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CHAPTER X111

“You shall hesr from wme sarly n
the morning,” the mook Prince del
Pino had told Mrs. Waring when he
left bher at her houso! and then, turn-
ing his motor In the direction of his
hotel, he gave himself up 1o the bus).
« mess of the moment, making the most
of the brief thme left him

It wan balf-past ten whon he stood
oulslde of & house on N sireel and
conmulted hisn wateh

Half-pant ten, Very late for & vislt,
and yol—they wers awake in the
housn! 1

Through the bowed shutters and
open windows came the sound of one
of Chopin's waltaes, played by a girl's
slightly amateur fingwrs on a plano
that was not of the best, it on
that night of witchery, In the alleut
Nghted stroets, the alr Mosted out
with & cerinin gracoful stateliness,

Curbing his Impatience, Barto walt.
éd untll the last nole of the phrase
was played, rogardiess of the fight
of thme, and then, mounting the steps,
rang the bell

There was &
fore a lght trend came nlong the bhall

ulight hesitation b
and the door apened

I had almost given up Your High
Annette Hancroft
hat In

neas mald
Her visitor
looking up at her
apologion for the late
he began In a low
“But | dining at
and v @ *ained lon
P sta'l only stay

wiood,

"1 am all
ness of the hour,
TR

Vol hive

vy Cpasa
er *Lant | though!

A moment.”

The girl loed the way without n;mnk-‘

Ing, into the drawlng room, where
two candles were burning, revealing
the open plano heaped with music
Behind It the window stood open, let
ting In the light from the street
"Roses!"”  ejaculnted the

He dalotily sniffed at & bowl

mock

prince

ful standing on the center of the

murmur-
“"Ho hns
English

table "Papan Gontler,” he
ed, Jlifting the heavy hesds
flowers—the

good taste in

man. "

Annette made a falnt acqulesence
She had seated herseif on the plano
stool, a ghost-Hke little flgure in the
half light

Turning away from the table, Sar
to moved towards the plano

“Ah, | had forgotten that!™ lhe
sald, speaking sotto-voce, “M. Hulst
remalng after | am gone. He has the
best of it!"”

“After you
Annette

SBhe stood motlonless, staring with
parted lips and wldened eyes Into
the face of the man who bent over
the plano, his dark, moblile fesatures
PO near hers

“Yes," he sald,
qulet tones, to which
expressive volce lent a certain pa-
thos, "It is to say good:by 1 am
come tonlght. Before morning I will
have left Washington, 1 shall never
#ee you agaln.'

The last words rang with an Irre-

have gone!" m'iH‘r_‘d‘

fpeaking In very |
his curlously |

pressible melancholy that sent a
shiver through his listener. ‘Turn-
ing, forgetful of all the revealing

lights In the street below, she look-
ed up Into his face, her own white

with the shock of his words—her
eyes wide with the wsecret of her
heart,

“Annette!” erled Ludovie Sarto.

Love Is a great mystery! * * *
It moves through the winding pas-
sages of our cold, dark hearts so sl
lently that we never suspect Its pres-
ence untll suddenly one day we see
it for the firat time mirrored in the
light of another's eyes,

At some time—when the chaffeur
could pot tell—some Midas touch had
tarned the gratitudes the friendship
he felt for thig girl Into the gold of
his heart.

And in thig Instant of miracles the
whole being, his double na-
ture, even Lhe dark side which had
achieved Its sinister trinmph  one
short hour ago, secmed touched by
that same Divine alchemy—the base
metal In him transformed and purl-
fled.

There are certain moments in this
dull Hfe of ours when the froth is on
the wine—moments of dazzling, dia
mond-like brilllance—moments a8
gweet as the first (pste of 4 nectar-
ine and as evanescent,

dven as Ludovic Sarto and An-
nette Bancroft gazed Into each other's
eyes, the moment passed by, never
fo return.

The next a terrible realization
«<ame into the man's heart, *'Walt
a moment!"™ he sald hoarsely, "I
—1 have something to tell you!"

Turning sharply away, he took a
few turns up and down the room,
grappling with the ordeal that was
guddenly upon him.

For the girl must be told the truth
It was inevitable! Alas! the
socret demanded

man's

now!

discovery of her

the revealing of his.
It was a strange psychic fact that

hand, |

pery, diverse nature, no other course
ocourred. The man who loval An
nette Dancroft—and was luved In re
turn-—oould no Jonger mask belingd
the Prinoe usl Ploe,

Ladovie must come forth and boar
his respousibilitios. The law of self
proservation, which he had only a«
knowledged so far, had given way to
| another, diviner
{in his Hie the mercurial chauffeur
{bent his hosd 1o the law of self-sac
riflow

Turning suddenly, he looked st the
girl at the plano

Annetle wan Jeaning forward, fa

er Hps, bor eyes full of a dawning,
sy expoctancy

Watching her, hin wonderfully keen
-almost  feminine—porcoptions  dis
|deeting the girl's soul, Barto wsaw,
with shuddering, wslckening horror
and self-dingust, all that the girl In
{her Innocent romantio soul was im
|ulu!nu
IIrnh enough! with
horo and for its herolne

