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“One would ény I were a fool to Iﬂ.[u tapster the score on his shutter. He

such occasion slip through iny ten com-
mandments. But I have

| can spell you the hirh luck and the low.

learned a ! Bohemian, Egyptian, Arablan wisdom

thing called honor, which I must not! have no mysteries for him."

lose for the sake of my lady.”

As Rene ceased, the royal figure with

Huguette flunz herself in front of | a sweeping gesture of his hand made a

him and stopped his restless walk.
“F'rancois! Francois!"
““Yes, child, yes."”

sign of dismissal to Noel, who bowed
respectfully and withdrew into the
| tower. The king then beckoned to the

“What does it matter to you what' mighty figure in the palmer's weed,

they do with the fool king?"

“*Abbess, I must have a finger in this
ple. Abbess, for the old sake's sake,
will you keep me a secret?”

‘The girl looked up at him lovingly.

“I will always do your bidding.”

“I have a mind to play my part in
this enterprise. I am the king of the
<Cockelshells and I have returned to au-
thority. Give me your pllgrim'’s gown,
girl, and mind, not a word to the
brotherhood. I want to take friend Thi-
baut by surprise.”

As he spoke, he pulled oft the pil-
grim's gown, and Huguette stood be-
fore him in her familiar boy's dress of
green.

‘“Hide among the roses until the sport
begins,” he cried.

The girl flung her arms about him.

“Dear Francois!" she cried, and then
ran swiftly way from him and disap-
peared into the rose-scented night.

Villon looked after the girl as she
ran.

“The girl is as fleet as a hare and as
wild-witted,” he sald to himself. Then
he flung Huguette from his thoughts
and faced the great problem.

‘““How does the balance go?" he asked
himself, and he weighed the air with
his hands as if their cups held the
precious things he spoke of,

“In the one hand, a great king's life;
in the other, a poor poet's honor. King,
beggar, beggar, king."

He paused a moment, looking down
the long lane of infinite possibilities.
He owed nothing to Louis after all
Louls had made him the plaything of
4 shameless trick; had thrust bonor
upon him in mockery; had tanilized
him with a dream of a-dream. Ere an-
other sunset, if a woman's heart were
not his for the winning, he would be
swinging, grisly enough with his
tongue through his teeth, and upon
ravens wheeling about his ears, upon
the Paris gallows. It was but to let
Thibaut d'Aussigny play out his part
and snare the old black fox, and then
Villon had Paris to himself, was ab-
solved from all penalty, might in the
light of the new love the people had for
him, do, or at least try to do, pretty
much as he pleased with the kingless
kingdom. It was a dazzllng prospect.

‘“Why not?"” he asked himself. Then,
in 2 moment, the reasons why not rose
up against him-—not to be cheated, not
to be banished. He had given his word;
he had sworn fealty to the fantastic
monarch who had played with him and
to whom he owed at least the realiza-
tion of great dreams and the golden
chance of winning his heart's desire.
He had glven his word. That would not

ave meant much to him elght days
ago when he lived in a sick atmosphere
of lles and dodges and tricks and mean-
ness, where the lips were as ready to
decelve as the fingers to flich, and

where a successful falschood was al-|

most as much applauded as a successful
theft. But now, as he had sald, he had
learned a thing called honor; the whole
meaning of Ilife had been changed for
him {n the sunshine of a'falr girl's fa-
vor, and what was but yesterday pos-
sibly, probably, even pleasant, was to-
day surely impossible.
her name to himself—"Katherine!" —as
a4 charm against horrible temptation,
and his heart strengthened under the
spell.

He turned to enter the tower, but as

» to face with Noel le Jolys. Noel started
in astonishment at the sight of his
rival, but Villon caught him by the
wrist. The poor popinjay was too brave
a bird to be Thibaut d'Aussigny’'s de-
coy duck.

“Messire Noel,” he said; “I have a
‘word to say in your ear,” and he drew
him inside the tower and stood with
him for a moment Inthe darkness, whis-
pering speech that made Noel's pulse
beat fast. Then Villon left him for a
moment and sped swiftly up the wind-
4ng stalrs that led to the king’s room,
while Noel, left alone, pushed open the
door again and passed out Into the
garden, his head dizzy with strange
mews. Placing his hands llke a shell
about his mouth, he gave the cry of an
pwl three times with a little interval
Sbetween each cry, and then softly with-
drew again into the tower, and in his
turn raced with a throbbing heart up
* the narrow steps that led to the king's
<“amber.

