purely
to give pleasure to others, they contain virtue.
But they do not tend to raise your vibrations
nor assist you in concentrating upon the Real.
As you unfold, these desires willdrop from you.
No one asks you to give them up; you will be-
come so absorbed in theReal, thatyou willhave
no time for the froth; you will drop all that
binds you to the Wheel of Things.”

“Then,” continued Merri, “to really attain
perfection, one should separate ‘himself from
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the World, and devote his entire time to soul
culture?”

“When one desires the highest,” returned
the priest, “seclusion from the World is at first
absolutely necessary. When, by strict diet, and
continuous contemplation, he has attained mas-

tery of self, the chela may again mingle With his
fellows.”

“Why is seclusion necessary?” asked Mrs.
Danvers.

“As the student develops,” explained the
Yogi, “his organism becomes more sensitive to
disturbing influences. Little things, which be‘-
fore were passed unnoticed, jar upon, and dis-
turb his vihrations. In the beginning it is nec-

essary that he be shielded from all influences
likely to disturb or retard his development.”

“Surely,” said Mrs. Chapman, “you do not
advise our young people to give up marriage,
and all the duties they owe to society, and be«
come hermits?”
“I do not, Madame,” returned the Mystic.

“All must have experience, and each soul seeks
thatspecial experience of which he stands most
in need. Therefore, it is Well to marry and
to rear children; to make money and to use it
discreetly; to fill high places and to rule with
Wisdom; thus only will the soul be satisfied to
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leave the illusions of flesh and seek the Real.”

The audiencewas surprised.
“You believe in love and marriage?” asked

Merri in Wonder.
“Love,” responded the Yogi, “is the most

beautifulof sentiments; true marriage themost
sacred bond, and the divine trinity of family
life——father,mother,child-—themost holy state
that can exist. Woe betide the woman who
marries for convenience, or the man who dese~
crates this holy union with lust of passion.
Both are creating hell for themselves, and the
sins of the parents shall be visited upon their
offspring for unborn generations.”

‘ ‘Suppose it was a question of money!” asked‘
Merri. “Would a woman bejustifiedin marry-
ing merely that she might retain her fortune?”

“No,” emphatically declared the Mystic.
“Such a union does not constitute marriage;
it is the desecration of a holy institution———an
unpardonable sin against soul and body.”

“And when people truly love,” persisted
Merri, “they should marry against all obsta-
cles?”

“Not always,” replied the Priest. “Union of
soul is the only true marriage. Sometimes
it is best that the bodies be not united; but no

law, no circumstance, can deprive the soul of
its mate.”
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The glowing eyes of Mr. Clarke met the in-
voluntary glance of his cousin. Forgetting the
fact that they were being observed with inter-
est, each read the soul of the other, and was

satisfied.
i “I beg,” said Mrs. Danvers, “that you will

tell me more about prcma, and how I may ac-

quire thatwonderful force.”
“That part of prcmayama which attempts to

control puma by means of the mentality,” re-

plied the Yogi, “is called Raja Yoga. It may
be acquired by concentration and by chaste liv-
ing. Pram; is contained in the air you breathe,
the Water you drink and the food you eat. It is
Well, therefore, to take into your body the best
and purest of these. All this you will learn in
that part of our philosophy which is called
Hatha Yoga. It deals with the science of liv-
ing and should be thoroughlymastered by all;
no one can possess a great soul without having
a clean body.” ‘

“If I study hard under proper instruction,”
continued Mrs. Danvers, “how long will it take
me to grasp and control thiswonderful pram?”

' “Some have attained it in three months,”
replied the Yogi; “some in six—-others never.

A master is necessary to direct the student and
protect him from the unseen forces; but upon
the chele depends his own progress.”
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“Is a master absolutely necessary?” asked

Mrs. Danvers.
“One may develop alone,” replied the Yogi,

“but at best the Way is long and hard. The
neophite is like a child beginning to read.
How rapid his progress under instruction; how
slow when he puzzles out each word alone.
When, after long struggle and weary Waiting,
the Unseen opens before the unprepared eyes
of the neophite, he understands it not. A
mighty terror seizes him at the threshold——
the madness of fear overcomes him.” i

“I have no wish to delve into the astral
World,” remarked Mrs. Danvers. “I simply
desire to control the vital force you call pram
and put it into practical use. I am a physician.
It will be of inestimable benefit to my profes-
sion.”

