6 MAGAZINE SEC

ION for October 8,

1916

The Triflers

By FREDERICK ORIN BARTLETT

1% Toelidy agarin !t she irembled,

HEN the gendarmes came hur-

rying to 64 Boulevard 8t. Gor-

maine, Marjory was the anly

one in the house cool envugh to
meel them at the door. She quicted them
with a smile.

“It 18 too bad, mesziours," slhe apola-
gized, beeause it did seom too had 1o put
them to so much trouble for not" ing. “It
was only a disagreeable incidert between
friends, and it iz eclosed.  Madame
Courey lost hor hoad.”

“But we were told it was an assassina-
tion,” the lieutenant informed he He
was a very smart-looking lieutenant, and
he notised her cyes at onee.

“To have an nssassination it is neces-
sary to have some ong ass nted, is it
not?" inquired Marjory.

But yes, cortainly,”

“Then troly it is a mistake, beeause the
twa gmnls-mvn went off together in a
eah.”

The lieutenant fook out a
dum-book.

Iz that necossary?”

YA report must be made,

“It was nothing, I assure you,” she in-
gisted, “Tt was what in Ameriea is called
p false alarm,”

“You mre American?" inguired
licutenant, twisting his mustache,

"It ig a compliment to my French that
yout did not know," smiled Marjors

It was also a sompliment to Iht\ liow-
tenant that she smiled, At least, it was
g0 he interpreted it

“The report is only a matter of routine, "
he informed her.  “If mademoisells will
kindly give me her name,™

“But the newspaperz!” sho m{r!mmml
“They make so much of so little,"

“Tt will he a plessure to see that the
report s treated as confidential,™ said the
lieutenant, with a

So, a8 a matter of facl, after a per-
functory interview with madame and
Mario, who had so far recovered {hem-
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selves as to be casily handled by ;\luuo ¥
the Jieutenant and his men bowed thei-
selves out and the ineidant was closed.

Marjory herself escorted them to the
door, and then, a littls brenthless with
exeifoment, she went irto the reeep-
tion-room a moment to colleet her-
self,

The seene was sel exactly as it had been
when from upstairs she heard that shot
the shot that for a second had ehecked her
breathing as if she herself had been hit.
Az clearly as if she had been in the room,
she had seen Monte stretehed out on the
floor, with Hamilton bending over him
She had not thought of any other po
hility,  As zhe sprang down the stairs she
had been sure of what she was about to
see. But when she entered she had found
Monte standing ereet—erect and smiling,
with his light hair all awry like a sehool-
hoy's. Then,sinking into the chair near the
window,—thiz very ehair heside which she
now stood,—he had asked her to go out
and attend to madame.

Come to think of it, it was odd that he
had heen smiling. It was not quite natu-
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ONTE COVINGTON, an Amerlcan |

on his tenth visit to Nics, by the death of Edl
For the first thoe in his
on to Paris, he Is pumuud by the feellng of something gone wrong,
coming i‘mm the opera alone, Marjory Stockton, & girl he has Knowr
2 aunt to the |
wunt s now dead, and Marjory, Inheriting 1
But she I8 unable to enjoy It bec
tells Monte that the most troublesome of these is Teddy 1
favorite, whom she met on the boat coming over. ¢
One marning he finds her in
Il.am{lton 1s threatening to shoot himself if she refuses h
arriyes downst
In o down and settle the boy, Marfory replies that he has

He feels suddenly old, at thirty-two.

whose time Las been devoted to an elderly

freedom,

he poes ‘\larmrv fraquently.
ng to Monte in her sitting-room, Teddy

canse & scandal in Parld,

P he asked quietly,

15 the ondy qeay to get vid of him "

ral for one Lo smile over oomalter as
ous as that, Aflter all, even if Teddy was
melodramatie, even if his shot had missed

ite mark, it was not o matter to 1ake
lightly.
o H I st 1 herself in the ehair he b ve-

eupied, and her hands dropped wearily
to her side. Her fingers tonehed sonme-
thing sticky —something on the side of
the ehair next to the wall—something
that the gendarmes had not noticed,

She did not dare (0 maove her fingers. She
was paralyged, as if they had met sone
eold, strange hand.  For one secomnd, 1wo
seeonds, three seeonds, she sat there trans-
xed, fenring, if she moved as much as g
musele, that something would spring at
her from below—somme awful faet,

