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*T^VERYONE on board the
little Sicilian train was

'J^ worried over the health of
the engine. It seemed in grave
danger of expiring before it
reached its destination. Many
of the passengers said they
would yet have to get out and
carry it, and considering the
miniature size of it, that might
have solved the transportation
problem.

“I think,” remarked a black-
haired boy who seemed to be
an American, “that there ought
to be some sort of child-labor
law in Europe to prevent rail-
way engines’ pulling trains be-
fore they have grown up.In my
country the engines are four
times the size of this one, and
when they start toward a place
they get there. They even get
there on time.”

The Sicilian passengers regarded him
with respect. They did not doubt that
America is a wonderful land where
everything is perfect. The ordinary
Sicilian thinks that America is the
place where you will go when you die—if you are very good.

But the boy’s sister, who was curled
up on the seat beside him, gave him a
mocking, significant smile that made
him grin a little ruefully. ‘“In my
country,’ ” she mimicked in a low
voice. “Listen to him, father! ‘In my
country’! Don’t you realize that in
your country, Nick, everything is just
exactly as it is in Sicily ?”

The boy flushed at the teasing
words and at his father’s amused
glance; be even wriggled with embar-
rassment, but his mother patted his
shoulder approvingly. Though she had
married a member of the Italian em-
bassy in Washington , she was an
American born and bred, and the chil-
dren, who had been born and edu-
cated in Washington, thought and
talked as Americans do. It was no
wonder that Nick’s tongue had
slipped. When his sister continued to
tease him he reminded her of some-thing that made her stop abruptly.
The conductor, who was passing,
overheard what Nick said and turned

taken up his residence in Amer-ica. He had married a rich and
charming Washington girl and
had brought his two children
up in America ; his only con-
nection with his ancestral home
was the checks that came regu-
larly from the overseer. In that
respect he was like most of his
noble countrymen and there-
fore saw nothing wrong in the
arrangement.

But for the last three years
Count Reni had been much
puzzled over something. Sev-eral times American friends,
going to Sicily for their health
or to paint pictures of the won-
derful scenery or merely to
enjoy a visit in the lovely land,

had asked whether they could
lease his villa, and he had
always been glad to comply.
But not one of the new

occupants had stayed in the house
longer than a week. They wrote him
apologetically and wittily, but none
the less firmly, that it was haunted.
Often they were a little ashamed of
themselves; always they made a joke
of the matter ; but they would not
stay, and the villa, which ought to
have brought a comfortable sum in
rent, stood vacant season after season.
Ugo Amato, agent of the estate and

harshness of some of the overseers can hardly caretaker of the villa for thirty years,
be exaggerated. Many enrich themselves at wrote that there was indeed somc-the expense of their employers; others, egged thing extraordinary about the place
on by the absent owners, who want to make and that he could not induce tenants
a brave show in the distant cities in which to stay. He himself did not mind stay-they live, continue to force more and more ing there ; he was not afraid of
money from the estates. In either case the ghosts; but servants and tenants fled,
peasant farmers have to pay ; and they pay What could you do ?
not only in coin but in broken and starved
bodies, premature old age and weakened the idea of going to Sicily and inves-morals. To steal and lie and beg are but nat- tigating personally finally occurred to
ural for generations that have been oppressed him. Though he himself could hardly

remember his home, his friends who
Many nations have owned beautiful Sicily would not stay in the haunted villa

since the days when it was the granary of were nevertheless sincere in praising
the ancient world, but all of them have op- the beauty of it and of its surround-pressed it. Now it belongs to Italy and shares ings. Yes, he might really do such an
in the wretchedness of all the southern part unusual thing as visit his own estate!
of the country, which is struggling under Once the idea had occurred to him
heavy taxes and hereditary lack of thrift. In it interested him.
spite of the unmatched beauty of the scenery
it is perhaps little wonder that the wealthy would not let anyone call him Niccolo
landlords of Sicily prefer to live where there —made a suggestion. Why not go
are more culture and civilization. incognito? Why not all go as Ameri-Among the wealthy landowners was the can friends of Count Reni and pretend
grandfather of Nick and Agnes Trifari, who that they had leased the villa from
had carried his son to Rome when he was a him ? In that way they might find out
child and reared him there. After the old man something they would never learn
died, his son, now Count of Reni in Sicily
though he had only the vaguest recollections laughed at the suggestion, it finally
of his estate,—had received a diplomatic ap- took possession of them. Why not,
pointment in Washington and, allowing his indeed ? No one in Sicily knew them,
Sicilian inheritance to remain in the hands least of all the overseer ; and who
of the agent bis father had employed, had knew what they might not discover!

l

L> The long street was dark, < d only an occasional light gleamed from the alleys

THE TREASURE OF
THRASYMENES

v Gladys BlakeChapter One, in which
Count Reni visits his estate

wondering why the boy had so seriously
warned his sister not to let the cat out of the
bag; but he did not pretend to understand
Americans.