‘

“If possible,” replied the Yogi, “take a

course of lessons in Hatha Yoga, under a mas-

ter. If you cannot do this, procure a simply
written book upon thatsubject; study and prac-
tice in your home. Pay special attention to the
breath, for upon it much depends. Have abso—

.

lute confidence in your power to attain What
ever you may desire, and eliminate fear from
your mind. Train and direct the will; it is a

powerful force. Have thewill that says, ‘at my
command mountains shall crumble.’ With will,
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combineenergy and perseverance. Naught can

withstand this trinity.”
“You make strange use of the word trinity,”

remarked Mrs. Chapman. “With us the Holy
Trinity applies only to the Godhead.”

“The Holy Trinity is expressed throughout
nature,” replied the Yogi.

“Pray pardon the personal question,” said
Mrs. Chapman, “but do you, and Vivekananda
and all the rest of you Yogi people worship our

God?”
The Mystic smiled.
“Madame,” he said, “you ask a hard ques-

tion. Vivakanandabelonged to the same school
of philosophy at which I studied. We Wor-

ship the One Source of All. Our great endeavor
is to develop the spark of divinity within, that
We may in time attain perfection. You, in this
little crowd, call yourselves Christians. How
many of you Worship the same God?”

“All of us, of course!” exclaimed the indig-
nant lady.

“Within his own heart,” calmly continued
the Mystic, “each has reared a God—-—eaoh wor-

ships his individual conception of deity. So it
is with every tribe, every country. Some of
you, in this enlightened America, picture a

large, perfectly shaped man, clothed in fine rai-
ment, seated upon a gorgeous throne,a thunder-
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bolt in one hand, forked lightning in the other.
This being they call God, and worship him
through fear of the thunderbolt and terror of
the lightning flash.”

‘ ‘That is only God theFather,”remarkedthe
Bridegroom, with a hideous grin. “Don’t for-
get God theSon, and God theHoly Ghost, that'9;
up there, too, helping to hold down the jo .”

“Oh, my dear—+” protested the Bride.
“Hold your tongue, Lula,” roared her lord.

“If you want to swallow a lot of rubbish about
angels and demons, I have no objections; but
you can ’t cram thatstuff down my throat.”

The Bride looked so distressed thattheVege-
tarian hastened to fill the pause which followed
the last outburst from her spouse.
“I do not quite understand your theory of

reincarnation,” he said. “Why must I return
to earth time and again?”

“No one compels your return,” replied the
Yogi. “The force of your own desire draws
you withintheearth.-current. If you depart this
life with any unfulfilleddesire, any ungratified
ambition, an intense longing will compel the

.
soul to return for this coveted experience. We
are taught that one never reincarnates outside
of his own karma. At re-birththe soul selects
its own parents, and the environment best
adapted to supply the experience he needs.”
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“Well,” remarked the Groom, “if you mean

that the soul jumps into the skin of some child,
at its birth, I thinkmost of ’em show mighty
poor judgment in choosing their parents and
condition in life.”

“My brother,” replied the Mystic, “you do
not understand. The soul, when freed from the
illusionsof flesh, sees with the clear eyes of the
spirit. It then understands that certain in-
fluenceswilldevelop in it thequalities most de
sired; that peculiar environment Will afford
experiences most necessary for its unfoldment.
We see but the outward eifeet; who can tell the
inner working of the spirit‘!
“It matters not how hard the trial, nor how

terrible the pain, he who has gained wisdom
will say, ‘I will Weleome every experience, be
it pleasure or pain, that comes to me along the
Path of Development.’

“And now, I thankyou for thisplesant even-

ing around the campfire. The memory of it
shall remain long withme. My heart embraces
each one of you. We are brothers——ehildrenof
the All-Father.

“May the divine spark withineach heart be-
come a mighty flame of love. May that love
consume the dress of wordly desire, leaving‘
you pure and noble.

“May you behold the thousand-petaledLotus
of the Spirit, and attain bliss unspeakable.”
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CHAPTERXXIII

ANOTHER MIRACLE

As the Grand Canyon is the place, of all
others, from which to make side trips, the Ra-
jah’s party decided to rent a team and go
where and when they wished.

Miss Lewis was sorry to bid farewell to the
kind Wylie people, and to her more intimate
friends, the Chapmans and Danvers.

“ Dear chum,” said Rex, as he held her hand,
“I shall never forget you. Your image is in-
delibly stamped upon my memory, in intimate
connection with the most sublime emotions of
my life. I can never think of this gorgeous
trip without recalling my dear little pal; and,
though miles apart, I shall miss you, and long
for you, together with the hotsprings, geysers
and other wonders We have enjoyed together.”

Merri laughed heartily. ’

“It is dear of you to associate me with such
marvelous works of nature,” she said, “and I
am glad you cannot separate me from your
memories of the Par .”

