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shall way toward the South, not see the look of terror in her pale, you should have been a baritons.” tons of ennul, “but & woman can to speak dragged out of her. “And the faith which had gulded him from {n the spangled sky above: the e
and the faroces without the one brisf  “pryggian cavairy!” he sald. quivering face. "‘!.A baritons!” he tod In mmage- change her mind, can't abe? Mon becauss I am not worthy she will afar—ilke the wsingle star which ailr tingled and his coward 2
moment.” *8o soon! 8o scon!” shs whispered. “But, Marguerite,” he protested, “you Mk . reped Disy, but you are stupid.” bave the best the world can offer.” shone above the mountains. Was It throbbed faster at the thousht |
At the thought that she had satd He saw the look of her sti‘tisd must not go—to the village—alone, «yes mon cher, a baritons In opera He saw the look of the temptress Bhe paused, and in that moment it his own will or an Inheritance from Marguerite's beauty, at the ‘:‘:“
uch ber cheeks burned and her Yo% heard the quickened play of her and at night.” bouffe.” 4 her little low laugh &nd atood thers enraptured. seomed as if destiny were beaide her that atrange sect—his mother's peo- of triumph.
too m "’“ the breath, caught her band and beld it “l saw at the window a peasant treumbiod ::roulh the night. “It you women,"” she awaiting an answer, le? e could not answer nor could At last baslde the road a of *
eyes dropped. “But I am not in close, whom I know,” she sald, *He wlil His f flushed, his dark brows murmured. Within the narrow prison of her he understand the mystery of & dual stood white In the silver n| H
play,” abe continued quickly. "The “I shall never forget what you bave take my message” P ind “Margusrite,” he cried trembling. heart m pure and glorl love had love, distinet, but & part of himself. saw a light In the window. Fiis eyin
surse is broad comedy and the first been to me. Never—never!” He caught her hand as she left and ..15.“ care, M ta” he mut. ‘Flchtre, but you are stupid.” she heen born and lo! the walls bad been Of ono thing only was he certain blazed and his face took on a look

old woman always a the part, 1

shall Mv& leo for & more con-
“A miracle ghy. Marguerite,” he
said in & reath, “and you ahall

wear the white robes of a salnt."”
Bhe gased for a moment through the
window. Night had fallen while they
ware and the moon hung large
abd slivery through an o ing lo the
R S e e T Twand
phire blue ve,
* .? it should be true,” she
t, “and we were Lo §O away to-
moment of bappiness for me

~then misery for both."

“No," her

@ but one play and one ending."
Ha looked up suddenly. Her face
white and beautiful beneath the
ad musses of bher halr and he re-
mambered a moment when he bhad
#tood before a mirror—-watching ber
eyesa with their curling lashes and
brows. How gentle her face

Bhad grown aince thon, be thought.
T e e B

ARt N aAng w [ Y

of deapair beaten Mm
Soed of pasaion. But now she stood

pe said at last. “There erl

Bhe drew bher band away and
brushed back the tears. When he
dared look she wstood hr the window
beautiful in the drl% ight, On the
road beyond were Ublan pennons
waving.

“Don't, Marguerite,” he cried. “Don't
think that I do oot care” He went
and stood beside her.

“Ah, Ludwig, 1 know the moment
must coms, but it has psamed vague
and far off—like death.”

m.. sun was Mlmtnﬂ m hills
ne gased at the ~ roa,
the splendid chargers, &- shining
arms, the soldler faces ruddy Iln the

t

mson
"All that men care for but love '
he sald, “snd that s an afterthought
with most of them."

"“There is nothing In the world but
Love,” sha cried Impulsively. ‘“Fame,
Glory, Monsy—they are nothiog, noi '~

Ing.
lellltill momaent her eyes bu ¢
through him, and he saw a woman's
{mprisoned passion.
“Shall we write the playT™ he whis.
in the | of a fesling he
never thought would come.

touched It to him lips.
" + give me courage,” she prayed
as she went out Into the night,

CHAPTER XX.
The Tiger’s Claws.

ARGUERITE passed Into the
garden and stood among
the shadowy wvines with her
ears strained for the com-
Ing danger. Tha air was

sweet with country vapors; flesoy

clouds bhung motionlesa above thas
trees, the winds were stlll and the
pale fire of the moon kindled her face
and her shining halr. It waas a night
in which to dream away the world,
but it was a dirge her heart drummed
out, as a footfall rustled the dead
lsaves and D'Arblay came toward
ber, glancing from side to side

He wore a kepl low upon his fore-
head and & sleeveleas sheep-skind

arguerd
tered, “I'm In no mood for ralllery—
I'm here for a purpose.” bt il

“What an lmpressive one -
lain we are,” she sald with a felgned
shudder, and for a moment she hum-
med & tune. “What a superb coup de
theatre we have planned,” she went
on after she had raised her eyea Lo
his and lowered them gently, after
her lips had smlled half parted.