When he was gone the brother and sister
laughed delightedly.“Wasn’t that too funny!”
exclaimed pretty, sixteen-year-old Agnes.

“The cat isn’t in our bags, it’s on them,
eh?” her father said and smiled. With a nod
of his head he indicated the name Curtis that
with different initials was painted on each
leather suitcase. It was his wife’s name before
she had married him, and it was the name
under which the family were traveling. And
thereby hangs a tale.

The hereditary owners of the great estates
in Sicily live as far away from them as they
conveniently can. The rich and noble families
of the island seldom live anywhere near their
land. Those who cannot afford to go away
live in Palermo, the largest city, but most of
them, it seems, leave Sicily altogether; they
live in Naples, in Rome or in Paris. Many
have never seen Sicily since their childhood;
many have never seen it at all. Their estates
are in the hands of overseers who rent the
land to the peasants and squeeze out of them
all the money they can get.

What with high taxes and harsh agents the
poor of Sicily know suffering as people know
it in few other lands. Public and private offi-
cials alike grind the peasants down, and in
spite of the compulsory educational law igno-rance and poverty go band in hand. The

fiS*As Count Reni pondered the matter

beyond endurance.

And then it was that Nick—he

sharply.
“No animals arc allowed in this

compartment,” he told them. “If you
have a cat in your bags you must
move into third-class. I’m sorry, but
the rule is strict.”Nick blinked at him. At first he did otherwise. Though at first they all
not know what the conductor meant.
Then he laughed. “Take a look!” he
said and opened all four of the suit-cases to prove that there were no cats
inside. The official moved away,
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about following Laura’s lead, and, though
Fannie Dean hung back at first, we all finally
agreed to say, “Not prepared,” when called
upon to demonstrate the fortieth proposition.
Just what was to be the next step we did not
decide.

We were all a bit nervous when we assem-
bled for our geometry lesson the next day;
that is, all except George Darker, who knew
nothing about what was going on. And just
as the recitation was about to begin Judge
Wharton, the chairman of the board of trus-
tees, entered!

The judge was a great man, and we were
naturally anxious to appear at our best before
him. Mr. Ray was all smiles as he announced
that we should take up the fortieth proposi-
tion, the figure for which was already on the
board. Blandly he called upon Miss Dean to
demonstrate.

Poor Fannie flushed and hesitated ; then
she half rose from her seat and glanced at
Laura as if for instructions. I suppose she got
them from Laura’s eye, for presently we heard
a scared little voice say, “Not prepared.”

Mr. Ray looked startled, but made no com-
ment. He called on me, and I, too, managed
to say, “ Not prepared.” And so it went
throughout the class. Mr. Ray must have
known that there was some kind of conspir-
acy among us; but, though his face became
fiery red, he made no sign as he called upon
one after another, with the same result.

Judge Wharton, of course, had no way of
knowing that it was anything except a gen-
uine case of disability. Finally he interposed.
“I remember that proposition of old,” he said.
“It used to be called the pons asinorum.”
Then he laughed and said that he meant no
reflection on his young friends, who he was
sure would eventually get over the difficulty.
“In fact,” he continued, “I'm in the same box,
for I have forgotten how the demonstration
goes. I guess we’ll have to call for a little help,
professor,” he said, smiling and turning to
Mr. Ray. “Would you mind showing us how
to do it ?”

It was plain that Mr. Ray did mind. His
hand and his voice trembled when he began
to give the theorem. It was the first time that
I had ever seen him show the least sign of
embarrassment ; but it was nothing compared
with what followed. He stood staring at the
figure on the board as if fairly dazed, and at
last I heard him say, “I’m afraid you’ll have
to excuse me, judge. It seems to have gone
from me completely !”