“You know,” continued the boy, “you are

themost satisfactorychum I ever had. You are

314 '
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so nice and jolly and never try to make a fellow
feel small,”

“Thanks,” she returned, “I can reciprocate.
You are the dearest boy I know.”

“Chum,” he said with conviction, “I always
knew you were blessed with an intellect above
the average. Would you mind very much if I
kissed you?”

“Certainly not,” replied Merri indulgently
“I should feel quite hurt if you neglected that
brotherlyattention.”

“Well,” he said, as he performed that rite,
“you are a brick!” A

“I greatly appreciate your kindness to my
boy,” said Mrs. Chapman, as she, too, kissed
the girl. “You have been so sweet to us both
thatyou feel like our very own.”
“I shall thinkof you often,” remarked Mrs.

Danvers. “But for you, We should not have
met that delightful Mystic.”
“I trust,” said the Doctor, “that We may

meet again upon thehighway of life.”
“You are all so lovely to men!” exclaimed the

girl, deeply moved, “I cannot thank you for
the kindness you have shown the forlorn little
stranger you met just a week ago. This trip
willhe thesweetest memory of my life; and each

I of you shall be forever enshrined within my
heart. ’ ’
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They were in the coach, about to start, when
a figure was seen approaching in hot haste. He
waved his hat and called aloud, making fran-
tic efforts to attract their attention. The Prin-
cess covered him with her field-glasses, while
the coach waited, its occupants filled withmild
expectation.

“Ah, my friend!” exclaimed the Princess in
deep concern. “It is he of the long teeth. What
can he desire of you?” ’

“Be still, my heart!” murmured Merri in 8.

tone of anguish. “How can I stand the part-
inggar

‘ ‘ Such deep devotion!’’ exclaimed Mr. Clarke.
‘ ‘But really,he is a fine fellow, despite his many
fads.” '

Nearer came the Vegetarian, his hat in one

hand, a huge bunch of wild flowers in the other.
“I say!” he cried, when withinspeaking dis-

tance, “I want to tell you good-bye. We’ll be
gone when you get back tonight. To be sure we

may meet in Livingston, but one never knows.”
“I see” said Merri, “that you are as in

dustrious as ever. How far did you go for those
flowers?”

‘ ‘Oh,” he returned, ‘ ‘I only walked about five
miles. You should have been with me. I saw

two buffalo, and six elk, beside a lot of other
deer, all as gentle as kittens.”
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“I am sorry to have missed them,” replied
Merri, as she gave him her hand in farewell.

“You know,” he said, regarding her earn»

estly,“Imortally hate to say good -bye. I feel as

if I have known you a life-time. You are the
only woman I ever met since poor Ethel died
that I ever felt could take-—” I

“Here is my address,” interrupted Mr.
Clarke, handing his card to the Vegetarian.
Merri gave him a grateful smile.
“I shall be glad to see you at any time,”

resumed Mr. Clarke. “If you are ever in my
vicinity look me up.”

“'1‘hanks, awfully,” replied the Vegetarian
placing the card in his pocketbook.

“Good-bye, old fellow, and good luck to you. ”

The two men shook hands; the Vegetarian
bowed to the royal party, and the coach drove
on.

“Why does it really pain me to part from
thesepeople whom I had not seen a week ago?”
asked Merri.
“It is because your aura. has become so

blended with theirs,” said the‘Mystio, “that it
causes a severe wrench to separate them; hence
the pain at parting.”

“Oh wonderful man!” exclaimed Merri, ‘fie
there anythingyou do not know?”

“Many things;” responded the Mystic, “but
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none that I cannot discover if I so desire. The
human mind is infinite in its capacity. Man is
only beginning to vaguely comprehend his own

powers. There is no limit to his attainments,
save thatwhich he himself may place.”

“You attribute nothing to circumstances, or

to environment?”asked Merri.
“We create our own circumstances,” replied

the Yogi. “There is no such thingas accident
or chance. We get only what we create for our-

selves.”
‘ The last, and by far the most delightful ex-

cursion taken by this congenial little party
was to‘ the summit of Mount Washburn, ten
thousand feet above the seadevel.

Rising some five thousandfeet above the val-
ley from which it springs, it presents a most
majestic appearance. Standing upon the sum-

mit, one looks down upon the grandlybeautiful
panorama, as does the eagle, soaring aloft amid
the clouds. Far away, as far as the eye can

reach, lies a mass of snowy mountains——range
upon range, growing dim and vague in the
distance. Nearer by rises the serrated peak of
Pilot Mountain, while in the misty distance is
seen the snowy summits of the Madison Range.

