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v M stood before a fiill-lenel- h I por-- t 'TO 'Jllf '

Wj4 trait that occupied the place of honor , I I V
1kA in tin' Salle Descartes. The room was Yil' NU? ' AV&5r!!3fi crowded willi tin' aristrrracv of Paris. in the earb of the Ill' wore a ll -

US. CIIAI.I.ON'KK nml Yolaude Fol-som- e

both of beauty anil birth. .Mile, (iuirv
of the Heiiaissanre elboweil Ihe hnuuhty Duchess
iriv.'ri'inoiil. .lolivoiine, the danseilsc. ohcurcd with
her cercttcs the view of S. A. the Prinressc Yvonne
of Areuime. All classes were one in ailmiraliou of
the jjeniiiN of Kapliael (iaule, port layer par exrel-lenr-

of feminine eharin anil loveliness. The exhibi-

tion appealed to Smart Paris ami Smart Paris was
there in its hot furs, lares ami pearls, iiiite as much
"on the line" as the inasleily paintings that ailorueil'
the Kiev walls. Mrs. ('halloncr chinccd from the eirl
at her side to her framed semblance. The likeness
was uma.iuc. There was the same satin-sof- t hair,
cold-bronz- e in color, waving back from an ivory
blow; the same short straight iiom". the mouth, a
trille full, ami very red -- n eenerous, uiisclllsh, lovin,e
inoillh; there weiu the selfsame deep, violet eyes,
drooping a little at the corners, and followine the
loii(,' oriental eycbiows by a touch of darkened color.
The frirlNh Heme stood revealed in youthful eleenuce,
and the slender hands, in spile of their delicacy,
hinted at clasp vigorous and warm.

"Yolande," Mrs. ('halloncr exclaimed, "it's a real
triumph, such a portrait as that. It's marvellously
you!"

Yolaude smiled and nodded. "Isn't it," she
assented. "Mother is unine to have Paula painted
too, when she conies over for her t rouleau."

Mrs. Challoner colored. The mention of either of
her former charges, both of whom had shown extra-
ordinary ability to elude her ehaperonaei' and aciiiire
husbands of their own choosing, made her feel uucnin-fo- i

table.

had been so ali-- m hnl in ofTlll'.Yporlrail that they had not noticed the at-

tention I hey weie allrnrline. Mrs. ('halloncr sud-

denly discovered herself and Yolande o be centers of
ititcicsl. There were little whispers and nodding of
heads as the dilettanti compared the painted present
incut with the beautiful original. Yoliinde, loo, became

bill it was mil Ihe hoinnei' of Ihe
ciowd I hat cave her pau-- e wholesale ailmiraliou
was Miitii't liinir to which she was accustomed. The
flush thai suddenly unwilled her checks surprised
her, ami the si ranee peiliirhalion seemed to emauale
directly from the ecstatic, nae of a young man, sta-

tioned across the room.

A To be sure, he was but one of many who gazed
itli evident approval, but the look was ilifl'or-en- l.

She had a sudden impulse lo bow, a Hash of
Then she realized that Ihe young

man was n stranger. He was tall, very (all for a
Frenchman, and blonde as a Saxon. Had he worn
a wolf skin and thong sandals he might have posed as
n ynting Cloth. Hut modern custom had clothed him
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Vandyke heard and a short mustache that flittered
like spun gold where Ihe overhead light of Ihe iiWrriV
fell full upon him- - a most glorious young (!olh and
his eyes cried aloud across the pressing throng, that he
had, then ami there, laid his heart before the little feet
of the girl from over-sea-

Yolande was puzzled. Surely she must know him
I here was something very familiar. 1 tut how forget
such an appealing personality and retain only a vaunt!
feclinc of "having-seen-befor- e .'"

The young man moved nearer. His eyes seemed to
plead for recognition. Yolande stitTeiied and turned
away, the blood crowding to her temples, a Strang',
heavy throb in her hcail. She slipped her baud
throuch her chapeioiie's arm, as they turned towaid
the exit.

'I'frnii Hi -. Miithtnir." The yellow-haire- d ynting
giant stood bowing before Mrs. Challoner, holding in
his hand her fur scarf which bad slipped from her
shoulders in her passage through Ihe prcs of visitors.