The man who loved her knew, with
m inward roecoll, that it fell 1o him
o shatter this pretty
’llla' Bir=with s occupants

Standing before her _he mpoke for
mally. “Misa Hancroft, tell me, how
| long ench

& prince for

have wo known olther

you mmd |7

| Annotte ralsed her eyen to his, and ment

A vivid color tingod her pals cheoks
| “Two weeks," she sald, without the
Ifnlnto-m hint of coguelry or heslta
| Hon “It was just two

tonlght tha! we met on board the Ma-

weeks ago

| Jostie. ™
“No!" SHarto shook his head
"You have known me Jonger than
Look at me'"

| that
| :
"Where have you seon
me before? Think!
But the girl only gazed at him wiih
stonished, halffrightened eyes

Lerimination
Remoembaer! ™

‘Bofore?' she fMitered; “1—don’t
understand.”
Sarto moved lmpatiently, The sus

pense wins becoming unbearable,

“Think!" he urged rolentlessly, “Of
whom did you say | reminded you?
Huve you forgotten Sarto, the chauf
four?"

“You Sarto?"
pured the word
Prince del Pino!"

Her Irrapressible

Antiette half whis
“Sarto—and the

imagination was

| AL work agaln

With a bhalf groan Sarto turned
away. “No more fulry tales, child!*
he sald roughly. “The hook Is clos
od now! The man you have Known
Is not the Prince del Pino.” His
volve vibrated., Only an impostor—
a miserable lmpostor. Listen!" He
hesitated, standing with his back to
the window, a sllhouette of & man,
looking aut the girl between her two
candles as a lost soul might look at
an angel in heaven,

PThen he told his story, from the
time that he looked into Mrs. War-
ing's trunk to the present,

Perhaps never In the course of his
checkered career had the chauffeur,
pastmaster as he was in the sclence
of the tongue, acquitted himself so
L. By a skillful suppression of a
fact here, the strengthening of an
eplsode there—Iin fact, a lttle judl-
clous light and shade—the tale might
have made a very creditable sutobl.
ography, In which Ludovie Sarto, the
hero, would have shone forth In an
adventurous, seductlve—possibly an
herole—Ilight.

To a lover all things are possible,
permissible. But for the tlme belng
Sarto was not a lover,

He stood as It wore In his confes-
slonal, speaking o & hidden ear, dis-
seoting his conduct with the scrupu-
lous exactness of the penitent. And
the pale girl sitting between the two
candles was to him a distant vision
in a dim church, silent, Inspiring, up-
litting! Only at the last, the man
looked out through the sinner’s eyes,
with a faint satisfaction In his own
sin, an irresistible pride in his own
performance,

“l must say I played the part
welll" Sarto boasted. “My acting
was successful as far as It went., |
dare say there are a score here who
would say a good word for me——"'

A wall crapt Into his volce. "Ah,
the lrony of fate! While they are
applauding the Prince del Pino out
there in the audience, the poor moun-
tebank must crawl off to hide him-
self and his broken heart. But I for-
gol"—wlith a jarring laugh—'chauf-
feurs—people of a certain class—are
not permitted to have hearts!"

He stood, poor Sarto, very human
and very much in love, his face work-
ing, his heart rebelllng at the bitter-
ness of his cup, the Injustice that de-
prived him of the fruits of his own
triumpha—the enjoyment of his own
happiness,

And there was sllence in the little
room, while from the street outside
came the smooth roll of wheels and
A man's tenor in the distance sing-

to Sarto now, in splie of his slip-

For the first lllm-|'"" oyos whenoe he had fallen and

Ing the alr frown Paglincel, bird-like
stoms of sound threading the roar of
the vity

At last  Annsite spoke, “What
have you done with the diamonds ™
shie asked veory quietly

The man bofors hor caught  his

bresth. “Ah, the diamonds’ | had)
forgotten abowl them ™

For an instant he stared al the
£irl blankly. Al this thme Ludovie
Sarto had boon thinking of himself
as chanffeur Hurely that was low
enough! Hut now, with & heavy, Ir
retrievable sense of doom, he saw In

how fur! From the podestal on
which she had placed the Prince del
Mue, down (o the thisf—the robber
of Mrs, Warlng's diamonds What
a descent! And in the fall — love,
that brittle, dollents thing, lay shat

clng him, & falnl nervous smile uu]'"r""‘ broken into fragments

A falry tale no loss—foo) | MOrrow, with a not
”'_l"lnh

Mitle castle in |he

He drow nearer, with sudden de.|Be snswersd confidently,

|

Barto was suddenly face to face
with & judge, young, austere, lmplac !

uble, In whose clear tones there
sounded an echo of sowe distant Par
Itan apcwsior; in whose gianece he

saw himmel! condembed
"The diamonds,” he repoeated with
un  affort ko o Mrm Warlng to
v uf—ul explans |
ﬂrnlj

I shindl soe 13 t—the
Tning tn the morning

Wi sapNIgnE Ay Qim exode el |
personal alr of a scrvant, hisn eyes on
Eround, and Tor & momont An

nette latened silently !