‘“T'ne chorus of loutish peasants
steals on In the meonlight disgulsed
as flerce brigands. Their chief, the
baritons villaln, holds the centre of
the stage while his cut-throats sur-
round the bower where the gipsy
{u‘llldf:n nursss her tenor lover back
u e

“Htop," he growled, his blood afire
with anger. “Btop, I tell you; this is
no time for badinage. You are con-
cealing a Prussinn spy. 1 am here to
do my duty.”

“Hravo!" uhe eoried, clapping her
hands, “Bravo! You have rehearsed
your part superbly—now [ will listen
while you sing & solo—about revenge.”

*By God, rite," he shouted,

u shall hold your tongue,” and
utohed her arm and shook har,

hed. “It is one thing to love &
I::ll; Prussisn—but a slok one—oh,
Ia-1a."

Ha saw her eyes so starry bright
and trembiad with a throbbing fire.

“1 love w‘u_l. Marguerite,” ha cried.
1 lava you!"

His u‘:-rdl gave her heart baats &
tuna of joy, The price! she tho L.
Yot she knew she should give her lfe
gladly.

‘"Wait, Monslaur,” she sald w‘ht_n he
tried to take her in his arms. “Be-
causs T don't love a Prussian it does
not follow that T love tigsrs—or bari-
tonea,' she added In a pluﬂul“wlr,
“1 am exacting, Paul D'Arblay.

“And adorable,” hs murmured
Her hands wers cold and her heart
throhbed, but she mada a bold play
of the role she was acting.

“Nursing wounded soldlers,™ whe
psald, “Very romantle In novels—but
whan they are pesvish and sxacting,
giva me Paris, Paul D'Arblay, aven
with & mauvals sujet Iike you,” and
she turned her lips up toward hAlm,
but when he tried to kiss her—a

be laugh and a slap of her little hand.

‘Not till I'm sure™

torn away and for a few short mo-

bondage, and again the walls were
thers to crush her. *“Is thare no eas-
capa?' she crisd out In her misery.
“Must I lilve amid the lights and mir
rors to the end?"

She wus white except her I The
moon hung low and Its s glow
came through the window and lighted
her bowsd head.

Motionloas and oold she gassd at
Ludwig with wide, tearisss eoyes—it
ssomed pain was no more for ber;
she had suffared too much.

“He will go back to ths mr oha-
teau—and the curtain will rall upon
the beautiful war play.” Suddenly
her oymas fMiad with tears and the
huge dropa fell unhaedad, “And he
will navar know," she thought.

HBha could ses the garden, tha still
clouds motlonless above the tress, the
rifles In the misty light—see the giit-
ter of D'Arbiay’'s eyes—the smile of
.’.A 1 of patn wstarted fro

ow ory m
ber; she caught at bar breast
touched the locket which hung thaere

and window

—awhen he might have wavered Mar-
wuerits Clairon pointed the way—so
ho bestowed willingly the homage of
his heart. A poor return It seemed
for all she had given him. In his
inmost thoughta he scemed to stand
nlonn with alli the world arrmyed
against him. Had his life been a
fullure? Had he fought In wain for
a false {deal? Ho dared not answer,
Marcelle slone could judge,

He heard the -ur of the uhlan
horses come nearer in the night and
he watchad her pathstie beauty, but
bls dumb lips would not speak.
Deadensd by tha suffering of her
miite love she fingersd tha trinkata in
tha open drawar hefore her, until she
touched a chernist's phial, and won-
dered If har heart h tha patience to
Hlve out ita span of misery. Too weuk
to put aside the thought of psace, nhe
held the pinkish fluld te the light,
then, shuddering, ahe put the phial in
the drawer, afrald that he had seen.
But a fealing of rest stole over her as
it did that night In the allent church,
and she steadfastly through the

to the night.
“Halt,” came a volos from the dark-

of flerco gladneas, for he knnw t
she had kept her promise. The :o:r‘
:;mrllnmllruyhupon and he entered. 3
] tin white room bes
A& candla burnsd, ke
“Muarguerite,”
hoaring no answer crept
through the door she had left
In the alcove beside the table
the taper burned he saw the t
flicker of moonlight cames through
window and beneath the glistening
folds of her reddish hair he saw har
white face upon tha plllow with
amile supremely sweat—a look
bappinesa in the motlonlsas opan
“Marguerite,” he callnd. She
not answer. Ha ran to the
with outatretchad arms and a face
eaperly flushed, but u ory of horror
started from his lips and he drew
back shuddering. In the light which
flowed through the window he saw
that she was dead. Upon the table
beride the bad ha saw a chemist's
rllu with blood-red label and neap
t lay & d locket, Clasped In

he  whispared,
L2

death. hands presssd tight [
ber breast was a faded rose, var
(Tha End)
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