SYNOPSIS.

Eleanora de Toscana was slnging In
Pm:l;.cvrhie}l. nsrrhm w-ounto':! nrnm}'
wa 'ourtiandt's appearance there. Mul-
timilllonaire, he wandered about whers
fancy dictated. He might be in Paris one
day and Kamchatka the next. Following
the opera he goes to a oafe and s ac-

CHAPTER Il—Continued.

There was a minute wrinkle above
the unknown's nose; the shadow of a
frown. “She Is very beautiful.”

“B«! Did she send you after me?
Give me her address. 1 have come all
the way from Burma to see Flora
Desimone.”

“To see her? She unguardedly
clothed the question with contempt,
but she instantly forced a smile to
neutralize the effect. Concerned with
ber own defined conclusions, she lost
the fine ironic bitterness that was in
the man's voice.

“Aye, indeed, to see her! Beautiful
as Venus, as alluring as Phryne, |
want nothing s0 much as to sse her,
to look Into her eyes, to hear her
voice!™

“Is It jealousy? I hear the tragic
note.” The certainty of her ground
became as morass again. In his turn
he was puzzling her.

“Tragedy? 1 am an American. We
do npot kill opera singers. We turn
them over to the critics. 1 wish to see
the beautiful Flora, to ask her a few
‘questions. If she has sent you after
me, her addrees, my dear young lady,
her address.” His eyes burned.

“l am afraid.” And she was so.
Thiz wasn't the tone of a man madly
in love. It was wild anger. r

“Afraid of what?"

“You.”

“l will give you a hundred francs.”
He produced a crisp note. *“Do you
want [+

She did not answer at once. Pres.
ently she opened her purse, found &
stubby pencil and a slip of paper, and
wrote. “There It is, monsieur.” She
held out her hand for the banknote
which, with a sense of bafflement, he
gave her. She folded the note and
stowed It away with the pencil.

“Thank you,” said Courtlandt. "Odd
paper, though.” He turned it over.
“Ahb, I understand. You copy musle.”
-4 , monsieur.”

b is time the nervous flicker of her
eyes did not escape him. “You are
studying for the opera, perhaps?™

“Yes, that is iL.”

“Good night.” He rose,

“Monsleur is not gallant.”

“1 was In my youth,™ he replled, put-
ting on his hat,

The bald rudeness of his departure
d41d not disturb her. She laughed soft
Iy and rellevedly, Indeed, there was
In the laughter an essence of mischief.
However, If he carried away a mys
tery, he left one behind,

The young woman walted five or ten
minutes, and, making sure that Court:
landt had been driven off, left the
restaurant. Round the corner she en-
gaged a carrlage. So that was Ed.
ward Courtlandt? Bhe liked his face;
there was not a weak line in it, unless
gtubbornness could be called such, But
to stay away for two years! To hide
himself In jungles, to be heard of only
by his harebrained exploits! "Follow
him; so0 where he goes,” had been the
command, For a moment ehe had re-
belled, but her curiosity was not to
be denied. Pesides, of what use was
friendship if not to be tried? S8She
knew nothing of the riddle, she had
never asked a question openly, She
had accidentally seen a photograph
one day, In a trunk tray, with this
man's name scrawled across it, and
upon this flimsy basc she had builded
a dozen romances, each of which she
had ruthlessly torn down to make
room for another; but still the riddle
lay unsolved. She had thrown the
name into the conversation many a
time, as one might throw a bomb Into
a crowd«which had no chance to es-
cape. Fizzles! The man had been
calmly discussed and calmly dis
missed. At odd times an article In
the newspapers gave her an oppor-
tunity; still the frank discussion, still
the calm dismissal. She had learned
that the man was rich, irresponsible,
vacillating, a pleturesque sort of fool
Put two years? What had kept him
away that long? A weak man, in love,
would not have made so0 tame a sur-
render. Perhaps he had not sur
rendered; perhaps neither of them
had.

