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| hope, my dear young lady,"”
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AWK

said Count Quinnox, “that you will not regard me as a stupid old meddler”’
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O alarm me, Are vou to be sent

prison

“You wonldn't look upon it as a
prison, but it seems like one to me, Do
not langh, 1 cannot explaim to yon

now. Another day 1 shall tell you

so pray take me for what 1 am today,

|-\l'|'_\lhl|:':.
and ask no questions

I have asked none of yolu, 80
do be equally genervous with me,”

“True,” she saud, *yon have asked no quu stions of
me.  You take me tor what 1 am today, and yet yon
know nothing of my }l‘~ll'|‘ll&|}\ or my omorrows,
It is only fair that 1 should be equally confiding,  Let
there be no more questions, Are we, however, to
take cach other seriously M

“By all means,” he eried. “There will come a
day when you may appreciate the full extent of my
serionsness,”

“Yon '-|l|'.||\ in riddles.”

“Is the time vipe for me fo speak in sober carnest "
he quest ol soltly,
alarm.

“No! No! Not now-—not yet. Do not say any-
thing now, Mr. Sehmidt, that may put an end to onr

to onr adventure,”

She drvew baek again i swillt

She was so serious, so |-|.‘l|ll|i\l'. and yet 5o -«h_\ [}'
prophetic of comtort yet to he attained, that his heart
warmed with a mighty glow ot exultation.
feeling of tenderness swept over him,

A osweel

S Gl is good, there ean be but one end to our
adventure,” he said, and then, for some mysterions
Q4 Mo silenee tell hetween them.,
it seemed honrs to him!
voiee was low and troubled,
“Can von guess why 1 oam being watehed so eare
fully, w |I\_\ I am being tollowed so doggedly by men
who serve not me but another '

Laong afterward
‘-'Il‘ ‘-Illil\l" ;llll] |||‘|'

Nustrations by R F Schabelity

“Nes, It s becanse Nou are the greatest jewel in
the possession of a great man, and he would preserve
you against all varlets, — such as 1"

She did not reveal surprise at his ghrewd conjecture
-'"l.l' I:H\Illi 'I lul !u ‘Ill :I!ul ‘-\:'u ||

“You arve right. T am his greatest jewel, and yvel he
would give me mto the keeping of an utter stranger
I am bheing ]'lnlrc'lwl against that conscienceless varlet

Love! 1 Love lays hands upon me
cannot

ah, my friend,

yolu possibly  gmess what o calamity  that
would be!"”
“And Love will l;l_\' hands upon you, Bedelia, i

“1 am sure of |||;II." she said, onee more serene mis
tress of herself after a peculiarly dangerous lapse
“That is why | shudder.  What eould be more dread
ful than to tall into the elutehes of that mereiless foe
o |l|'.’l|‘|'.‘ He vends one's heart into shreds; he stabs
i the dark ; he thrsts, ents and slashes and the wounds
never |u".|l, Liee bhlinds without }lil_\ :
domineering
retalinte,

!Il' = ll\l'llu';ll'i!l'_',
o ruthless, and his vietins are powerless to
Love is the greatest Iy rant in all the world,
My, ?‘ll'||!|.|||‘|. il we Jroor w retehes can never hil]vl' 1y
conguer b, We arve his preyv, and he is rapacious,
Do vou not shudder also ™

“RBloss yoll, no!

I'd rather enjoy meeting him in
mortal combat,

My notion of hliss would be a fight to
the death with Love, for then the confliet wonld not be
one-sided,  What could be more glovions than to stand
faee to face with Love, hand to hand, breast to breast,
|il» lo |||| unfil the end of time ! Let him et and slash
and stab it vou will, there would still be recompense for
the ‘.:ill-ﬂlﬂluwl. Fven those who have sutfered most
in the confliet with Love must admit that they have had
a share in the ~|mJ|~. One can't ignore the sweet hours
when counting up the bitter ones, at'ter love has with-
dreawn from the tender enconnter,  The cuts and slashes
are cherished and nu mory is g storehonse for the -[ul|l-

that must be sharved with vanity.”

She langhed joyously, naturally,
quite wonderful, Mr, Sehimidt,
the subject,

“You really are
Stll 1 must change
I trust the change will not atfect yvom
glibness, for it is quite exhilarating,  How long do
you purpose remaiing in Interlaken

“That isn't changing the subjeet,” said he, 1 shall
be here for a week or ten days or perhaps longer.”
He put it in the form of a question, after all,

“Indeed? How 1 envy yon. 1 am sorey (o say
I shall have to leave in a day or two,”

His face fell. “Why?" he demanded, almost in
dignantly.

“Because 1T am enjoying myselt,” she replied,

“1 don't quite get your meaning,”

“1 am having such a good time disobeying my
father, Mr. Selmidt, and eluding pursners. It is
aonly a matter of a day or two before 1 am discoverad
here, so 1 mean to keep on dodging,
fun,”

Do you think it is quite fair to me ™

“Did 1 induee yon to come herve, goomd sir "

“Nou dil,” said he, with convietion,  “Heaven is
my witness, 1 would not have come bt for you. |
am due at home IJ.\ this time."”

It is '-""l'lllll'l

“Are you under any oblizations to vemain in Tnter
laken tor a week or ten doys?"

“Not now,” he replid. “Do vou mind telling me
where you are going to, Miss Guile 2

“First to Viennn, then

well, you cannol
where,

I have decided 1o vo to Fdelweiss,"”
“Rdelweiss !

he exelaimed in astonishment,  He
could hardly believe his ears,

“Iis the very last place in the world that my
father would think of looking for me
curious to see the place,

Besides T am
I understand that the great
Mr. Blithers is to be there soon, amnd the stupid Prinee