“What ure you dolng here then?"|
she asked suddenly "Dion't you
know Lhat If Count Souravieff s af |

al ALYy mo
sharply
"You will be eaught, Imprisoned!”
But the chauffeur only smiled v\iih‘
a wparkle In hin keot eyos which had
not been there before. Slight as |r;
was, that note of anxiety had not os
Though In  fragments
was love for him in the

ter you, he may be hers

Hur volee ros

caped him
still there
Eirl’s heart
“Oh, | am enough Indeed!™
“My motor

pharmaclie

wale

iIn standing In front of a

In F street at this moment. For my-
self, | left the hotel an hour ago
and took my vallse with its contents

to""—he hesltated-—"'well, never mind
whore When one leads a double |
life, Miss DBancroft, one finds it con-

venient sometimes to lve In  two
Plnces And then 1 came on here. |
Yoes, It I8 quite safe; but It |8 well

that you remind me that | must uu."!

“What will become of you?" ask-
o the girl, almost In a whisper

She atlll sat, her face turned away,
staring fixedly at the opposite wall

Sarto moved toward the door.

“What will bocome of me?™ he
e¢choed, with, his old fatallstic shrug
of the shoulders. “Who knrm.-.?“!
His volee dropped. *1 have sinned |
and I must do penance, make expla-
tion, There (8 much ashead of me."

He opened the door abruptly and
stood hesitating. “Will you not look
at me before 1 go, and pity, forgive,
lorget "'

For the first time Annette met his
glance, 8he had been listening to
the leather-conted chauffeur, shrink-
lug from the thief; now, ralsing her
head, she saw, standing In the door-
way, a curlously attractive flgure,
looking at her with wistful eyes. The
man, after all, whom she loved.

Half unconsclously, she leaned to-
ward him with a desolate little cry.

“Pity, forgive, yea!" she repeat-
ed, "Yes, But forget? Oh, I cannot
and will not give you up!”

Rising to her feet, she stood, her
hands clasped tightly, her lips parted,
gazing at him with the soul {tself
shining in her eyes. But Sarto dld
not move. He stood looking at her
standing between her candles, the
sculpted Image of a saint carved in
stone, and a very wistful look came
into his face.

“There Is a lighted shrine In my
heart," he sald, speaking to himsell,
“and the flame can never go out. The
candle wifl be burning there always
through the long, lonely pligrimage—
and at the end——"

“I will be walting," sald Annette
very softly,

For a long instant their eyes met.
Hers were full of tears, but into the
man's there came a far-off, Ineffable
look as of one who sees visions and
dreams dreams,

“Some day the pllgrim
back to you," he said,

And, with love burning triumphant-
Iy at the candles of his shrine, Sar
to went out into the night.

At ten o'clock the next morning,
while Mrs. Waring was sitting up In
bed and sipping her chocolate, her
maid brought her a flat, square, be-
wrapped parcel, just arrived by o
messenger boy.

Glving a glance at the address,
written in a delleate, foreign-looking
hand, Gussue lore open the wrap
pings with excited fingers, pulled out
the orthodox cottonwool so sugges
tive of a jeweler, and revealed
chamols glove case!

Pinned to it was a card on which
was engraved, “Il1 Principe Roderigo
del Pino,” and underneath, in pencil,
“Better known as Ludovie Sarto, Mrs, |
Waring's ex-chauffeur, begs to send

" (Continued on last page.)

will come

HERE WE ARE AGAIN

With another line of Holiday Goods. This
time it’s a beautiful line of Umbrellas—fine
gold filled, detachable handles, the very best
of steel frames and fine silk covers. Some-
thing every possessor will be proud to own.
A suitable present for old or young and some-
thing that has real value and comfort and will
make the giver and receiver happy. An in-
dispensable article for this time of the year,
especially with the ladies. Make your selec-
tion early and we will engrave them free of

charge,

O. A. KRAMER

Jeweler and Optician

SELLING OUT

AT COST

Entire stock consisting of Harness, Whips,
Blankets, all kinds of strap work, all. goods
used 1n harness and saddle making, and
Leather Goods must be closed out. | am
positively going out of business, and will sell
the stock at actual cost,

This 1s an opportunity for farmers to buy
their horse goods at actual cost. It will not
be their privilege to again have such a chance,
perhaps, 1n a lifetime to buy at such low prices.

This sale will last only until the first of
December. My stock of goods must be sold
by that time as the shop will be closed on
that date. Other business demanding my at-
tention makes it impossible for me to contin-
ue the harness shop in Independence.

George C. Dunham

The Harness Man




