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SYNOPSIS.

Eleanora de Toscana was singing In
which, perhaps, accounted for EA-
ward Courtlandt’s appearance there. Mul-
timillonaire, he wandered about where
fancy dictated. He might be in Paris one
day and Kamchatka the next. Following
the he goes (0 a cafe and ls ac-
cost by a pretty you woman. 8he
gave him the address of Flord Desimone,
vocal rival of Toscana, and Flora ﬁlm
him the address of Eleanora, whom he Is
determined to ece. Courtlandt enters
Eleanora's apartments. She orders him
and shoots at him. The next day
is shocked by the mysterious dis-
w of the prima donna, Realizing
he may be suspecled of the abduc-
tlon of Eleanora Courtlandt arranges for
an alibl. Eleanora mnnlu and accuses
Courtlandt of having abducted her. His
allbl is satisfactory to the police and the
rge ls dismissed. Eleanora flees to
¢ Como to rest after the shock. BShe
1s followed by a number of her admlirers,
among them the prince who really pro-
eured her abduction. Courtlandt also goes
1o Como and there meets Jimmie Harri-
gan, retired prizefighter and father of El-
eanora. whose real name is Nora Harri-
Harrigan takes Courtlandt Into his
vor at once, He introduces Courtlandt
to his Jaughter, but the latter gives no
#ign of ever having met him before, She
studiously avolds g!m. Nora's confeassor
ecents a mystery Involving Nora and
Courtiandt. He takes 2 strong fancy o
the young man. Nora's sultors become
more and more nersistent.

. CHAPTER X—Contlaued.

“Abbey, I wouldn't climb those stairs
for a bottle of Horace's Falernlan,
served on Seneca's famous citron
table.”

“Not a friend In the world,” Abbott
lamented.

Laughingly they hustled him Into
the hallway and fled. Then Courtlandt
went his way alone,

Harrigan was in a happy temper. He
kissed his wife and chucked Nora un-
der the chin. And then Mrs. Harri-
gan launched the thunderbolt which,
baving been held on the leash for
several hours, had, for all of that, lost
none of Its ability to blight and scorch.

“James, you are about as hopeless
a man as ever was born. You all 'but
disgraced us this afternoon.”

“Mother!”

“Me?" cried the bawildered Harrigan.

“Look at those tennis shoes; one
white string and one brown one. It's
enough to drive 8 woman mad. What
in heaven's name made you come?”

Perhaps it was the after effect of a
good dipner, that dwindling away of
pleasant emotions; perhaps it was the
very triviality of the offense for which
he was thus suddenly arraigned; at
any rate, he lost his temper, and be
was rather formlidable when that oe-
curred.

“Damn It, Melly, 1 wasn’t golag, but
Courtlandt asked me to go with him,
and 1 never thought of my shoes. You
are always finding fault with me these
days. 1 don't drink, I don't gamble,
I don’t run around after other women;
I never did. But since you've got this
social bug In your bonnet, you keep
me on hooks all the while, Nobobdy
noticed the shoe strings; and they
would have looked upon it a8 a joke
4f they had. After all, I'm the bossa
of this ranch. If I want to wear a
white string and a black one, I'll do
ft. Here!" He caught up a Yook on
social usages and threw It out of the
window. “Don’'t ever shove a thing
like that under my nose agalin. If you
do, I'll hike back to little old New
York and start the gym agaln.”

He rammed one of the colonel's per-
fectos {which he had been saving for
the morrow) between his teeth, and
stalked into the garden,

Nora was heartless enough to laugh,

“He hasn't talked llke that to me in
years!” Mrs, Harrigan did not know
what to do—follow him or weep. She
took the middle course, and went to
bed,

Nora turned out the lights and sat
out on the little balcony. The modn-
shine was glorious, 8o dense was the
earth blackness that the few lights
twinkling here and there were more
fike fallen etars, Presently she heard
& sound, It was her father, returning
as stlently as he could. Bhe beard him
gfumble emong the knlckknacks on the
and then go away agaln, Ny
_ saw & spot of white lght
bither and thither among the
arbors, For five or six minutes
m-: it dance, Buddenly sl

i

fabe
dark sgain,
e you there?
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1

“Yes, Over here on the baleony.
What were you dolng down there!?"

“QOh, Nora, I'm sorry 1 lost my tem
per. But Molly's begun to nag me
lately, and 1 can’t stand It 1 went
after that book. Did you throw some
flowers out of the window?™

Ilr.'.ti M

“A bunch of dalsfes?"

“Marguerites,” she corrected,

“All the same to me. [ .plcked up
the bunch, and look at what I found
inslde.”