“Look at those great spots of steam,” said
Mr. Clarke. “They proceed from the geyser-
basin thirtymiles away.”
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“It is fascinating” replied Merri, “to watch
the vapor from the geysers form into fieecy
white clouds.”

“Those bits of silver,” said the Princess,
“that flash upon the hillside, amid rich green
forest groWth—whatare they?”

“They are water-falls,” replied Mr. Clarke,
“or fragments of iceglaciers, which have not

yet completed their task of sculpturing these
mountains.”

.

YellowstoneLake, with its vivid blue Waters,
and its dainty islands, is plainlyseen, its silvery
outlet Winding down upon its Wonderful jour.~

. ney to the sea. The Grand Canyon, which from
thispoint appears to be a frightful chasm, soon

closes upon the shining Waters, and shuts them
from view. ‘

Our party were loath to leave this enchant-
ing spot, for the view was indescribablybeauti-
ful. When, finally, they forced themselves to
leave Mount Washhurn, they followed the road
leading to the petrified trees, and from thence
to Norris Basin, completing the circuit of the
‘ ‘Frying-Pan.’ ’

While the entire area of YellowstonePark is
filled with highly interesting formations, the
study of which would consume much time, the
gigantic wonders are embraced within the
“Frying-Pan,” the route of one hundred and
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fifty miles of roadway being suggestive of that
useful article. Taking the main road at Nor—
ris Basin, our tourists turned toward Gardiner
(following the handle of the frying-pan), de-
termined to stop no more by the wayside.

Their driver amused them with quaint sto—
ries about thePark,and told a numberof stock
jokes which the Princess found quite entertain-
ing. .

_“One day,” he informed them, “the water-
man who sprinkles this part of the road, filled
his tank at Alum Creek, where he found a lot
of Chicago women bathing their feet.”

“Why Chicago Women?” asked Merri. “Are
they the only privileged class?”

“Why, you see,” responded the driver,
glancing admiringly at the dainty foot of the
maiden, “the Chicago women are famous for
big feet, and alum. water always shrinks every-
thing it touches. Understand?”

“Is it really true?” asked the Princess.
“I do not know,” replied Merri. “At any

rate we do not need to experiment, thank for-
tune.”

“Why bless your heart, ma’am,” said the
driver, “I saw one of them women take oif her
shoe and use it for a boat—--positive fact.”

“Tell us about it,” begged Merri, who knew
therewas no truth in thestatement.

{>9 iii/" ~;l :;~./
L,‘

.—............................._............._..........s
.....n......,._
........._......,
.-

.........,

..__................._...........i,...

,

...
_.



shin,gs. "
worse

Another Miracle
b

321

This was a new man, not the master of slang
who had brought them from the Upper Basin.
He had a story for every occasion, and told it
with keen relish, much to the delectation of his
hearers.
“It happened at the Thumb,” he resumed.

“The lady’s little child cried to go in a boat
thatwas just leavingshore, so themotherpulled
ofi her shoe, put thekid in it, witha bitof board
to paddle with,and launched thecraft.”

“Wasit not a terrible risk?” asked the Prin-
cess in all earnestness.

“Well, you see, ma’a1n,” drawled the driver,
“she knew that the thickcork sole would keep
the shoe afloat; besides she had hold of the
strings.” ‘

“Oh hush!” laughed Merri, “you get worse

and worse.”
The man assumed a hurt look, his tone grave

and sincere.
“As I was saying,”he continued, “thewater-

man sprinkled his beat with alum water, one

afternoon, and the next day, the road was two
-miles short-—shrank over night!”

_

“How could that be possible!” asked the
Princess.

“Very remarkable,”assented Merri, humor-
ing the joke, “I hope the man was promptly
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punished for carelessly destroying a part of the
road.”

“He was, ma’am,” gravely replied thedriver.
“How was he punished?” asked thePrincess,

much interested.
“They made him lie in Alum Creek till he

shrunk small enough to creep through a key-
hole,-—-positive fact.”

Even the Princess laughed at the extrava—
gent statement.

“Young men,” remarked Mr. Clarke, “you
are a fluent liar.”

