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h^rta a* ft* turned to (to, aud «he ! ««» uùmmua. **•*“ tu« women isal»*.«*
„„ye him Just « quick touch of a warm | taew w«r« attempting to live exactly
mtle hand In farewell. ****»<"<»• *° cultlvRte “suitors/’ and

Other guests had come In, and Miss drtft »“ fn ,atmosplhere of new
Field was extremely busy, and Ward, and adulatlon and orchids and
helping her officially, was busy. too. ^ M***^"-*. «- £ 
“Fun to have you down here !” he said, f^ftSSL 'J ^n^irete

and that she was more successful In 
It than other women was not at all 
to her discredit

teacups. Harriet as his thin mouth 
twitched with Just the hint of a «mile, 
looked straight Into his eyes, and the 
knew he waa as frightened aa «he. 
But from neither was there a vMhle 
sign of consternation.

A few seconds later Harriet Field 
11 slipped from her place, crossed the 

terrace with her heart beating «lek 
and fast with fright and made her 
escape.

She and Nina had a luxurious suite 
on the Becond floor, shut off from the 
rest of the house by a single door, und 
rather remotely plneed In a wing that 
commanded a superb view of the river.

Nina, half-dressed, was spraw Ing 
luxuriously on her bed when Harriet 
came In. Glass doors were open upon 
n square porch, and the sweet after
noon air stirred the crisp, transpaiont

!» ^iiiiiimmnniiHiinminiHlIitllillum
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In her ear.
Harriet Field had an aside with a 

maid regarding hot water. Then she 
gave Ward an Indulgent, an older-sis
terly glance. He was In years almost 
twenty-two, but at twenty-seven the 
young woman felt him ages her Junior. 
He was a Joyous, Irresponsible boy, 
and he and his mother’s secretary had 
always been good friends since the 
day, four years ago now, when the 
silent, somewhat grave Harriet Field 
had first made her appearance In the 
family. The young people loved her; 
Richard Carter occasionally said to 
his wife, “Very clever—very pretty 
girl!” which was perhaps as close as 
he ever got to Rny domestic matter, 
and Isabelle confided to her almost ail 
her duties and cares. Nina, Insatiably 
curious, had gathered no more than 
that Miss Harnet’s father had been a 
college professor of languages, and 
that her only relative was a married 
sister, Linda, much older, who had 
four children, and lived in New Jer
sey.

and the
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CHAPTER II.

Madame Carter, gathering her drap 
eries about her, was one of the first 
to leave the terrace. Dressing for 
dinner was a slow and serious busi
ness for her. She gave Harriet a cold, 
appraising glance as she passed her; 
Richard Carter hnd risen to escort hi' 
mother, but she delayed him for a nu> 
ment. **•

“Miss Nina gone In. Miss Fhl/T
Harriet, whose manner with all o'd 

persons was the essence of scrupulous 
formality, rose at once to her feet.

“Nina has goa > to change her dress, 
Madame Carter."
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Our Subscription records show that our subscrib- 
owe us over $1,900. That means that for two 

years we have been very lenient, feeling that in 
the circumstances it was our duty to extend every 
courtesy possible to our subscribers—give them 
as long to pay as possible.

Now we feel the obligation is reversed. We will 
carry past due subscriptions a reasonable length 
of time—give every subscriber ample notice thru 
the mail—tell him how much he owes and ask for 
a reply of some kind showing good faith. That 
is all we can do.
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llnrrlct shut the door, and leaned 
against It, and the world spun atout 
her. What now? What now7 What

Ninaof Nina’s somewhat sealed young Ufa.
It would be “fun" to have Miss Field 
pour. Nina leaped obediently up the 
steps, with a flopping of thick braids 
and the scrape of sturdy shoes, and 
the sweet summer world was In silence 
again.

Isabelle sat on, stroking the hound, 
her soul filled with perplexity. An
thony’s eloquent back gave her sudden 
understanding of his fury. “Ah, please,
Tony,” she pleaded, “what can I do?”