CHAPTER X.

UNDER WHICH KING?
The rose garden seemed to be as quict

as a churchyard. No sound was heard
save the faint soughing of the evening
wind among the rose bushes, no sight
resembling humanity save the face of
Pan looking down mockingly upon the
<rimson blossoms that girdled him.
Yet in a few seconds it became plain
that the god Pan was not the only oc-
cupant of the garden. Through quiet
alleyways, cloaked and cowled figures
came stealing, six in number—men with
pilgrims’ cloaks about thelir shoulders,
and pilgrims' hoods upon their heads—
men who carricd cockleshells upon the
sleeves of thelr gabardines—all con-
verging through the dark walls of the

" garden to a common center, and that
center the grassy space before the
king's watch tower. The six figures
huddled together at the base of the
image of Pan. One of them who seemed
to be their leader, a man of giant form,
spoke, and the volce was the voice of
Thibaut d’Aussigny.

“Are we all here?"” he asked.

The nearest pligrim to him answere
with the volce of Rene de Montigny.

“Aye, and ready to gather the royal
rose of this garden.”

As he spoke there came a faint click
at the latch of the tower door. Thibaut
waved his companions apart.

“Keep close,” he sald, and four of the
pllgrim forms disappeared swiftly into
the spaces of shadow. Only Thibaut
and Rene remained, standing masked
and attentive, thelr eyes fixed upon the
tower door. It opened and Noel le Jolys
emerged, followed by the slight, hunch-
ed figure in faded black velvet for
whom the eyes of the conspirators were
80 eager. Noel advanced questioning:

“Is the star-gazer here?”.

Rene de Montigny answered him
glibly as a showman in the praise of
his wares.

“Aye. He is the wonder of the world.
&e can read the stars more easily than

He murmured |

d‘the taste of It, and 'tis

| and Thibaut advanced slowly until he
; was within touch of his prey, when he
| suddenly flung out his great hand and
; caught his enemy by the throat, grip-
ping him into sllence while his right
| hand bared and brandished a dagger.
| The figure in black dropped under his
! grasp, trembled and gasped, but the
1hnnd of Thibaut was too strong upon
him and he could not speak or cry out.
| Thibaut hissed at him.
{ "“Sire, I can decipher your destiny.
| Do not speak or I will kill you!”
| He pressed the point of the dagger
| close to the captive's neck and smiled
to see him shudder.

“I am Thibaut d'Aussigny, sire, whom
you thought to be dead, but who lives
to prison, you.”

As he spoke his companions emerged
from the gloom and gathered around
Thibaut and the king, 2 little menacing

iclrcle of determined men.

“You are in the toils. Sllent you are
still a man; give tongue and you are
| simple carrion. You must come to the
| knees of Burgundy. You shall be the
| duke's footstool!”

The cowering black figure wriggled
and quivered as i{f every one of Thi-
| baut's words were a stroke of a whip
| that cut into his flesh; his eager hands
, clawed plteously at Thibaut's grasping
;arm, until his very agony of terror
| aroused the contempt of his captor.. He

pushed the king from him contemptu-
ously, and the king dropped on the
ground a black and helpless heap of
fear.

“Can a king be such a cur? Bur-
gundy won't hurt you if you do as he
bids you. I won't hurt you if you do
as I bid you.”

The black figure rocked, a pitiable
bundle of terrors, apparently sobbing
plaintively. Thibaut sickened at such
shameless fear.

“Stop crying,” he growled.

Rene de
watching keenly the actions of the pris-
oner, interrupted:

*“He seems to be laughing,” he said.

Thibaut gave a cry of astonishment
and stooped down over the prostrate
man, who greeted him with a prolonged
and hearty peel of laughter, which
 staggered the giant like a blow in the
| face. At that moment the tower door

was flung open and Tristan appeared.

“The king!” he cried in a voice of
| thunder.
| In another moment, as if by magiec,
| the little garden space was girdled by
the archers of the Scottish’' guard,
strong hands made sure of the baffled
conspirators, and to thelir astonishment |
| Louis himself made his appearance |
through the open doorway, his malign |
| face smiling in the moonlight.