“Well, you see, Mister,” replied the driver
with much complacency, “I am a lineal de-
scendant of Ananias, the crack liar of Bible
days.” -

“You seem proud of that distinction,” re-

turned Mr. Clarke.
“Who is not proud of ancient lineage?”

gravely replied the Liar. “The distinguishing
family trait is always well developed in one

memberof every generation.”
“And you are the Ananias of the present

generation?” asked Merri.
“You have said it,” gravely responded the.

driver.
The road over which they were driving was

extremely narrow. A high rocky wall rose 9.5-
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ruptly on the right, whileupon the left yawned
a deep gorge.
“I should awfully hate to meet another

team,” remarkedMerri.
“It is not likely,” replied Ananias, “ but a

good driver could easilypass us.”
'

The words were scarcely spoken, when, from
the otherend of the road, a team was seen, rap-
idly approaching them.

The ladies caught their breath, but gave no

sign of fear.
“Be careful, driver,” said Mr. Clarke. “Re-

memberthe ladies,.and take no risk.”
“You may trust me sir,” began the driver

“I never yet~———My God! it ’s a runaway! There
is no driver on the seat. May God have mercy
on our souls!”

The Princess tamed pale with terror, but did
not scream. Mr. Clarkeheld his cousin ’s hand,
and in a firm tone said, “courage.”

Though greatly frightenedMerri sat perfect-
ly still, gazing in fascination at the terrified
horses that pranced madly toward them. An-
anias grit his teeth, braced his feet, and held
his horses in an iron grip. It was impossible to
turn in thatnarrow road; so all he could do was
to give the frightened creatures as much room

as possible, trusting thata higher power would
enable them to pass in safety.
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On came the runaways, prancing wildly.

Their great eyes were blazing with terror; their
nostrils widely distended, white foam dripping
from their mouths.

Ananias drove as near the wall as possible,
his horses under perfect control. Merri shut
her eyes and held her breath to await the shock.
In this one moment, which might be her last,
she saw her whole life pictured, as in a light-
ning flash. She saw her aunt’s distress; she even

read the startling newspaper reports of her
tragic end. The firm grip of her eousin’s fin-
gers calmed her, somehow. Afterall, it was not
so dreadful to die. Were not they together?
Whatever happened, nothing could part her
from the man she 1oved—but she did not want
to die-—-life held so much of interest, and with
this dear one-—

i One minute——-two minutes passed,-—-and still
they lived. She opened her eyes in wonder.

The runaway carriage was only a few feet
away. In front of the horses stood the Mystic,
calm and majestic. In some mysterious way he
had conquered the terrified creatures, which
now stood trembling, but otherwise quiet.
Speaking gently to the poor creatures, he
stroked and patted them caressingly. They
whinnyed withpleasure, and rubbed theirnoses

against his hand.
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The driver stared in Wonder, his eyes never

leaving the Mystic.
I

“Is he the Angel Gabriel?” he questioned,
“or the Devil?”

“Neither,” replied Clarke, “he is a very
pious Hindoo priest.”

“Is there anything he cannot do?” asked
Merri.
“I think not,” returned her cousin.

“Throughout ‘the many years of our acquaint-
ance, I have never known him to fail in any«
thing he tried to accomplish.”

“Well,” remarked Ananias with a sigh, “I
wish to the Lord he ’d teaohnne how to handle
runaway horses. ’ ’

The driver of the empty carriage rushed up
the road, panting heavily. \

“I’ve run over a mile,” he gasped. “I knew
they were likely to meet another team here,
and only God knows what would happen if the
‘other fellow lost his head.”

He was a “sage-brusher” he explained; (they
belong to no specially organized party) he had
just left the horses a moment to point out
somethingof special interest to his party, which
had dismounted, when the horses became
frightened by a chipmunk running across the
road. He called to them,but thatmade matters
worse. A great stone rolled down the hill-side
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opposite, and fell into the gorge below. This
utterly demoralized them.

,

“I am deeply grateful to you, sir,” he said,
addressing the Mystic, “for preventing an acci-
dent. They might have run into your team,
or jumped into thatawful chasm.’ ’

“All of that might have happened,” replied
the Mystic, “and you alone would have been
responsible. In future be more faithful to your
trust. You know the dangers of the Park, and
the responsibility of driving over these dan-
gerous highways. See to it, my brother, that
no careless deed on your part brings sorrow or

death to others.”
With fervent thanks,and many premises for

future carefulness, the man drove off, that he
might, in time, turn his vehicle, and regain his
party.

The Mystic quietly resumed his seat, unref-
fled by the thrillingsituation he had just con-

trolled. The coach moved on.