Then finally she did move.  She moved
slowly, with her eves eloseid,  Then, sud-
denly opening them wide, she saw her
fingers stained carmine,  She knew then
why Monte had smiled, Tt was like him
fo do thet. Running swiftly (o her roon,
she enlled Maric ns she ran:

“Marie—my hat!  Your hat!
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Monte wishes he could be transiormed Into o brother or

even a cousin, It suddenly occurs to him that thers is ong relationship Le can assume
He makes his suggestion to Mk
b camarade de p

that would solve the whole problem,

Iim for protection agalnst unwelcome attention and to b
on on the part of elther.
Monte goes down and tells Teddy that Marjory Is goin
lm_l, whips out a revolver and shoots—wounding Monte
he conceals his hurt and hurvies Tedd,
He gota Hamilton home, and then starts for his own hotel.
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“(h Marhe
“Hus g

“1 hay
T ppened
wlarm madnme.

It was impossible not to alarm madame
The ters fact that t(hey wore going
ot alarmed madame,  Marjory stopped
in the hall and quite coolly worked on
her gloves.

"We are going for a little walk in the
" ghe said, “Will you pot conie

mon vt exelnimed
{hing happened?®
just learned what has alveady
" she answered,  “But do not

Dee uh'tll\ madame wonld not. She
was too weak and faint.  She should send
for o friend to stay with her while =he

rested on her hed,

“Phat is best for von,”
A rovatr,

With Marie hy her side, she took her
fittle walk i the sunshine, without hur-
rying, as e as avound (e first corer,
Then she synuled for a eab, and showl
the deiver o lonis d'or.

nodeded Marjory.

“Hotel Norman This is for vou
il vou make spesd; i sl -
l'l‘ was oo wonder the dreiver was not ur-
rested within a hloek: hut it was noth-

ing less than a miracle that he reached the
hotel without loz= of life. A louis d’or is a
greead deal of money, and these Americans
are all wadd. When Marie followed her
wiistress from the eab, she made o little
pricyer of thanks to the ben Dicn who hl
saved her life,

Mademoisello inguired of the clerk for
Monsionr Covington.

Yes, Monsieur Covinglon had resehd
the hotel some fifteen minutes hefore,
But he was ill. He had met with an
necident. Already o surgeon was with hin,

*He—he ig not badly injured? " inguired
Marjory.

“1 do not know,”

answered the clerk.

“He was carried to his room in a ik
1e was very white,”
ST will wait in the writing-room. When

the surgeon comes down 1 wish to seo
lim, - At onee—do yvou understand?”
“Yeg, mademoiselle,”
Marvie suspected what had happened.
Monsieur Covington too had presented

the driver with a lonis d'ar, and —miracles |

do not oeenr twice in one day.

Muvjory seated herself hy o desk,
where she had o foll view of the offec
—of ull who eame in and all who went out.
That she was here doing this, and that
Monte Covington was upstairs wousdd
Ty pistol shot, was confus
the fact that as shorl & time ago as ves-
terday evening she ind not been conseiongs
of the existence in Pariz of either this
hotel or of Monsicur Covington. Ol
man who, on the other hand, had heen
disturbing her & great deal—tlds Teddy
Hamilton—she thought not at all. 1t
wins 02 if he had evased to exist,

H 0 had stood by the window i Ma-
Tmmne Coures s dingy reception-roon,
smil his hair all aw she reenllod

many other details now: how his arm
had hung lmp; how he had been to o
pood deal of awkward trouble to keep his
left arm always toward her: how white
he Iy

She must have been a fool not to under=
stand that something was wrong  with
him —the more so because only w lew
minutes before that he had stood before
her with his checks o deep red, his body
firmi, his clear and hright.

That was when he
ey lim,  Moote Covington had asked
her 1o marey him, and zhe had consented,

Sou teehndeally, she was at this moment
engaged.  The man  upstairs  was  hee
1 . That gove her the eight 1o L hore,
\\ here was  the surgeon?  She rose -~
! went to the elerk.
“Are you sure the surgeon has not
he ashed.
“Nery zure,” answered the k. “He

ha= just sent out for & nurse.

“A nurse?” repoated Marjory,

“The doctor says Monsicur Covinglon
must not be left alone.”
It's as had—ns that
“T dp pot know.”

“1 must see the doctor wl
ia

onee,” she

ng considering.

had nsked her 1o
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