CHAPTER XL

|

THE DEATH OF A WANTON.
The sham king leaped to his feet, still
| lJaughing, flung off the black cap with
its little row of leaden saints and the |
rusty black mantle which mimicked |
the king’s habit, and stood delighted |
and defiant before Thibaut, the ¥ran- |
| cols Viilon who thus a second time had
| erossed his path.

‘“Well, friend, what has the wizard |
| told you?" Louls asked blandly.
| Villon swayed with laughter as he |
| pointed to the bewildered giant. i
l ‘““Wonders, sire,” he answered. I have
| not laughed so heartily since I attained
| greatness.” But even as he spoke Thi-
! baut had recovered his wits. He might

be defeated, but he would not be un-
| avenged.
| “You shall laugh no more!" he shout-
| ed, wrenching himself free from re-
istmlm, and he sprang at his enemy
{ with lifted dagger.

' From behind the statue of Pan there
| came a warning shriek, and swiftly be-
| tween Villon and Thibaut a slim green
| figure darted and slim green arms
clasped Villon around the neck. The
{ dagger of Thibaut drove deep into the
| soft body of Huguette,

With a curse Thibaut turned and,
sweeping aside the archers who tried
| to stop him, disappeared down the
| nearest alley. Noel le Jolys, drawing
{ his sword, rushed in pursuit, followed
| by several soldlers. Villon held the
| bleeding body of the girl In his arms,
| and tried his best to stanch the wound
| which was staining the green jerkin a
| dull red, but the girl protested faintly,
| pushing his ministering hand away.

“Let me alone; I am done for,” she
gasped.

Olivier was by her side In an instant,
eyeing the wound with the professional
interest of the surgeon-barber and

! looking from it to the girl's pale face.
| Villon’s gaze questioned him. Ollivier
shrugged his shoulders and shook his
head. Villon knew that the wound was
mortal, and his own blood seemed like
water within him. He carried the girl
across the grass and rested her on ft,
the red stain on the green coat growing
| wider and wider as they moved.
| *“Courage, Abbess; courage, lass,” he
whispered, fighting with his horror and
his sorrow as he moaned to himself:
“That any one should die for me!”
| The girl’s arms clung closer about his
neck and her lips moved faintly. He
stooped close to her to catch her words.

“This is a strunge end, Francols, I
| always thought I should die in a bed.
| Here is another kind of battlefield.

ive me drink."”

“‘Some water,” Villon cried to Olivier,
| who stood a little apart from the pair
with the resigned look of the physician
who knows that his art is of no avail.

Huguette protested faintly,

“Not water. Wine, I have everloved
too late to

wange now.'"”

| _Olivier filled a cup from the flagon on
the table and was for lifting it to the
girl's lips, but her feeble hand repulsed
him and she pleaded to Villon:

“Glve it to me, Francois."

| Villon took the cup from the barber's
| hand, lifted it to the dying girl's lips,
{and she drank greedily. The strong
| wine gave ker for a moment something
lof its own false strength, and she
[ struggled to her feet, Villon rising with
her and supporting her.

“Your health, Francols. I suppose }
have been a great sinner. Will Go&
forgive me?"

Villon stified a heavy groan, but he

| was sworn to console her If he could,
and, indeed, he belleved his words of
consolation.

ck

Montigny, who had been |

! pe and fight for France tonight.

The heavy head drooped its golden
curls upon his shoulder. '

“¥ou always were hopeful,” she sald
brokenly. Then suddenly clasping him
tightly, she cried: “Many men have
taken my body; only you ever took my
heart. Give me your lips.”

Villon's spNE was troubled. It reemed
to him that his 1ips were bound te wait
for that kiss of his lady's, and yet the
dylng girl loved him and he had loved

| the dying girl after a fashlon, and he
| could not refuse her now. He bent to
| Brant her prayer, when suddenly she
| shook herself free from his arms and
began to sing faintly the .words of the
| song he had made for her:

! “Daughters of pleasure, one and all”
| Then she caught her breath with a
sob and slipped to the 'ast Jines of the
verse:

“Use your red lips before too late,

Love ere ndw flies beyond recall.”

She shook her head back in a wild
peal of laughter; then she gave a great
cry and fell forward. Villon caught
her, looked In her face and knew that
she was dead, and that the best of his
old bad life lay dead with her.

