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“It jsn't that. But once, after I
knew his greathess, 1 heard him
speak of his dislike for a brilliant.
woman we both knew. He dislik-,
erf ‘her ‘beeatise she had disowned
her:mather, He wrote my great:
play, and in it he heaped his scorn
upon a child who was ungrateful
to her poor, toil-scarred parents.
‘.‘\‘ightly I had to play that part,
had 1o suffer horribly in silence,
for I'knew then I loved him.

“But I thought he did npt know'
of my past and I was careful not
—to—let—him—Ileéarn ~ about—
youL. L Y

“In a way I tried to justify my-
self. God knows T tried to held.
vour love, T sent money—"

“As if we copld have accepted’
itf - :

“You'sent'it back. T was pround.
My work swallowed me up and I

drifted away. MyJove for him{

hias'made me see it all over again
oh, so ciéarly. And then one!
night—we had eaten together—
T-humbled my pride and told him_
of my love = Mother, T wak:
frightened ; T am getting old; 1
knew this was the only love that,
would ever tome intp my lik.

= #1'told him and he replied that
fie knew about you. - Then 1 abas-

ed my pride and {!1' aded with him |
n

He caught me his arms and
kissed me—then he put me away.
© “He said he had grown to love
me in spite of himself, but that he
would mpéver marry a- woman
suchas I."

The Hardness. ¢came back into
the oldgr woman's eyes,

“8a,” shesaid, “you have come

here to make a dicker?™ The ae-

tress. threw herseli forwird.and
hid het face upon her mother’s
knees. -

“Don’t yoli se¢, mother,” she
cried, “that I haven't come for
that> That now, even if he ask-
ed it, T couldn't be his wife up-
less I were your little girl again?”
Her shoulders shook with sob-

h!h_ﬁ.w

The mother bent forward over
the bright bead, her lips quiver-
ing cnmuyli. . i

. “Maty!" And the word crack-
ed with.its weight of love,

‘'TAIN'T POSSIBLE -
- Prinee-Troubetskoy, "the Rus-
sian artiste is- going 10 -make a
bust of. __Lc:_‘b_n D. - Rackeieller.
Who'd a thought you eould bust
him. Here Goes: - e
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