“Nothing I” he answered, suddenly 
pliant
he turned to her a boyish face stern 
with pain.
nothing, Oherie. I’m not such a—such 
a fool—” his voice broke angrily—
"that I can’t see that 1 Come on, we’ll 
go up and have tea—with the Bel
lamys. And I—1*11 be going tonight.
HI say good-by to you now—and per
haps you’ll be good enough to make 
my good-bys to the others—”

The youthfulness of it did not rob 
it of real dignity. Isabelle, wretched
ly mounting the steps beside him, felt 
her heart contract with real pain. He 
would go away—It would all be over 
and forgotten in a few weeks—and 
yet, how she longed to comfort him, 
to make him happy again I

She looked obliquely at his set face, 
and what she saw there made her 
feel ashamed.

On the bright level of the upper ter
race tea was merrily In progress. Miss 
Field had duly come down to preside, 
and all was welL Isabelle, as she 
dropped Into a chair, gave a sigh of re
lief; everyone waa. amused and ab
sorbed and happy. Everyone, that Is, 
except the magnificent and sharp-eyed 
old lady who sat, regally throned, 
near her, and favored her Immediately 
with a dissatisfied look. Old Madame 
Carter had her own good reasons for sexless and splendid In her early teens, 
being angry, and she never spared any with a flat breast and an untamed eye. 

available from participation in her . And a romancer might have wondered
what paths had led her, In the superb 
realization of her beautiful woman
hood, at twenty-seven, to this subor-

nowî hammered her heart, 
tossed aside her magazine, and regard
ed her with affectionate reproach. 

“You ran upstairs!” she said. Tm
lying on your bed because Maude had 
the laundry all over mine: Are you 
going to lie down?"

“No, my dear!" said Harriet, inj an 
odd, breathy whisper.

The terror began to flood her soul 
and mind again. She went out to the

“She took it up*.! herself to ask 
you to help us out this afternoon?” 
the old lady added, with the sort of 
gracious cruelty of which she was mis
tress. Richard Carter gave his daugh
ter’s companion a look that asked in
dulgence.

Harriet said nothing, and resumed 
her seat as the old lady rustled slowly porch, and looked down into the clear 

Who’s coming?” she asked In | shade of the early twilight, underl the
The terrace was deserted ;

Bhe was a master of the art of keep
ing silent, this young woman, and but 
for her beauty she might have been 
as Inconspicuous as she sincerely 
tried to be. But her simple gowns and 
her plainly massed hair only served 
to emphasize the extraordinary dis
tinction of her appearance, and her ut
most effort to obliterate herself could 
not quite keep her from notice. Old 
Mrs. Carter, who for reasons perfectly 
comprehensible in an old lady who 
had once been handsome herself, de 
tested Harriet, and said to her 
daughter-in-law that In her opinion 
there was something queer about’the 
girl.

If you feel that we have been liberal 
enough, write your name to a check or 
money order for your back subscription, 
add enough to pay for another year and 
we will all profit thereby.

AndNothing, of course. away.
an undertone, to Ward, as one more 
motor swept about the carriage drive. I every sign of the tea party had Yan- 

“What is it, Beautiful?” Ward | Ished, not a crumb marred the order 
laughed. Harriet’s glorious eyes wld- I of the grass-grown bricks. The cl airs 
ened Into smiling warning. His open he*d formal attitudes, the table was 
and boyish admiration was a sort of I 1110 motorcars were gone
joke between them. Yet in this sec- from the drive. She turned back into 
ond, as he craned his neck to get a the room, breathing more easily, 
glimpse of the approachipg guests, a At half-past seven she came up 
sudden thought was born In her. from a little diplomatic adjusting in 
Honor had compelled her to a gen- I the service end of the house, to peep 
erous policy with Ward. She had held at Nina, who was reading In bed, and 
his admiration firmly In check ; she I to go on to Isabelle’s room, 
had maintained a blg-sister attitude Carter was alone, she liked to see 
that was as wholesome for herself as I Harriet then, to be sure of any last 
for hlm. I message, or to discuss any domestic

But here, she thought with sudden I plan, 
satisfaction, might be the realization I
of her own ambition, after all. Ward twinkling black spangles, before 
was but four years her Junior, and mirror. Isabelle’s hair \yas dress* 
Ward would be Richard Carter’s heir, dark and shining waves and scallops 

“It’s the Bellamys and their crowd,” I uettedfinvteibljb set with brilliant pins.
There was not an Inch of her whole 
beautlfuD little person that would not 
have survived a critical inspection.

trees.
Of course you can do

Montpelier Examiner
If Mrs.