Olivier in obedience to an order of
the king's, gave a signal and the girl's
body was swiftly wrapped in a soldier's
cloak and laid gently upon a palr of
crossed halberds, As this was belng
done, Noel le Jolys came panting back
with a red sword in his hand.

“Thibaut d'Aussigny s Jdead, sire,”
he said, “/my hand was the hand that
finished him.” :

Then as his eyes fell on the dead
body, they shone with sudden tears,
Villon went up to him and touched hiza
on the shoujder.

“I leave this dead woman in your
hands,” he said, “for I think yon had a
kindness for her. See that she has
Christfan burial."

Noel bowed his head and followed In
sllence the girl's body. The garden
was left to Louls and Villon, Tristan
and Olivier, and the handful of cap-
| tured rogues who stood apart, strongly
| guarded and stripped of their pllgrims’
garb, gazing amazed at Louls and his
double. Villon, silent too, looked after
the little group that bore away the
dead girl’s body. His mind was & war-
fare of wild memories. Strange recol-
lections of times and places with Hu-
guette came crowding up and beating
piteously upon his brain. He thought
of what he had been, and groaned; of
what he was now, and his soul cried
out in prayer in the name of Katherine,

CHAPTER XIIL
A VIRGIN'S TEARS.

The king's hand fell upon his shoul-
der and shattered his meditations.

“Are you so dashed by the death of a
wanton?" the king asked mockingly.

Villon turned upon him in a moble
rage.

“She had God's breath in her body,
sire,” he said. Then drawing his hand
across his forehead as if to dissipate
the sad faucies that oppressed him, he
went on:

*I have been John-a-Nods for the mo-
ment, sire; now I am Jack-a-Deeds
again. The hour for battle is at hand.”

Louls shrugged his shoulders.

“You have done me a good turn, gos-
| 8ip,"” he sald, “and may ask any grace

of me except your life. That depends
on your lady."”

Villon looked over at the corner
where his old boon companions were
%xdd)ed together, the miserable center

a circle of soldiers,

“‘Sire,”” he said, “grant me the )ives
of those rascals. They shall ride with
It is
than making them play bob-
{ apple on the evil tree."”

The king whispered a few words to
Tristan, and Tristan very reluctantly
gave the order of liberation. The com-
rades of the Cockleshell were freed of
their bonds and bade to stand apart,
under guard and out of earshot, to wait
on destiny for future commands. At
this moment Louis, glancipg upwards,
caught sight between the flower vases
on the terrace of a gleam of crimson,
the crimson silk of a woman’'s robe. It
berayed the presence of Katherine de
Vaucelles, who had come hard upon the
hour of nine to seek for her lover, but
who paused irresolute at the head of
the stairs, noting the presence of the
king. Louis beckoned to her amicably,

| better

jand she began slowly to descend the

staircase. Louls came over to
and whispered In his ear:

“Here comes your lady, I think your
love-fruit is ripe and you need not
stand on your tiptoe to pick it.”
Villon answered with his burning
eyes:

*‘Sire, I belleve I have won the rose
of the world.”

Louis chuckled like an enraptured
raven.

‘“The count of Montcorbler is luckier
than Francois Vlillon. But the lady
has a high mind and a flerce spirit.
She may not relish the deception, par-
don the cheat his lie!”

(Continued Next Week.)

Villon

Knew All About It.
Chlcago Tribune: “You are working
yourself up into a fever of Indignation
over this Alaskan boundary controversy
with Great Britain. Do you know any-
thing about the present boundarles of
Alaska?"”

“Of course I do. Alaska jolnes Oregon
on the north, and the blamed British are
trying to run a three mile strip straight
through it from Canada to the ocean.
You must think I'm un ignoramus.,” ,,

Entire Wedding Party on Honeymoon.
Baltimore American: Miss Marion
Ream, who will be married Wednesday
to Raymond Stephens, has invited all the
bridesmaids, ushers and the best man to
accompany her on the wedding trip. A
private car will convey the party south
and then comes a voyage to Nassau, The
bridesmaids are Miss Bissell of Dubuque,
Miss Dorothy Grohehser of Johnstown,
Pa., Miss Kilpatrick of Baltimore and
Miss Eleanor Kelley, Miss Marjorie
Streeter and Miss Florence Grey of Chi-
cago.
the maid of honor, will go, too. Nine men
are invited to be of the party.