Mrs. ('halloncr smiled her thank, and hesitated.
Surely she knew him. Or was she en '.' She
looked again, and tenlied that she did not doubtless
-- ouie fancied resemblance. She also realized that
while Ihe furs were offered to her baud, and the im-

pressive bow was addressed lo her. the eyes of Ihe
stranger weie fastened upon Yolande with the look she
had learned to know ami dread.

A TllOl'SAN'D thanks." she said hurricdlv wilh a
nod of dismissal, as she sleered toward the door.

Calling a lai, she bundled in her charge and seated
herself beside her. As Ihe cab started she had a hur-lie- d

view of the liauiUouie youth as he stood on the
sleps of the Salle Descartes wilh a look at once disap-
pointed ami lespcclful. "Do you know that man"
she asked suddenly.

"What man'.'" Ynlnnde iuiiiircil, coloriiig.
"The one who cave lue back my scarf," Ihe chaper-oii- e

pailiciilarizcd,
"I llifiitiht 1 did," said Yolande slowlv, "but I

don't."
"Thai's odd I had thai injpression loo," Mrs.

Challoner acknowledged. "I wonder now "
She erased him from heiniiiid and conversation.

but not lor long- - no lunger, iu'wicI. than Ihe prompt
arrixal of Mr. I'cii iaiiiiu I.oouffs- lo lake them out to
dinner.

"Well, little ehaperoue, another ten si l ike, 1 opine.''
he creeled Ihciii in his booming voice.

Mis. Challoner looked at him in amaeiueul and
Irepidnlion. The hie benevolent Powder Killer seemed
lo bo possessed wilh occult powers - --and had he not
seen her by Cupid on Iwo occasions,
that weie not disastioiis only because Chance had
made I hem I he reverse ?
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"What do you mean.'" she iiiavereil. fear in her
sapphire eyes, as they entered Ihe limousine.

"Mean.'" he rumbled comfortably. "Well, that
my very moneyed voting friend, Pierre Dejol, has

your lovely Yolaude, and has held me up for
an introduction."

"Dejol.'" repeated Miss Fulsome and Mrs. Chal-
loner in one hi eat h.

"Yes, Dejol." reiterated Mr. I.ooinis. "Don't pre-
tend to forget him, either of you, for he isn't to be
forgotten. He's a French ersion of a football idol,
and about the liveliest business man in Paris. I hap-
pen to know we both manufacture powder." At
which apparently innocent remark the big man
chuckled again.

"TNDF.F.D." said Mrs. Challoner guiltily, leniein- -

bering the lelriever of her furs.
"Oh,'' said Yolande. A fin in she felt a sudden

slopping of her heart, an inexplicable
thrill.

"And here we are at Paillards," Mr. Loomis an-

nounced, "and I'll bet a hat Dejol is I here now, iaw-iu- c

Ihe air. I hope you'll be delichleil In meet him,
because the chances ate you can't help yourselves.
If didn't ll il for him. he'd blackmail somebody
else. After all," looking full ilellanie into Mrs. Clinl-loner- 's

eyes, "I'm on Ihe side of Cupid, you know."
They entered the little clioppeil-oll- ' corner entrance

and found themselves in Ihe hrichlly lighted restau-
rant, heiui; coudiicled lo upholstered seats alone a
mirrored wall.

A tall form rose lo eieel them, lowering above the
croups of diners like a lichlhoiisc on Ihe sands - --

Dejol. He was supeibly unconscious of bis physical
loportious, makilic unl Ihe slichlesl ell'oil lo con-

ceal his joy al Ihe mccliiic. ami, the presentations
over, he pluuecil into explanations,

"I see oiir porhail llrl. Mademoiselle. T fall in
love with that," he prolocicd. "Then I see you

I make lo Ibid out who you ale ami whom you
know. So I co slraichl to The

" Delect ives!" exclaimed Mrs, Challoner.
lie smiled. "Surely, the Prefecture must know

who all I'oiciuners are. I follow you in your taxi
to the Flysi'e Palace Hotel. There I learn your
uaine and country. Then I My for information to
my friend, (Irosyeau of Ihe Police. 'Yes,' say he.
'The Mademoiselle have I i here wilh Madame, her
mother. Monsieur is a richard manufacturer of
armor plate for battleships. Then Madame Folsome,
she absent In home.' 'Home,'" he repealed bonmiiic.