He extended his palm, flooding It
with the light of hia pocket lamp.
Nora's heart tightened. What she saw
was a beautiful uncut emerald,

CHAPTER XI.
A Comedy with Muasle.

The Harrigans occupled the suite
in the east wing of the villa. This
consisted of a large drawing room and
two ample bedchambers, with window
balconles and a privaté veranda In
the rear, looking off toward the green
of the pines and the metal-llke luster
of the copper beaches.

It was raining, a fine, soft, blurring
Alpine rain, and a blue-gray monotone
prevalled upon the face of the waters
and defied all save the keenest scru-
tiny to discern where the mountain
tops ended and the sky began, It was
a day for indoors, for dreams, good
books, and good fellows.

Here they all were. Mrs. Harrigan
was deep In the intricate maze of the
Amella Ars of Bologna, which, as the
Initiated know, s & wonderful lace. Dy
one of the windows sat Nora, winding
interminable yards of lace hemming
from off the wlilling If aching digits of
the Barone, who was speculating as
to what his Neapolitan club friends
would say could they see, by some
trick of crystal gazing, his present oc-
cupation. Celeste was at the plano,
playing (planissimo) snatches from
the operas, while Abbott looked onm,

What She Saw Was a Beautiful Uncut
Emerald,

his elbows propped upon his knees,
his chin In his palms, and a quality of
ecstatic content in his eyes.

“Play the fourth ballade,”
Abbott

As Celeste began the andante, Nora
signified to the Barone to drop his
work. She let her own hands fall
Harrigan gently closed his book, for
in that rough kindly soul of his lay a
mighty love of music. He himsell was
without expression of any sort, and
somehow music seemed to stir the dim
and not guite understandable longing
for utterance, Mrs. Harrigan alone
went on with her work; she could
work and listen at the same time.
After the magnificent finale, nothing
in the room stirred but her needle,

“Bravo!"” eried the Barone, breaking
the spell.

“You mever played that better”
declared Nora.

“That's some!” Harrigan beat hias
hands together thunderously. "Great
gtuff; eh, Barone?”

The Barone ralsed his hands as If
to express his utter inabllity to des-
cribe his sensations, His elation was
that ascribed to those fortunate mor-
tals whom the godas lifted to Olympus,
At his feet lay the lace hemming, hope-
leasly snarled.

“Father, father!” remonstrated Nora;
“you will wake up all the old ladies
who are having their siesta.”

“Bah! I'll bet a doughnut thelr ears
are glued to thelr doors. What ho!
Bomebody's at the portcullis. Probably
the padre, come up for tex.”

He wag at the door instantly, He
flung it open heartily., It was char
acteristic of the man to open every-
thing widely, his heart, his mind, his
hate or his affection.

“Comeé In, come In! Just in time
for the matinee concert.”

The padre was pot alone, Court
landt followed him in,

“We bhave been standing In the cor
ridor for ten miputes,” affirmed the
padre, sending a wisning swile around
the room. “Mr. Courtlundt was for
golng down to the bureau and sending
up our cards. But | would pot hear
of Mn formality. | sw & privileged
person.

urged

“Sure yes!' Molly, ring for tea, and
tell "em to make It hot. How about &
Mttle peg. as the colonel says?”

The two men declined,

How easily and nonchalantly the
man stood there by the door as Harrl
gan took his hat! Celeste was aquiver
with excitement. She was thoroughly
& woman; she wanted something to
happen, dramatioally, romanticslly,

But her want was A valn one. Nora
hated scenes, and Courtlandt had the
advantage of her in his knowledge of
this. COeleste remalned at the plano,
but Nora turned as If to move away.

“No, you must sing. That is what 1
came up for,” Inslsted the padre, If
there was any mallce In the chureh-
man, It was of a negative quality, BDut
it was in his Latin blood that drama
should appeal to him strongly, and
here was an unusual phase in The
Great Play. He had urged Courtlandt,
much against the latter's will this day,
to come up with him, slmply that he
might set a lttle scene such as this
promised to be and study It from the
vantage of the prompter. He knew
that the principal theme of all great
books, of all great dramas, was antag-
onism, antagonism between man and
woman, though by a thousand other
pnames has It been called. He had
often sald, In a spirit of ralllery, that
this antagonlsm was principally due
to the fact that Eve had been con-
structed (and very well) out of a rib
from Adam, Naturally she resented
this, that she had not been fashloned
independently, and would hold It
sgainst man untll the true secret of
the parable was made clear to her,

Nora saw that opposition would
be useless. After all, It would be
better to sing. She would not be
compelled to look at this man she
s0 despleed. At the beginning sha had
intended to sing badly; but as the
music proceeded, she sang as she had
not sung In weeks, To 611 this man’s
soul with a hunger for the sound of
her voice, to pour into hils heart a
fresh knowlelige of what he had lost
forever and forever!