And yet, he sought the Calabrian.
Here was another blind alley out of
which she had to retrace her steps
Bother! That Puck of Shakespeare
was right: What fools these mortale
be! She was very glad that she pos
sessed a true sense of humor, splced
with harmless audacity. What a dreary
world it must be to those who did not
know how and when to laugh! They
talked of the daring of the American
woman;: who but a Frenchwoman
would have dared what she had this
night? The taxicab! She laughed.
And this man was wax in the hands of
any pretty woman who came along!
30 rumor had it. But she knew that
rumor was only the attenuated ghost
of Ananias, doomed forever to remain
on earth for the propagation of lnac-
curate whispers. Wax! Why, she
would have trusted herself in any sit-
uation with a man with those eyes and
that angle of jaw. It was all very
mystifying. - “Follow him; see where
he goes."” The frank'discussion, then,
and the calm dismissal were but a
woman's dissimulation. And he had
gone to Flora Desimone's.

The carriage stopped before a hand-
some apartment house in the Avenue
de Wagram. The unknown gol out,
gave the driver his fare, and rang the
conclerge's bell. The sleepy guardian
opened the door, touched his gold-
braided cap in recognition, and led the
way to the small electric lift. The
young woman entered and famillarly
pushed the button. The apartment in
which she lived was on the second
floor; and there was luxury every-
where, but luxury subdued and
charmed by taste. !

She threw aside her hat and wraps
with that manner of [nconsequence
which distinguishes the artistlc tem-
perament from the thrifty one, and

Old Gentleman Would Put Up With
» One Disappolntment, But He Was
Not Looking for Another.

The young man had borrowed five
dollars from the rich old man, prom-
ising to bring it back one week from
date, The millionaire let him have
it, and at the promised time the bor-
rower brought it back.

“Now, Mr. Bullion,” sald the young
man, “I've been square ';tlh you in
this matter, and I want L. sorrow §60
for a fortnight.” :

The old man shook his head.

“Sorry,” he sald, “but I can't let
you have it.”

“Why not?"” and the youtg man was

astonlished.

“Hecause you have disappointed me,
and 1 don't want to be . disappolnted
agaln.”

The borrower Was more surprised
than ever. !

“What do you mean by belng dissp-

T ho asked.
> sxvlained the monoyed man,

“l let you have that five dollars, not
expecting ever to get It again, and 1
did. Now, if I let you have $50 1
should expeet to get it again, and |
never would. No, sir,” he added, con-

cluslvely, “one disappointment ‘s
enough. Good day!” And that ended
it,

Fallure of Artificlal Focd.

That it Is posgible to lUve on artl-
ficlal food, or at least on the concen-
trated extracts of certaln staples, is
a common bellef, and it has even
been predicted that some day our
diet will consist of tablold food. One
might live for a short time in that
unseciable way, but recent Investiga-
ton of diseases like beri-berl, scurvy
and pellagra, which are almost cer
talnly caused by a deficlency in the
diet, prove that such a life would be
one of disease and could not last

long.

Contrary.
Kolek—"Does the dentist drill your
teeth? Knack—"Yes; but he caun't
meke them sct right."—Judge.

pasaed on Into the coxy dining room.
The mald had arranged some sand:
wichea and a bottlo of light wine. 8he
ate and drank, while Intermittent
smiles played across her merry face.
Having satisflod her hunger, she
opened her purse and extracted the
banknote. She smoothed It out and
Inughed aloud,

“Oh, If only he had taken me for a
ride in the taxicab!” She bubbled
agaln with merriment.