AFTER SHAVING,

Barber—What will you have on your
Rce, sir?
“Sticking plaster.”

l “He understands his children.”

A HEART DIVIDED.

(Cupy#ight, 1002, by W, k. Bearst.)

Clarisse, fhe dnncer? was cross and im-
patient tonight. The awkward, faltering
service of a new and timid maid was sure-
ly sufficlent to irritate any one, especlal-
ly a charming danscuse like herself, whose
lightning changes were the talk of the pro-
fession.

It was a bitter humtiiation to have been
balked and delayed by the fumbling aid
of a green and utterly incabable assistant
such as the pale, big-eyed Lucy had
proved herself to be. The lying, deceltful
little Impostor! Now had she dared to
80 misrepresent herself!

Panting and perspiring from her recent
exertions, the beautiful Clarisse, once in
her dressing room, lost no time in deliv-
ering her mind to the trembling offender,

. She talked hoarsely and rapldly, punctu-
lating her speech freely with profanify,
er brilllant oyes flashed scornfully upon
he now thoroughly vanquished mald,
avhose pale, frightened prettiness con-
trasted strangely with her own aggressive
beauty.

Lucy was small and willowy and dainty.
She had the ald of being out of place, In
spite of the conventional cap that sur-
mounted her abundant red gold halr,

Once, at a particularly coarse Impreca-

itlon, she winced and put up her hand sud-
Mdenly as If to protest.
! A loud laugh of amusement burst from
fthe dancer’s lips. *“Oh! I suppose the lan-
iguage shocks my little lady! Well, you
don't have to hear it after tonight. You
jcan just bank on that. Come on, girl, get
‘me ready, I've got to be out of here in
Yifteen minutes. Promised to dine with a
gentleman—one of the heavy swells, If
you please!—and he's coming a¢ 10:30. Talk
about your tiptop dandies—Gee! but he's a
swinner.

“Lord, girl, haven't you unhooked it
yet? Here! lemme do it. I can't walt all
night. You go on and hang up the things
—not there, stupld! Behind the sheet!
Can't you see? Gimme that blue s&llk
skirt—there on the chalr! Some one's at
the door. I'll bet that's him now. Go and
open It. Can't you hear the knock? Don't
stand there with your eyes popping out of
your head!"

If the face of the new mald was pale
before, it was perfectly white when she
took the card which the stage hand gave
her. A great trembling seized her so‘that
the bit of pasteboard fell from her fingers.
Stooping to pick it up she stumbled
against the door.

Clarisse turned sharply at the delay.
*“Good Lord, what next? Can't you bring
the card? Here; let's see it—yes, it's him.
Go out and tell him I'll be ready Iin five
minutes."”

Once outside the door the new mald
seemed to take on a different spirit. Her
shoulders lifted, her head went up, a
gleam as of strong determinatiom lt her
face,

A young man of medium height well
bullt and immaculate in evening clothes,

stood in the stage entrance with his proflle

toward her.

She approached qufetly and touched his
arm. ‘‘Mr, Felton!"

He started violently., His eyes fixed
themselves amazedly upon the small white
face of Lucy.

» ¥Clarisse will be out in five
sir."”

Then, as the man stlll stared, dum-
founded, the mald put her hand to her
head and, with a dexterous movement]
whisked off the red-gold coiffure, cap and
all. The hair beneath was soft and brown,

‘“Perhaps,” she sald, in a voice that
quivered in spite of its affected calm,

minutes,

now!"

“Louf!” Dismay, mortMcation, terver,
shudderéd across the young man's fea-
tures. 4

Then masculine authority asserted itself.