Celeste turned from the keys after
the final chords of “Morning Mood.”

“Thank you!" sald Nora.

“Do not stop,” begged Courtlandt,

Nora looked directly Into his eyes
as she replied: “One's velce can not
go on forever, and mine I8 not at all
strong."”

There was a knock at the door. The
managing director handed Harrlgan a
card,

“Herr Rosen,” he read aloud, *“Send
him up. Bome friend of yours, Nora;
Herr Rosen. 1 told Mr. JIlll to send
bim up.”

The padre drew his feet under hls
cassock, o slgn of perturbation; Court-
landt contipued to unwind the snarl of
lacd dropped by the DBarone; the
Barone glanced flercely at Nora, who
smiled enlgmatically.

Herr Rosen! There was no out
ward reason why the name should
have set a chill on them all, turned
them into expectant statues, Yet, all
semblance of good fellowshlp was ln-
stantly gone,

Mrs, Harrlgan smoothed out the
wrinkles in her dress. From the oth
ers there had been little movement
and no sound to speak of. Harrigan
gUlll walted by the door, seriously con-
templating the bit of pasteboard In
his hand,

Herr Rosen brushed past Harrigan
unceremoniously, without pausing and
went stralght over to Nora, who was
thereupon geized by an uncontrollable
spirit of devilment. Bhe hated Herr
Rogen, but she was golng to be as
pleasant and as engaging as she knew
bow to be, She did not care If he
misinterpreted her mood. She wel
comed him with a hand, He went on
to Mrs. Harrigan, who colored pleas-
urably, He was then introduced, and
he acknowledged each Introduction
with & eareless nod. He was there
to see Nora, and he did not propose
to put himself to any lnconvenlence
on account of the others,

Herr Rosen Instantly usurped the
chalr next to Nora, who began to pour
the tea. He had come up from the
viliage prepared for gedisagreeuble
balf hour, Instead ing greeted
with lcy glances from stormy eyes,
he encountered such smiles as this
adorable creature had never before be-
stowed upon him. He was In the
clouds, That night at Cadenabbla had
apparently knocked the bottom out
of his dream, Women were riddlcs
which only they themselves could
solve for others. For this one woman
he was perfectly ready to throw every.
thing aside. A man lived but once;
and he was a fool who would hold to
tingel In preference to such happiness
as he thought he saw opening out be
fore him. Nora saw, but she did not
care, That In order to reach another
she was practising influite cruelty on
this man (whose one fault lay in that
he loved her) did not appeal to her
pity. But her arrow flew wide of the
target; at least, there appeared no ro
sult to her archery In malice, Not
once had the intended victim looked
over to where she sal. And yet she
koew that he must be watching; be
could not possibly avold It and be hu

‘man, And when be finally came for

ward (o take his cup, she leaned (o
ward Herr Hoson.

“You take two lumps? she asked
swestly. It was only 8 chance shot,
but she Lt ou the Lruth,

“And you remember?’ excitedly.

“One lump for mine, ploase” sald
Courtlandt, smiling

Bhe plcked up & cube of wugar and
dropped It Into his cup
alr of one wishing It were polson. The ‘
reciplent of this good will, with per
foot understanding, returned to the |
divan, where the padre and Harrlgan
were gravely toasting each other with
bonedictine,

Nora made no mistake with elther
Abbott's cup or the Baroue's; but the
two mon were filled with but one de
sire, to throw Herr Rosen out of the
window, What had begun as & beau:
titul day was now becoming black and
uncertaln,

The Barcne could control every fea
ture save his eyes, and these opeuly
admitted deep anger. He recollected
Herr Rosen well enough., The en-
counter over at Cadenabbin was not
the first by many. Herr Rosen! His
prosence In this room under that name

NEVER TENDER FATHER

#he had the | LEO TOLSTOY NOT A MAN TO IN:

SPIRE AFFECTION,

His Bon Writes That He Only Balo
“Good Night" and “Good Morning”
to His Children as a Matter
of Duty,

There was ono distinguishing and,
at Nrat sight, pecullar tealt, In my n-
ther's charactor, due perhaps to the
fact that he grew up without & mother,
and that was that all exhibitions of
tendernoss were entlrely forelgn to
him,

I say “tonderpess” In contradiction
to heartiness. Heartiness he bad,
and In a very high degree.

was an Insult, and he intended to call
the Interloper to account the very frst
opportunity he found,