Suddenly she sprang up, as if In-
spired, and dashed into another room,
a study. She came back with pen and
ink, and with a celerity that came of
long practice, drew five stralght lines
across the talnt violet face of the bank.
note. Within these lines she made lit-
tle dots at the top and bottom of
stubby perpendicular strokes, and
strange Interlineal hleroglyphles, and
sweeping curves, all of which would
have puszled an Egyptologist If he
were unused to the ways of muslelans,
Carefully she dried the composition,
and then put the note away. Some
day she would confound him by re
turning It

A little later her fingors were mov-
Ing softly over the piano keys; melo-
dies in minor. sad and haunting and
elustve, melodles that had never been
put on paper and would always be her
own; in them she might leap from
comedy to tragedy, from laughter to
tears, and only she would know. The
miduight adventure was forgotten, and
the hero of It, too. With her eyes
closed and her lithe body swaying
gently, she let the old weary paln in
her heart take hold agaln,

CHAPTER Il
The Beautiful Tigress.

Flora Desimone had been born in a
Calabrian peasant’s hut, and she had
rolled In the dust outside, yelllng vig-
orously at all times, Speclalists de-
clare that the resson for all great
singers coming from lowly origin Is
found In this early development of the
thront., Parents of means employ
nurses or sedativea to suppress or at
least to gmother these 4ufantile pro-
tests against being thrust inconsider-
ately Into the turmoil of human be-
ings. Flora yelled or slept, as the
case might be; her parents were
equally Indifferent. They were too
buslly concerned with the getting of
bread and wine. Moreover, Flora was
one among many. The gods are al
ways playing with the Calabrian pen-
insula, heaving it up here or throwing
it down there; 1l terremoto, the earth.
quake, the terror. Here pature tink-
ers vicariously with souls; and she sel-
dom has time to complete her work.
Constant communion with death
makes for callosity of feeling; and the
Calabrians and the Sicilians are the
cruelest among the clvilized peoples,
Flora was ruthless,

She lived amazingly well In the pre-
mier of an apartment-hotel In the
Champs-Elysees. In England and
America she had amassed a fortune.
Given the warm beauty of the south-
ern Italian, the passion, the tempera
ment, the love of mischief, the natural
cruelty, the inordinate craving for at-
tention and flattery, she enlivened the
nations with her affairs. And she nev-
er put a single beat of her heart into
any of them. That Is why her voice (s
still splendid and her beauty unchang-
ing. 8She did not dissipate; calcula
tion ‘always barred her Inclination;
rather, she loered about the Forbid-
den Tree and played that she had
plucked the Apple. Bhe had an ex-
ample to follow; Eve had none,

Men scattered fortunes at her feet
as foollsh Greeks scattered floral of-
ferings at the feet of thelr marble
gode—without provoking the sense of
reciprocity or generosity or mercy.
She had worked; ah, no one would
ever know how hard. She had been
crushed, beaten, cursed, starved. That
she had risen to the helghts in spite of
these brulsing verbs in no manner en-
larged her pity, but dulled and vitlated
the little there was of It. Her mental
attitude toward humanity was chlild-
Ish; as, when the parent strikes, the
child blindly strikes back. She was
determined to play, to enjoy life, to
give back blow for blow, nor caring
where she struck. Bhe was golng to
press the julce from every grape, A
thousand odd years gone, she would
have led the cry In Rome—"Bread and
the clrcus!” or “To the llons!" Bhe
would have disturbed Nero's compla.
cency, and he would have played an
obbligato instead of a solo at the burn.
ing. And she was malice Incarnate,
They came from all climes—her loy-
erg— with roubles and lire and francs
and shillings and dollars; and those
who finally escaped her enchantment
did so involuntarily, for lack of further
funds. They called her villag Clree's
Isles. Bhe hated but two things In the
world; the man she could have loved
and the woman she could not surpass,

Bome one was at the speaking-tube,

The singer crossed the room Impa-
tlently. “What I8 It?” she asked In
French,

The volea below answered with a
query In English, “ls this the Blguo-
rina Deslmone?*

“Yes. And now that my identity is
established, who are you and what do
you want at this time of night 1

“l am Edward Courtlandt.”