The little party was strangely quiet. None
cared to‘ talk, though some of them thought
deeply. Even Ananias was dumb. Afterwards,
indescrihing theadventure to his fellow drivers
end choice companions, he said:
“I tell you boys, it was HELL! Those wild

horses were plunging toward us like mad, with
no earthlyhand to stay them. Suddenly, when
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I was praying under my breaththat God would
strike them dead in their tracks, that old fel-
low was out in front of them. I don’t know
what he said or if he said anything; but the
brutes seemed to recognize the God Within him,
for they grew as gentle as kittens. Fact! I
swear it by theHolyPoker!”
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CHAPTERXXIV

IN THE ROOF-GARDEN

Miss Lewis sat in the roof-garden of theHotel
Lincoln. Little more than two weeks had
passed since we first followed her to that de-
lightful retreat; yet how changed had become
her mental horizon, how full of interest and real
purpose had become her hitherto aimless life.

She was daintilyattired in filmywhite, which
became her immensely. The extreme attention
she had evidently bestowed upon her toilet, to-
gether with the look of anticipation upon her
face, plainly indicated that she expected a vis-
itor.

A. judicious application of cold cream and
hot water had removed all traces of her receht
trip through geyser-land. Altogether, she was

even more beautifulthanwhen we first saw her,
busily writing in this very garden; for an ex-

pression of calm decision now gave a touch of
strengthto the lovely face, enhancing thecharm
of her saucy dimples.

“Could it be possible,” she thought, “thatso,
much has happened in one tiny week? Surely

328
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V a year has passed since I eat here last, Writing
to Clotildeabout thePark trip.”

Ah, that incomparable trip—the people she
had met; the adventures, through which she
passed; her friendship with the Princess and
her worshipful admiration for the Mystic-—and
thatdearer one still than all others-—howcould
all these be crowded into one short week? And
now, it was all over——like some bright beautiful
dream. Yet,was it all ended? Who could tell?
She recalled how, one night the Princess had
kissed her and said passionately,

“Little American girl, I love you dearly. I
much desire to have you withme——always. Re-
turn with me, and be of my household. My
country is beautiful,my home is perfect. Be
my sister, and learn to love my country.”

‘‘I love you also, like an ownie own sister»-
no, like a mother. You are so young, so child-
like in your ways, that I feel years older and
more experienced thanyou,” replied Merri.
“I am sixteen,” proudly responded the Prin-

cess, “and I have been married three months.”
“Poor child! Poor little one!”
“My friend,”said thePrincess, ‘ ‘youare free

—you marry when you please; you even select
your husband. Not so in India. Besides, those
of our rank have lessliberty than thewcommon
people, A Royal Princess must marry the hus—
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band that is provided, and thank the gods if he
be not old and hideous.”

“You have no cause of complaint, door. The
Rajah is bothyoung and handsome.”

“He is, dear one,” answered the Princess,
without enthusiasm. “He is also gentle and
kind; but philosophy absorbs his mind. He
cares more for the priest than for the wife.”

“That is hard lines on the poor little wife.
You should institute a mild flirtationwith some

other man. That would speedily arouse your
husband to the charms of his beautifulwife.”

“Never!” cried the Princess. “I can live
without love, but I will not trifle with my
honor.”

“Oh, that sentiment has long since disap~
peared—-—died a natural death. All married
women flirt now-a-days.”

“Yes,”replied the Princess in shocked tones,
“I have seen the shameless ones! But I admire
not the free manners that obtain between your
men and women. It is unseemly.”

“Honestly, now, do you think me too free
with men?” asked Merri.

“No, you treat them like comrades,”
answered the Princess. “Some you hold off
with a fine reserve-a reserve impossible to
overcome; yet to all you are kind and sweet.
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But then, dearest one, you are not an American
——you are just You.”

“You love me for my real Self, just as I do
you, my Princess,” said Merri.

“Tellme,” resumed the Princess, “I wish to
ask that which you may consider improper-—
yet I much desire to know.”

“Ask on; I will answer to the best of my
knowledge,” replied Merri.
“Ihave heard, ” she continued gravely,“that

English and American women will sometimes
permit kisses from their husbands before mar-

riage has been consummated. Can it be true?
Would any really nice woman kiss her lover?”

“Strictlyspeaking, the men kiss us. We are

rarely ever forced to make osculatory ad-
vances,” replied Merri.

Miss Lewis smiled as she recalled the
shocked expression that overspread the Prin—
cess’ faceat thisbold rejoinder.

“Do you mean to say that really nice girls
permit kisses and embraces before marriage?”
she asked in horror. '

“Of course they do! An engagement should
be as sacred as a marriage———it is a marriage in
all save form,” answered the girl.