She was of that always-arresting 
type that combines a warm dusky skin 
with blue eyes and fair hair. The 
eyes, In her case, were a soft smoky 
blue, set In thick and Inky black 
lashes, and the hair was brassy gold, 
banded carelessly but trimly about her 
rather broad forehead. Her mouth 
was wide, deep crimson, thin-lipped ; 
It was a mouth of secrets and of mys
tery, of character, à mouth that hatl 
known the trembling of pain and grief, 
perhaps, but a firm mouth now, and 
a beautiful one.

Looking at her, an artist would 
have fancied her a bold and charming 
and boyish-looking little girl, fifteen 
years ago, with that Greek chin and 
that tawny mane ; would have seen her

za of Cannes.
“Present-day Cannes Is largely a 

community of stately and expensive 
villas and modern hotels. The 50 
or more hostelries, In fact, are sup
posed to include some of the best in 
Europe. Most of the villas are built 
of local white stbne so soft that it is 
sawed rather than chisled into blocks 
A distinguishing feature of Cannes 
is Its spaciousness. Most of its villas 
and hotels are surrdunded by exten
sive grounds and gardens and it is 
considered perhaps the most nobly 
built of the Riviera resorts.

“From the days of Lord Brougham 
the dominant note of Cannes as a re
sort has been Its exclusiveness and 
aristocratic towns, in which regard 
it has been somewhat in contrast to 
the more turbulent and more demo
cratic Nice and the more ‘sporty* 
Monaco. One syndical writer has 
drawn the contrast epigrammatically 
by saying that ‘Cannes Is of the 
world, Nice of the flesh, and Monaco 
of the devil.’

“Among themselves the younger 
of the fashionable winter sojourners 
at Cannes carry on an eternal round 
of balls ‘at home.’ garden parties 
and picnics, but there are many of 
the older members of the colony who 
live» In quiet dignity In the seclusion 
of their shrubembowered villas. The 
town has been the favorite Riviera 
winter resort of manw notables In
cluding Queen Victoria, King Edward 
VII, and numerous lesser lights of 
the various courts of Europe..

“The large British colony ai 
Cannes has resulted In a marked 
anglicizing of the place. Nearly all 
the hotels and many of the villas 
have their tennis courts, and there is 
an excellent golf club and a polo 
ground. In the spring there is a 
racing meet on the Cannes' race 
course and regattas In the harbor.

"In late years something of the 
extreme exclusiveness has passed 
from the atmosphere of Cannes. A 
municipal casino has been erected in 
which those not members of exclusive 
clubs may seek amusement, 
and food are available and those 
wishing to try their fortune without 
making the short journey to Monte 
Carlo may place their bets on the 
‘little horses’ which cavort around 
their diminutive race course.|

tected from northern winds by a 
crescent of the hills at its back, and 
with its shore bathed by the warm 
waters of the Mediterranean, is one 
of the most delightful spots in the 
reach of the residents of the Old 
World.

“Although the French Rivera is 
supposed to begfn at Marselilles, 
there are lovers of this beautiful 
coast who feel that not until one has 
passed eastward of the promontory 
formed by the Esterel hills so that 
the glorious hay af Cannes breaks 
into sight has he really reached La 
Coto d’Azur, as the French call their 
playground of wealth and fashion 
The waters are like sapphire and 
in them, several miles off shore, nes
tle two low-lying verdure-covered is
lands. They are the Isles de Ler- 
ins-Lero and Lerina to the Romans 
and to the French Ste. Marguerite 
and St. Honorât

St. Honorât founded, In 410, on 
the smaller of the two islands which 
bears his name, the monastery in 
which St. Patrick studied and which 
was one of the fountains of learning 
and missionary effort during the 
Middle Ages. According to a legend 
tho Island was Infected by countless 
snakes and St. Honorât miraculously 
drove them out—an example which 
his folower St. Patrick is supposed to 
have put to good use in Erin. A 
modern romance clings about tho Is
land of Ste. Marguerite, for In its fort 
ress was confined for twelve years 
that mysterious figure of French in 
story, the Man in the Iron mask.