I am sure that there was not one of the
class who at that moment was not sorry for
him; but it was George Darker that came to
the rescue.

“Why, Mr. Ray,” he called out, quite un-
mindful of schoolroom etiquette, “you haven’t
drawn the line AD to bisect the angle BAC.”

“Thank you, Darker,” said Mr. Ray, step-
ping toward the board. Then he stopped and
turned to him. “Can’t you demonstrate it for
us?”
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"I’m afraid you’ll haoe to excuse me,
judge. It seems to haoe gone from

me completely l”

N my student days, began Mr. Norris, I
once helped to discipline a teacher. It was
when I was attending the academy, and

the teacher was a Mr. Ray, who had the
department of mathematics.

He was just out of college, fine looking and
very bright, and we all admired him—most
of the time.

An occasion when we did not admire him
was one morning in our geometry class.
George Darker was at the board, trying to
demonstrate the proposition that the angles
at the base of an isosceles triangle are equal.
George was not a bright student, and that
day he was unusually slow and uncertain.
Pretty soon Mr. Ray’s patience gave out.

“ Now do use a little reason,” he said
sharply. “Side AB in triangle ABD and side
AC in triangle ACD are equal, aren’t they ?”

“ I suppose so,” George admitted doubt-fully.
“Suppose so!” echoed Mr. Ray, with a look

of disgust. “You can see as much as that,
can’t you ?”

“I don’t know as I can,” said poor George,
with the perspiration streaming down his
face.
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“That will do,” said Mr. Ray angrily. “I
can hardly be expected to furnish brains. This
proposition,” he went on, with something like
a sneer in his tone, “has sometimes been
called the pons asinorum, meaning the bridge
that a certain order of intellect can’t go over.
It seems to have justified its title to-day.”

Then as George found his way to his seat,
Mr. Ray called on Miss Ridley to demon-
strate. Laura Ridley was the star scholar of
the class, and everyone looked up in surprise
when she answered, “Not prepared.”

“Do you mean to say that you cannot
demonstrate that proposition, Miss Ridley ?”
asked Mr. Ray sternly.

Laura looked him straight in the eye and
in a cold voice answered again, “Not pre-
pared.” Mr. Ray’s face flushed, but just then
the bell rang for the session to close. “We
shall begin with this proposition to-morrow,
and you will take three in advance,” he said.

George Darker left the room at once, look-
ing very' sober, but the rest of us remained
after Mr. Ray had gone.

“Do you mean to tell me, Miss Ridley, that
you couldn’t demonstrate that fortieth prop-
osition ?” said Ed Bates, imitating Mr. Ray’s
voice.

“Well, no,” said Laura. “I simply was not
prepared to recite to Mr. Ray after the way
he treated George Darker. It was shameful!
George is trying to make something of him-self under all Idnds of discouragements, and
he is entitled to kindness.”

“Oh,” said little Fannie Dean, “I don’t be-lieve Mr. Ray really meant to be unkind. He
is nervous and sometimes forgets himself .”

“ Then he needs to be reminded,” said
Laura. “Pons asinorum, indeed! I’ll tell you
one thing ; I don’t propose to cross that bridge
myself until he comes forward and squares
himself with George, and I think that the rest
of you ought to take the same stand.”

There was seldom if ever any question
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George went forward, and in a very few
minutes the pons asinorum had been safely
crossed. I do not know how much midnight
oil he had burned, but he certainly knew the
fortieth proposition this time.

“ A very fine demonstration!” said the
judge. “I didn’t realize that this young man
hadn’t been called upon. There is at least one
mathematician in the class.”

“This isn’t exactly an exercise in geometry,
judge,” said Mr. Ray quickly ; “it is a lesson
of quite another kind. The fact is that yes-terday in an unguarded moment I said some
disagreeable and uncalled-for things to one of
the class who had trouble with this same
proposition, and to-day the other members
have taken their own way of showing their
displeasure. Circumstances have helped to
make the punishment more complete than
they expected. On the whole I think they are
not to be blamed. At any rate I bow to their
correction, and I offer my sincere apologies to
the pupil whom I mistreated.

“And now,” he continued with his custom -
ary smile, “suppose we try to show Judge
Wharton that we do know something of
geometry, after all.”

We all tried our best not only to redeem
ourselves with the judge but to show our
good will toward our teacher. Peace was hap-
pily restored, and I believe that it was never
afterwards seriously interrupted.
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