“Well, what in It you wish?" amiably,

“You once did me an W turn,” came

L

up the tube, “1 deaire that you make
mome reparation’

“Bainted Mother! DRut it has taken
you a long tlme to find out that I have
Injured you," she mocked,

“Will you give me her addrees,
please? Your messenger gave me
your address, Inferring that you
wished to seo me."”

“I™ There was no Impoeaching her
astonlshment.

“Yes, madame.”

“My dear Mr. Courtiandt, you are
the last man In all the wide world I
wish to ses. And I do not quite like
the way you are making your request,”

"Du you not think, madame, that
you owe me something "

“No. What 1 owe | pay. Think, Mr,
Courtlandt; think well.”

“I do not understand,” Impatiently,

“Ebbene, 1 owe you nothing. Once
I heard you say—'1 do not like to see
you with the Calabrian; she ls—well,

FAMOUS DOLL'S HOUSE

UTRECHT HAS ABODE THAT I8
IN A MEASURE UNIQUE,

In the Queen Anne Btyls, It la De-
clared to Be a Complets Model of
Its Time, to the Smallost
Detall,

Of all the troasures Utrecht pow
wossos first and foremost 18 its world:
famous doll's house, It Is the purest
Queen Anne abode, completa down ta
the tinlest detall, Ordinary houses
can nover glve thoe entire ldea of her
perfod ax this lttle one can,  For,
naturally, in the process of time the
arrangement of everything alters; the
ptructure 1% robullt, furniture and

you know.' [ stood behind you at an-
other Ume when you sald that | was a
fool.*

“Madame, I do not forget that, that
is pure Invention, You are mistaken.”

“No, You were, | am no fool." A
light laugh drifted down the tube,

“Madame, 1 begln to see,”

llAb!ll

“You belleve what you wish to be
lleve.”

“I think not."

“l never aven noticed you" care
lessly.

“It Is easy to forget,” eried the diva,
furlously. "It is easy for you to for
get, but not for me.”

“Madame, 1 do not forget that you
entered my room that night, He

“1 ehall give you her address” in.
terrupted the diva, hastily. The play
had gone far enough, much as she
would have liked to continue It This

The Beautiful Tigress

was golng deeper than she cared to
go. She gave the address and added;
“Tonight she sings at the Austrian am-
bassador's. I give you this information
gladly because I know that it will be
of no use to you."

“Then I shall dispense with the for-
mality of thanking you. I add that I
wish you two-fold the misery you have
carelessly and gratuitously cost me,

Good nlght!"” Click! went the little
covering of the tube.
» L L] L ] - . .

With the same Inward bitterness
that attends the mental processes of a
performing tiger on belng sent back to
itsa cage, Courtlandt returned to his
taxleab. He wanted to roar and lash
and devour something. Instead, he
could only twist the ends of his mus-
tache savagely. It did not seem pos-
sible that any woman could be so full
of malice. He simply could not under-
stand. It was essentially the Itallan
spirit; doubtless, till she heard his
volce, she had forgotten all about the
episode that had foundered his ship
of happiness,

Her statement as to the primal cause
was purely inventive, There was not
& graln of truth in it. He could not
possibly have been so rude. He had
been too Indifferent. Too Indifferent!
The repetition of the phrase made him
Bit stralghter. Pshaw! It could not
be that. He possessed a lttle vanity;
If he had not, his history would not
have been worth a serawl. But he de-
nled the possession vebemently, as
men are wont to do.

Too Indifferent! Was It possible
that he had roused her enmity glmply
because he had made it evident that
her charms did not interest him? Be-
yond lifting his hat to her, perhaps ex-
changing a comment on the weather,
his courtesies had not been extended.
Courtiandt was pecullar In some re
6pocts, A woman attracted him, or
m'ﬂld l:'ol.l In the one case he was

&, winning, pleasant, full of those
agreeable little surprises that in turn
attract & woman, In the other case,
Il:: m oa‘,uror his lmpresslons ware

' d not uire the usual
skirmishing, " .