“It is from the islands of Lerm, 
or better still from a boat that van
tage point to the town and its sur
roundings from a pleasantly colored 
crescent rising from the .blue sea, 
while villas dotting Its greenslopes, 
while to the north amid a purple haze 
rise the summits of the Maritime 
Alps.

Harriet found her, exquisit« in
her

id in

said Ward, wutching the approach of 
Look at that man with 

that fellow with the hair—
newcomers, 
them,

Her skin, her white throat, her armsthat’s Blondin 1 That’s the man I was
telling you about the other night, the | und hands and fingernails, her waist

and ankles and her pretty feet, were 
all absolute perfection. The Illusion 

“Who?” A I that veiled her slender arms stood at
Hnrriet did no* know whether she crisp angles; the silk stockings 

said It or seqeamed It. She lost all showed a warm skin tint through their 
consciousnessvof her surroundings and thinness; her lower eyelids had been 
her neighbors for a few terrible sec-1 skillfully darkened, her cheeks deli- 
oncis; her mputh' was dry, her throat I cately rouged, and her lips torched 
constricted, and a hideous weakness with carmine ; her brows had been 
ran like nausea through her entire | clipped and trained and penciled, her 
body.
touched the sugar tongs was Icy cold, I what fragrant powders and perfumes 

pain split her forehead, and she felt | could add, had been added In gen
erous measure. She wore diamonds 

Ward had gone across to greet the | °n her fingers, In her ears, and about 
Bellamys; Harriet fixed her eyes | her throat, and her gown was Mid at 
with u sirt of fascination upon the | her full smooth breast by a platinum

bar that bore a double line of mag- 
Harriet always

man whose name 1 couldn’t < remem
ber !” '

one
mood.

She was remarkably handsome, even 
at seventy-five ; with a crown of puffed ,
white hair, gold-rimmed eye-glasses, dlnate position In the home of a self-

made rich man, and this conventional 
1 tea table on a terrace over the Hud

The hand with which she lushes brushed with liquid dye, and

and an erect and finely preserved fig
ure. Her voice was theatrically deep 
and clear, and her manner vigorous 
and impressive.

“Well, my dear, your friends were 
naturally wondering what Important 
matter kept their hostess away from 
her guests,” she began, 
shrugged and smiled carelessly, with 
an indifferent glance at the group.

“Harriet is managing very nicely," 
she said, contentedly, as Tony, with a 
somber face and averted eyes, brought 
her her tea.

“So Ward seems to think,” observed 
Ward’s grandmother with acidity. Isa
belle laughed indifferently. Her son. 
Blender and tall, and with something 
of her own eagerness and fire in his 
sunburned young face, was ' Jde Miss 
Field, who talked to him In a quiet 
aside while she busied herself with 
cups and spoons.

“Perfectly safe there !" Isabelle 
said.

"I should hope so I” old Madame Car
ter remarked, pointedly. “At least If 
there’s any of our blood In his veins— 
but, of course, he’s all Slocum. They 
used to say of my Aunt Georgina that 
she never married because the only 
man she ever loved was beneath her

a
* ssuddenly tired and broken.

son.
"Nearly half-past five, Nina,” she 

said, presently. “Go and change and 
brush, that’s n darling 1 You look 
rather tumbled."

Nina, reaching for a marron, obedi
ently wandered away, and immediately 
the empty chair beside Harriet was 
taken by a newcomer, Richard Carter 
himself, the owner of all this smiling 
estate, who had cbme up from the 
little launch at the landing, hnd 
changed hastily Into white flannels, 
Harriet saw at a glance, and had un
expectedly joined them for tea.