*“‘Louise! How did you come here? What
are you doing in this place? Tell me what
this means|"

“It means,” she sald, shaking herself
free from his stern grasp of her shoulder,
“it means that I escted as that dancer's
mald tonight. That I know what she s,
and that I understand—everythingl”

He drew her aslde into a darkened pas-
sageway and spoke in low, agitated tones,
‘Louise, my foolish child, what mad
prank is this? What wild thing do you
imagin £t

‘“Imagine!” She fizced him dauntlessly
now. The color was rushing back into
her face. ‘I imagine nothing! I know.
Know for a certainty the cruel thing
which I have heard rumored for months,
but which I could not belleve until I sawl
The thing which you have denied again
and aguin, protesting that you could have
no thought of any woman but me. Oh,
you have sald {t over and over and over!
And yet—this new infatuation is possible
to you with our wedding day set for n
weekl You can love this cread o

Ho Interrupted her vehemently. *
when will you women ‘understand? Can
you possibly delude yourself into believ-
ing that it is love I feel for that darcer?
Don’t you know—'"* ¢

She shook off his hand, resolutely, “Oh’
it is you men who do not understand, who
will,not understand! Yon think you can
keep the love of a pure woman, the influ-
ence of a higher life, around you even
while you indulge your propensities for
the lower. It cannot be! I tell you it is
impossible! You must choose me or the
other. You cannot serve both. The low-
er will eventually drag you down and
maxe you insensible to the higher. Itis s
heart divided against itself. ‘It cannot
‘stand. I have come here tonight, not to
make & scenes, but to assure you, since I
know the truth, that you are no longer
bound to me. I give you your freedom.”™

‘“Louise, you shall not be so harsh, so
unreasonable! Would you cast me off be-
csuse you find me possessed 0f 1 weak-
ness no greater than that of other men?
It is my misfortune—you should hslp me
to fight {t—not leave me to sink under its
weight. Don’t you know that my hope of
safety lles in my love for you? I need
you—I want your purity, your strength to
lean cn. If you should desert me, then
indeed am I lost! Oh, can you not under-
stand?”

But she still held him back resolutely.

“As your wife,” she sald, firmly, ‘I
ghould demand your entire homage, your
absolute devotion. A division of interest
would be impossible. You understand me,
I am sure. Are you willing to make the
choice?"

He stood and looked upon her, so small,
s0 frall and sweet and yet so firm. And
she gazed steadlily beck at him.

The voice of Clarisse sounded suddenly
from far down the passage. “Lucy! Lucy!
Lord, where is the girl, anyhow?"

Louise still faced her lover, calmly, un-

“‘perhaps the resemblance is more striking |

(Copyright in U. 8. by W. R. Hearst.)

Mignonette grew in the little garden
where Rose Edwards sat at work. She
had plucked some of it and fastened it
to her smooth black hair. Its very fra-
grance scemed a part of her. At least so
Will Harrington thought as he stood look-
ing at her.

“Mignonette,”” he sald, stopping toward
her, “mignonette."”

He would not have spoken so to one
who would have,quite understood him, but
she, who had gathered all she knew at
the humble school of the small Vermont
town, had never heard that mignonette
means “little darling.” It was no new
thing for him to speak softly when he ad-
dressed her, and she looked up nelther
surprised nor startled. S8She said, “Yes,
Mr. Harrington, I love mignonette."

Just then he was Inclined to forget ev-
erything but that she was pretty. He
was more or less a man of the world,
prided himself on his family and spent
a generous income in a generous way. To
his great surprise he found amusement
and Interest this summer in a home that
was very dear to his mother {n years gone
by. It was true he had fallen'in love
with a country girl, humble even among
simple people In 1 ,r position, for she was
poor and the grandchlld of two old people
who could leave her nothing.

‘Will Harrington drew Rose toward him

"ROSE, BEMY
MIGNONETTE?®

"