(10 BE CONTINUEDY

hanglngs wear out snd are discarded
|nud Inter atyles are Introduced.

Wheress our doll's house, tade not
later than the end of the 17th cens
tury, has remained behind closed glasn
doors, lovingly cherished by Duteh
housewives, the wost eareful and con-
gorvative of thelr kind, and it shows
us Just how the Dutehman of those
days Uved, apd very much how the
Englishman of a rather late date ar-
L ranged his home,

And now to come to the doll’s house
and its history.

It bas evidently always been consid-
ered a masterplece, for so long AED A8
1728 we find lternture on the subject,
The chronicler says that It owes Its
oxlstenco to a noble lady of Amster
dam, but dees not give her name, Not
only did she lavish years and the ut-
lmtml loving eare upon her hobby, but

it cost her a small fortune bosldes, cer

|tnlnly over $5,000. It was probably
begun toward 1676 and finiahed anbout
1660,

Wa know that in the sarly days of
the 18th eentury it belonged to a rich
Amsterdam tobacco merchant, from
| whom t passed to his daughter, who
| marriod a man with the romantie

pame of Sloh. Mra, Slob bequeathed
it to her daughter, who also left it to
a daughter. ‘This lady dind at a very
 great age in Utrecht, leaving the doll's

house as 4 legaey to the elty.

‘ Not only this, but It had also gone
through & erinls that fow doll houses
{ean boast of. It had actually been
| burgled. One dark night In 1831, when
it was temporarily loeated In a coun-
try village, thleves broke through and
giole not only the glit chandelier, the
pride of the drawing-room, but also
the silvered firelrons, a tortolse shell
inlald eabinet, n chest of amber, Inlald
with gold and Ivory, and the plate-
chest full of baby wspoons and forks.
Luckily the house was so amply pro-
vided that the furniture was not
missed, but the owner, distressed that
the dolls should be driven to eat with
thelr Nngers, at once ordered a simi-
lar set to be made as quickly as posal-
ble.

Labeled the Children,

The erowded water front of the old
Canton of a century ago, with its
thronging sampans alive from atem
to stern with swarming children, Is
vividly pletured In the “Memolrs of
Willlam Hickey.” In his account of
the Innumerable boats that covered
the river for mile after mile, Mr,
Hickey describes a novel method of
protecting the children of the floating
eity from the dangers of the water.

Each child wore a large vegetable
something llke a gourd or pumpkin
lastened to Its back. The vegetable
was buoyant, of course, and, If the
Infant fell overbonrd, floated it until
the child was pleked up by it par
tnts or the occupants of any other
tnmpan that happened to be near. This
regotable lfe-preserver had the name
ind statlon of the sampan to which It
| belonged cut In Chinese characters
spon It, and by that means the rescu-
try could at once Identify the child;
stherwise, in such a multitude of boats
treat confuslon would have arisen. It
jcarcely ever happened that anyone
was drowned.

London's Newest Museum,

The Historieal Medieal museum 18
London's newest museum. The eol-
lections, which occupy a space of 40,
000 feet, are extraordinarily compre-
penslve In character. There are relics
pf famous men in medicine and sclonce
genernlly, & reconstruction of early
labontnr{u and old chemists' shops,
models of hospltals of the sixteenth
century, and sick rooms of the period,
bullt after authentie plaws and ple.
lures, Another section will be devoted
lo primitive medicine and to charms
and amulets,

Puts Alrships In Prayers,
Under the orders of Emperor Wil
lam, as the head of the Lutheran
churgh, and with the consent of the
Lu synod, the general prayer,
which Is sald weekly in all Lutberan
churches, now Auks the protection of
God for the aerial service us well as
for the army and navy. The sentence,
a8 amended, m
“Protect ‘s army and the
entire German war foroes on land and

wos, and foularl :
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