“Tea, Mr. Carter?” Harriet ven
tured.

He waB watching his wife with a 
sort of idle Interest, She had to re
peat her invitation.

"If you please. Miss Field! Ten 
sounded right, somehow, to me today. 
It’s been a terrible day!”

“I can Imagine It!” Harriet’s voice 
was pleasantly con\monplace. But the 
moment had Its thrill for her. This 
lean, tall, tired man, with his abstract 
manner, his perfunctory courtesies, his 
nervous, clever hands, loomed In oddly 
heroic proportions In Harriet’s life. 
His face was keen and somewhat 
lined under a smooth crest of slightly 
graying hair; he smiled very rarely, 
but there was a certain kindliness in 
his gray eyes, when Nina or Ward 
or his wife turned to him, that Har
riet liked.

For Harriet he had hardly a dozen 
wprds a year. He merely smiled 
kindly when she thanked him for the 
Christmas gift that bore his un
touched card; If she went to her sis
ter for a day or two, he gave her only 
a nod of greeting when ehe came back. 
Now and then he asked with sharp 
Interest abont Nina’s teeth or his 
mother’s headache.

But Harriet hnd known other types 
of men, and for his very silences, for 
his Indifference, she had begun to nd 
mire him long «go. She had not been 
born In this atmosphere of pleasure 
and ease and riches; she was not en
tirely unfitted to judge a man.

Isabelle was always breezily civil to 
her husband; he had long ago van
ished as completely from among the 
vital elements of her life as If he were 
dead, perhaps more than If he were 
dead. She thought—If she thought 
about him at all—that he never saw 
her little affairs; she supposed him 
perfectly satisfied with his home and 
'children and club and business, and 
Incidentally with his beautiful figure
head of a wife. They had quarreled 
distressingly, several years ago, when 
he had bored her with references to 
her “duty,” and her influence over 
Nina, and her obligations to her true 
self. But that had all stopped long 
since, and now Isabelle was free to 
sleep late, to dress at leisure, to make 
what engagements «he pleased, to see 
the persons who Interested her. Rich
ard never Interfered; never was there 

■ a more perfectly discreet ami gener-
ai tifvi. , .

man to whom she presently saw him 
talking. Almost everyone.else in the I nifleent
group was looking at him, too; Royal I thought her handsome; tonight: she 
Blondln was used to' it; one of his had to admit that her employe^ was 
favorite affectations was an apparent | truly beautiful, 
unconsciousness of being observed.

Well over six feet In height, he had 
dropped his leonine head, with Its I was nothing in her life now to ruffle 
thick locks of dark hair, a little on It. She mused happily, her lips tjvitch 
one side ; his mobile, thin lips were Ing with some amusing memory. Then 
set, an’d his piercing eyes searched the I she became businesslike. “Harriet, do 
boy’s face with a sort of passionate | you go to the city this week?”

Nina and the girls are to see Ruth
Introductions were In order, every-1 St. Denis on Friday,” Harriet said. “I 

one wanted to meet the Bellamys’ I thought Madame Carter would take 
friend, and Harriet saw that It pleased I them, but now she says no. But If 
him, for some Inscrutable reason, to I Nina stays with her grandmother over- 
contlnue his ridiculous conversation I night, I thought I would like to see 
with the flattered Ward, and to accept I my sister; she hasn’t been very well, 
names and greetings absently, In an That can wait, of course. Miss Jay’s 
aside, as It were, smiling perfunctorily I tea party Is tomorrow ;, that’s Thurs- 
and briefly at the eager girls and day—’’
women, and returning Immediately to “And that reminds me that Louise 
his concerned and passionate under-1 Jay telephoned today, and asked me 
tones with the boy.

It was Isabelle who brought him to 
the tea table. Harriet had felt, with I glance.
a sure premonition of disaster, that It I Harriet hesitated, and the color 
must be. She might not escupe; there | crept Into her smooth cheeks. “One 
was nothing for It but courage now.
Her breath was behaving badly, and 
the muscles contracted In her throat, 
but she managed a smile.