and looked down Into her eyes and sald:
“Rose, be my mignonette?"
‘What he meant dawned upon her. She
blushed and trembled. Then he spoke
more plainly: *I love you, Rose; will you
be my wife?’ She answered *Yes.”
they sat just so, his arm
about her waist, her work dropped in her
lap under her emall brown hands. Then
& volce broke the charm, a harsh old volice
with a nasal twang. ‘‘Rose,” {t sald, “yew
come in tew tea and p'raps, Mr. Harrin'
tun, yew better come tew.”
But the gentleman addressed declined
and took his way homeward. Walking
over the country road to the fine home on
the hill he thought of many things. His
thoughts were not altogether satistying.
“I shall take Rose away,” he muttered.
*“These people will be nothing to us. We
will travel a year or two and she will ac-
quire the necessary manners.”
When they parted he put a ring upon
her finger and promised to coms for her
In the autumn. They were to correspond,
of course—and that was a pleasant thing
to Rose. And he left her with molst eyes
and a little bunch of mignonette.
The summer holidays had ended and the
foshionable world had come to the city
agalh to keep its winter holiday, and Har-
rington found everything as of yore, and
&3 many gay beauties ready'to unite upon
him. There was an old flirtation, too,
could not well be ended while the
was so willing it should turn into
something more, between Miss Hastings,
the helress, and himself. At first he did
not mention Rose to his friends, because
there was time enough. At last, because
it was an awkward business, belng put off
#o long. And Rose wrote .00 many letters
and put them into coarse yellow envel-
opes.. Her grammar was none too care-
ful and she spoke far too much of her
sTandparents, who jarred upon Harring-
ton’s sensibllities.
Amfa#t balls, parties and dinners Miss
tings b to r t her old su-
premacy. Reproaches for neglected an-
swers came from Rose and vexed her
lover. Btill he smoothed this over and
would have gone to ths Vermont town to
keep his troth in the autumn had not
Rose written him in the fulness of her
reconclliation a loving letter in which she
spoke of the trials of her grandparents
and of her joy in looking forward to the
time when she would have a home to
which to welcome them. That letter was
never answered. He burned It with a
savage oath, and that night proposed to
Miss Hastings.
In a month they were married, and there

mad,

g
was a wedding and a recept|
lonable graystone house gnor?ocl.;;(
Hudson. Then came the hon
spent in Florlda, for the chill
in the air. Before the honey
over Harrington had discovereq tha
never loved his wife. He was nllf he
thinking of & little black-hatreq ;""" *
the mountains of Vermont. g
His wife, who had been a belle i 4

clety, dlscovered the truth in a brier """
of time. She intended (o be a trye . "
but she now took. revenge e

2 {ash.
10g thy
€¥moon,
as n1r~;n.1).
Moon wag

is no danger of golng too far wit
who cannot be angling for & hustuy,
married woman can fifrt” when .,
The watched her \\'I:ﬁ
jealous eyes, and the unhayy
a::;ch ended In‘a quarrel, then a sopyy,.

He went abroad dnd his wite o ay
life apart fromf him tnd was medsf,‘bﬁi':‘
of much talk, One day BEWS came i
him that she had dled. He returneq 1 1.
New York home, was seen at his clubs ;,{»!
casionally and took more Interest in [‘,;
world's doings. Rose and her mignonot;.
were slowly re-entering his ming.

It had been his fault that she haq bee
wretched and had made him 80, but 12
never thought of that. He only felt (h;
he was free. Rose had not married ang

T

he would win her again. The world was
nothing to him. Rose should.do as she
chose. There should be nothing which .he
would not give her leave to do. And ro
he left the city behind bim for the sweet
purity of tho country and one of natures
children.

He knew she would be proud at first—
either cold or angry—but he would woo so
humbly that she should forgive him in the
end. As one condemned to death might
pray for pity and mercy he would beseech
Rose for pity and pardon. And then, yes,
she would let him draw her to his heart,
and touch her brow with his lips, and call
her Mignonette, his little darling.

He had come to this thought when the
door opened and he stood ready to greet
Rose.

But It was not Rose, only her old grand.
mother, common of feature as ever, but
with a strange grief-stricken face, She
did not see him, but went stralght to the
beds of mignonette and began to pluck
handfuls with her horny hands. Then he
spoke to her and she looked up. .

“I'm pickin' ‘em for Rose,” she sala
then gave a start. “I dldn't know yer al
first, Mr. Harrin'tun. I tho't was the
minister. You're aged and you're kind o'
gray. Yes, these are for Rose. I used to
be hard on her for liken '‘em, so I'm
afrald. But I wanted her to be steady.
Ef I'd knowed—""

Then came a sob. Harrington caught
the old woman's arm.

‘““What is it? What has happened?”

“I reckon you knew Rose was dead.
You see she kind o' faded when your let-
ters stopped comin’. She wouldn't tell
me. I supposed you quarreled. She got
tired of things and sat a great deal by
herself. Plenty wanted her. She was
pretty, but she didn't seem to care. Six
months ago she was took down, There
was no hope then, and yesterday she died.
Bays she, ‘Grannie, it's most over; when
I'm gone put his letter in the grave with
me, and put mignonetts in my haig. And
tell him,’ says she, ‘for I think he'll come,
that I always loved him.! Perhaps you'd
like to see her?”