“Would you suffer it?” asked the amazed
lady.
“Imost assuredly would. I have never been
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engaged, and may never marry; but if I loved a

man sufiiciently to promise to become his wife,
I certainly should not refuse him a few kisses.”
“It is a strange custom,” murmured theHin-

doo, “and the girl—does she not lose caste?”
“No indeed! all lovers kiss. Now, dearie,

do not thinkus a bold, bad lot. Rememberthat
customs dilfer. When I visit you in your beau-
tiful India, I shall, no doubt, consider some

of your customs strange. You prefer them be-
cause you are reared to them; While I, who
have lived much abroad, am intensely proud of
being an American.”

A smile of retrospection curved her lips, as

she recalled another conversation she had late-
ly enjoyed with Royalty. Strong in her desire
to render the Princess more happy, she had
gone to the Rajah, and bravely taken him to
task for neglectinghis child-wife.

“You do not consider her extreme youth
and dangerous beauty,”Miss Lewis had said.
“Althoughshe disdains the open admirationof
the multitude, she cannot always hide her face.
Othermen cannot fail to admire thecharms you
blindly ignore. The human heart craves love-—
appreeiation. If you fail to supply these, an-

other may.”
The Rajah was bothstartled and outraged by

her daring speech.

{fit :33,» U :;~./
L,‘



In the Roof—Garden 333

“You know not our Hindoo Women,” he an-

swered proudly. “They run not the danger of
American wives.”

‘ ‘I fear you do not admire Americanwomen,”
she said witha laugh.
“I do not,” he replied emphatically.“I like

not their brazen way of going out unattended,
with uncovered head and long bare‘ arms. At
the sea-side they wear too few clothes; also at
social functions there is a lack of raiment.
But more thanall I detest their free speech and
manner.”

“You are hard on us,” laughed the girl, “but
I shall forgive your harsh criticism of us, if you
will show more appreciation of the gentle
charms of your own dainty wife.”

The Rajah was a quiet, undemonstrativeman,
who said little and thought much.

After this conversation, Miss Lewis observed
that his eyes rested more frequently upon the
face of his wife, and that he paid her many“
thoughtful little attentions that had hitherto
never occurred to him. No doubt he secretly
compared the two women, greatly to the detri-
ment of the fearless young American. The bold
young woman rejoiced inwardly at having suc-

ceeded in arousing his interest in the Wife he
had accepted as unquestioningly as he did the
daily toiletarranged by his faithfulvalet. His
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mind slowly unfolded to the fact that she was

a woman—young,beautiful,and much admired.
Before theyparted, Merri saw the beginningof
a beautifullove between thismarried pair, and
rejoiced at having instigated it.

All those memories belonged to the past; to
thatbeautifulParktrip into which was blended
the individuality of her daily companions, to-
gether with the most gigantic wonders of na-

ture-—lake, mountain, cataract, and geysers.
She had enjoyed her holiday to the utmost,

and was new prepared to meet and overcome all
obstacles that life might hold, including, natu-
rally,her aunt’s persuasions and thearguments
of her obnoxious cousin.

Being a woman of action, she had lost no time
in writing to thisMr. Lewis MeriwetherClarke,
requesting a friendly conference. He had
promptly accepted her invitation. and she ex-

pected him any moment.
Afterall, it was but honorable to let him dis-

tinctly understand the situation. If he wished
to deal fairly theycould easilyeffect a compre-
mise. If he chose to be ugly he might have the
money——she didn’t care!

“The man I love,” she softlymurmured, “is
well able to care for me.”

She even hoped he might bepoor, so that she,
too, could work. Whatever his occupation, she
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would share it; they should be chums, partners
in all things. Then, after the labors of the day,
how they would study! Theirs should be such
a beautiful,active life, every moment filledwith
something that was really worth while.

Was there ever, in all theworld, anothersuch
man? From the first he had attracted her, and
each hour so deepened the feeling that now

she knew she loved him withthe one love of her A

life. Yet, how strange that she did not even

know his name. What would the Princess say
to such unconventionalconduct?

Mr. Clarke appeared upon the roof, and
looked about him.

A“I:Iowlucky,” he mentally remarked, “that
we have the ‘garden to ourselves. I do not an-

ticipate an easy victory.”
He had almost reached her, when the Maid

discovered his presence. _

‘ ‘Why,” she exclaimed in surprise, “Idid not
expect you--I am here to meet another man.”

“Oh well,” he replied good-naturedly, “I
will leave when the other fellow appears.
Surely you knew that I‘ would come at the

’ earliest possible moment?”
“Y—e-s————” she admitted; “at least I sup«

posed so.”
“Did you not Imow3’” he demanded hotly.
The girl smiledprovokingly. V
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“You once explained to me at great length,”

she replied, “that it is utterly impossible to
know anything we have not personally expe-
rienced. Never having experienced the work
ings of your mind, I can know absolutely noth-
ing relative to your possible actions.”