“And this Is Miss Field, Mr. Blon
dln,” said Isabelle, 
some ten!”

"Miss Field,” said Royal Blondln, I sake. But you suit yourself I" 
and his dark hand came across the I The tone denied the words ; Harriet

knew what she was expected to do. 
“I’ll be delighted to help!” shi; said, 
lifelessly. “A lot of women anp chil
dren," she reflected, “and nobody 
drinking tea anyway, this weither!”

stones.
Isabelle

Mrs. Carter was In a pleasant tfiood ; 
she had a good disposition, and there

attention.

“Tho vogue of Cannes Is a matter 
of the prosperous late-nineteenth ana 
twentieth centures. The town waa 
little more than a hamlet in 1834 
when Lord Boughman built there in 
which to spend his declining years. 
Ho became an assiduous advocate of 
Cannes climate and scenery and to 
him much of the rapid increase m 
popularity of the place Is due. A sta
tue to him occupies the principal pla-

lf you would take charge of tlie ten 
table,” Isabelle said, with a shrewd

Music
socially—
* Isabelle knew all about Aunt Georg
ina, and she looked wearily away. “The 
Bellamys are coming in for awhile,” 
she observed, with deliberate irrelev
ance, “and I hope they’ll bring their 
Swaml—or whatever he Is, with them. 
He must be a queer creature.

“He’s not a Swaml, he’s an artist,” 
Tony said, drawn Into a casual conver
sation much against his w’ll. “Blon
dln—I’ve met hlm. I can’t bear him, 
he makes me sick!”

He relapsed into gloomy silence, and 
Isabelle put Into her laugh something 
affectionate and soothing.

“He evidently fives by his wits," she 
suggested, “which is something you 
have never had to do!" /

Tony scowled again. It was part 
ef his charm for her that he was the 
spoiled darling of fortune. Handsome 
and young, and with no family ties to 
restrain him, he had recently come 
Into his own enormous fortune. His 
manner with servants, his ready check 
book, his easy French, and his unruf
fled self-confidence in any imaginable 
contingency, coupled with his youth, 
had strong attraction for a woman 
conscious of the financial restrictions 
of her own early years and the limita
tions of her public-school education.

“Why don’t you go to the club and 
dress now, and come back and dine 
with us?" she said, In an undertone.

“Do you want me?" he asked, 
sulkily.

“I’m asking yonl”
For answer be stood np, and smiled 

wistfully down upon her, with a hesi
tancy she knew well how to Interpret 
in his eyes. He had been longing so 

•thirstily for just that permission, and 
she bad been yearning so to give It! 
H* pnlneaa came back into both their

wonders,” she mused, in a mopt un
promising tone, “whether one is asked 
as a maid, or a guest?”

“In this case, as a mother,” I»nbelle 
She will give you I was inspired to answer. “Persbnally.

I I should very much like It for Nina’s
»»
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CANNES: PLAYGROUND OF FAS- 
SHION AND MEETING PLACE. 
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!“For true appropratlon Cannes 
I might better be chosen for a discus
sion of Irish affairs than for an at- c; 
tempt to solve European financial 
problems,” says a bulletin frem the B 
Washington, D. C. »headquarters of ■ 
the National Geographic Society in ■ 
regard to the French Mediterranean * 
winter resort at which the Allied Su- 5 

\ preme Council is mettlng.. Cannes g 
has its tie with Ireland, the bulletin ■ 
goes on to explain, because It was in ■ 
a monastry on a little Island jnstoft ■ 

jthe Cannes shore that St. Patrrick ■ 
received the religeous training which 5 
fired him with missionary zeal ana g 
led to his conversion of the Irish, g 
But there is an eminently practica ■ 

I reason for any meeting at Cannes ■ 
in the winter and especially a meet- ■ 
ing of Londoners and Parisians. * 
While cold fogs hang over lomdon g 
and tho mercury is low in Parts, b 
Cannes, flooded with sunshine, pro- ■
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