Harrington followed her and saw Rose
dead, with his letters upon her boson.
Little of him was ever seen in his native
country after that, Until the old people
died he saw that they wanted nothing.
Faithful at last to the one love of his
life, he made pligrimages to. her grave.
Near 1t, also, bis own has grown green for
many years, and over both creep soft beds
of mignonette in the summer time, luring
the'golden bees from the gardens with its
fragrance.

STRONG PULSE BEATS.?

Cases in Which They Are Perceptible
to the Eye.

New, Orleans Times-Democrat: “It 1is
aot such an uncommon thing,” sald a
physiclan, “to find a person whose pulse
beats can be plainly secn, and yet Y sup-
pose there are but few outside of the pro-
fesslon who realize the fact. In most per-
sons the beat of the pulse canngt be per-
ceived, but the mere fact that the beating
is perceptible coes not mean tiut the
pulse s other than normal. I have come
®cross & number of cases where the

flinchingly. *‘It is for you to ch '’ she
sald.

Joked From His Grave.

London Chronicle: The fourth Marquis
of Hertford Is reputed to have said: *J
should lltke to see the faces of my rela-
tions when my will is read.” A rich man
who has just dled at Berlin may be
credited with a similar wish as to his
codicil. He had numerous relations, but

‘|/treated all who approached him as for-

tune hunters. He left a will which was
to be opened immediately and the codicil
to be opened after the funeral. The will
said: “Every member of my family who
shall abstain from attending my funeral
18 to recelve 300 marks.” As a result the
funeral was attended by his housekeeper,
a distant cousin. On the codicil being op-
ened it was found to enact that the reai-
due of his fortune was to be dlvided
among those who, notwithstanding the
loss of the 300 marks, attended his funeral
Hence the housekeeper gets all; but the
heirs to dispute the will"

thr g of the wrist could be plainly
seen, and yet the persons rarely gave evi-
dence of abnormality In temperature.
They were rarely feverish and were in
good physical condition generally. Pulses
of this kind, from this view, which is
based upon actual observations of cases,
do not indicates anything more than an
abnormal physical condition In the forma-
tion of the wrist veins.

“I have met with one case which was
possibly a little extraordinary, in that {t
was plainer and much more distinct than¥
any I had ever seen before, It could al-
most be heard. The artery would rise to
a point almost as large as the ball of the
little finger of a child, and would change
from the white of the skin to a blood pur.
ple with each beat of the pulse. I found
it easy to count the pulse beats without
touching the patient's wrist. I could see
plainly emough to keep the record, and,
in order not to err in my calculation, I
tested it in several ways and found it
was corréect and that there was no mis-
take in gy counting with the naked eye.”

An Unhappy Wife on Love.

“‘Confesslons of a Wife' in the Century:
‘It seems to me that if we could go back
and try all over again, we might be bappy
yet. Love does not dle. Love is the life
everlasting. It suffers maladies and
syncopes, and it may be hard bestead and
have to fight for its life—but it is alive.
Dana, and it must be cherished like any
other llving thing. We hive laws and pen-
alties for the slayers of men. What court
sits in judgment on the murderers’of
love? Somewhere: in the spaces and sl-
lences there must be . such an inviolate
bar. Shall you and I go there, handcuffed
together, walting judgment? Ok, my darl-
ing, what can we plead? Mighty joy was
in our power, and we slew it, between us.
We were the happlest lovers, ours was the
maddest, gladdest bridal, we had rever-
ence and esctasy, and our real went 80
far as to outrun our ideal that we left
our ideal behind us—and now the feet of
our real move heavily, and the race i3
spent. We covered the face of delight
with our marrlage pillows, and smothered
it till it breathed no more. We two, man
and woman, elected to a great fate, slay-
ers of a supreme love, recreant to 4
mighty trust—who will take our brief?”

Two of iKind.

New York Weekly: Tramp—Parding,
wmum, but I'm told by your gossipy ne!gh-
bors that you do not assoclate with peo-
ple In trade.

Mrs. Toplofty—That is largely true.

Tramp—Yes, m Neither do I, mum,
an' so J thort I'dMirop in to take tea with
ryeh, mumn., ' s