“Very well,” he said gravely,“I shall pro—
eeed to enlighten you. I KNOW that I love
you. When willyou marry me?’ ’

‘ ‘Wait a moment!” she exclaimed. ‘ ‘Did you
not advise me to meet my cousin, and discuss
matrimony withhim!” ‘

“Yes,”he assented, with a smile.
“Well,” she continued, “I am expecting him

at any moment. Afterwe have arrived at some

M

decision I will talk to you; but——it is only fair
to warn you-—-I may decide to marry him.”

He rose and gravely regarded the laughing
girl.
“If you have any doubts upon the subject,”

ghe remarkedquietly,“Iwill go now.”
“Look at me!” she cried impulsively. “Do

you not see that~Icare for you?”
“Ido not want a passing regard,” he replied

steadily. “Are you sure that you really love
me?”

“Yes--ohyes!” she cried.
“Consider, dear,” he continued calmly, not

touching the dear hands she held out to him,
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“you know nothing of my name, position or

finances. Are you willing to risk life with an‘
utter stranger!”
“I am willing to follow you to the ends of

the earth,” she returned solemnly. “Your peo-
ple shall bemy people, your philosophymy phil-
osophy.”

“Then listen, dear one,” he said, as he took
her hands, ‘ ‘and try not to judge too hastily.
You should have knownlong ago thatI am--”

“Lewis MeriwetherClarke!”exclaimed their
aunt, who unobserved had entered the garden.

‘ ‘ What does she meant ’ ’ asked thebewildered
girl. -

“Say nothing,” he whispered, “I will ex-

plain.”
“When did you arrive?” asked auntie.
“But a few moments ago,” he replied. “How

did you know me?”
“By your remarkable resemblance to your

father,”she returned.
“You knew him well?” asked the son, who

had no remembranceof his father.
“Intimately,”she replied. “I am more than

glad that you young people have met at last.
When through discussing your affairs, you will
find me in the parlor, at one of the bridge ta-
bles.”

.

Mr. Clarkeescorted his aunt to theelevator.
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“And you” said Merri, when again he stood

beside her, “are Lewis the Detestablei”
“No,” he asserted, withmore confidence than

he felt, “Iam Lewis theFortunate.”
“And you KNEW, all along!” she ques-

tioned.
_

“Every blessed minute," he confessed in
- trepidation.

‘‘Then,’’ she cried indignantly, “you might
well be dubbed Lewis the Sneak! Are you not
ashamed of yourself!”
“I am not,” he declared boldly. “I have

done nothing to blush for. I Wanted you to
know me——the real Me, instead of the obnox-
ious cousin you hated”.

“How did you find me?” she asked. “Did
Auntie turn traitor!”

“No dearest,” he replied tenderly,‘ ‘You gave
me the clue and--”'

“I?” she asked ineredulously. “How was

that possible!"
He handed her the fatal page of that letter

written but little more than two weeks ago--
only a few words,-—-yet so pregnant of result.

In deep surprise she took the letter and read,
“and Mr. Lewis Meriwether Clarke shall not
meet Miss Meriwether Lewis until that fatal
day,when, bereftof fortune, she proudly spurns
him from-—”
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Merri covered her face with both hands and
began to laugh.

“What a comical mess I have made of
things!” she exclaimed. “I wonder you could
discuss matters so gravely.”

I

“I could not help laughing inwardly,” he
admitted, “though I have never felt quite sure

thatyou would forgive the deception.”
“My beautiful romance is shattered,” she

said regretfully. “Think how simply perfect
it would have been, had you known as little of
me as I did of you.”

“Dear one,” he said earnestly,“I am sure

I would have loved you, even had Fate and
Psyehometry not aided me in discovering your
identity.”

“For your future comfort,” she replied,
“you had betteralways make me thinkso.”

“Then,” he resumed, “we shall be good chil-
dren, and dutifully fulfill the terms of Uncle
MeriWether’s will. You will be ready at the
time appointed?”

,

“Not so fast, young man,” replied the Maid.
“This Lewis Clarke does not appeal to me.”

“And shall you proudly spurn him from your
presence?” he asked in mock dismay.

“Not quite,” she answered sweetly,“I hope
to see him at my wedding.”
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“Indeed?” he questioned. “Then you expect

to mar1'y——3”
“The dear, big,beautifulMAN I met in Yel-

lowstone Par ” was the highly satisfactory
answer.
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