Perhaps Celeste, sitting as quiat as
a mouse upon the plano stool, was the
only one who saw these strange cur-
rente drifting dangerously about, That
her own heart ached miserably did not
prevent her from observing (hings
with all her usual keonness, Ah, Nora,
Nora, who have everything to give
and vet give nothing, why do you play
g0 heartloss o game? Why hurt those
who can no more help lovin ! you thano
the earth can help whirling around the
calm dispassionate sun? Always they
turn to you, while I, who have so much
to glve, am given nothing! B8he set
down her tea cup and began the arla
from La Noheme.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

In the Matter of Thrift the United
States |ls Far Behind European
Countrisa
A table prepared by Dr. Henry 8
Willlams for Moody's Magazine places
the United States at the bottom of &
st of 15 countries as a nation of sav-
ers. The comparison I8 on the num-
ber of savings bank depositors per
thousand of population and r nges
from 504 In Switzerland to 99 In this
country. Denmark, Norway, Sweden,
Belglum and New Zealand follow the

Swiss. France leads the blg nations,
then come Holland, Germany, Eng:
laund, Australla, Japan and Italy

Our 10,800,000 depositors, with thelr
$4,728,000,000 deposits, or nlmost §440
per depositor, may ba contrasted with
Germany's 22,500,000 depositors with
but $4,942.000,000, or only $180 per
head. The United Kingdom has al-
most 15,000,000 depositors, but only a
little over $1,200,000,000, France has
nearly ns many deposltors with a cou

His description of the death of mYy
| Uncle Nikolal is charscteristic in this
|cnnnﬂ'llon. In n letter to his other
'brother Sergel Nikolaleviteh, In
[ which he described the last day of his
[ brother's 1ife, my father tells how he
helpad him to undress:

“He submitted, and beeameo a differ-
ent man. He had a word of pralse for
everybody, and sald to me: “T'hanks,
my friend.” You understand the wig-
nificance of the words as belween us
two,"

It 18 evident that In the language of
the Tolstoy brothers the phrase “mY
friend” was an expression of tender
noss beyond which {magination could
not go. Tho words astonished my fa-
her even on the lips of his dylog

rother,

During all his lifetime 1 never re
rolved any mark of tenderness from
Mlm whatever,

Ho was not fond of kissing children,
hnd when he did so In saying good
morning or good night, he did it merely
|ns a duty.

It fa therefors easy to understand
| that he did not provoke any dlsplay of
| tenderness toward himuelf, and that
| nearness and dearnoss with him were
| never accompanled by any outward
| manifestations.

i It would never have come Inte my
|hm'hl, for Instapee, (o walk up to my
father and kiss him or to stroke his
hand. 1 was partly prevented also
from that by the fact that 1 always
looked upon him with awe, and his
!nplrlmal powaer, his greatness, pre-
[vented me from wseelng in him the
| mere man—the man who was so plain-
[tive and weary at times, the feeble

i

lold man who so much needed warmth

[ |
| and rest,
The years will pass.

The accumu-

]
]

!Inted fincrustations which hide the
truth will pass away. Much will be
[ wiped out and forgotten. Among oth-

ple of hundred milllons less, but this|er things my father's will will be for

takes no account of the investments

gotten—that will which he himself

of French thrift. Russia has 8,000,000 looked upon as an “unnecossary out-

depoeitors, but only $800,000,009 be
tween them. Austria has 8,500,000,
with about the same amount as Creat

ward means.” And men will see more
clearly thut legacy of love and truth
In which he belloved deeply, and

Britain. Italy has as many depositors  which, according to his words, “can-

as Russia, but with one-fourth more | not perish without a trace.”

deposits, Japan has about 20,000,000 In conclusion, | eannot refraln from

depositors, but they do not average $9 iquutluﬂ the opinlon of one of my kins-
The suvings hablit, It can be seen, 18 men who, after my father's death, read

very much more general abroad wherae |
the opportunity Is very much leas. |
Threefourths of our saving Is being |
done In the New Bngland and Bastern |
States. Then come the Middle Wcml,]
the Paclfic Coast, the South and the |
Western States

FEET TO BECOME OBSOLETE?

In View of Present Cheap Electrio
Conveyances There Seema to Be
Such a Possibllity.

As a result of the quick and cheap
modes of conveyance prevalent nows-
days people are not walking so much
as formerly, asserts a writer in Lon-
don Answers,

There was a perlod when we were
able to move our ears at will, but dis
use of the organ did away with the
power. It ls possible that our foet
may one dany become obsolele,

In the year 1012.13 3,219,867.293
was the stupendous total of (he num-
ber of passengera carried on the eleo-
tric tramways and light rallways of
the United Kingdom.

In the steam period of 1898 the num-
ber of passengers carried waa 858,455,
642, and 1o the day of the horse, 1879,
the flgure reached 160,881,515,

The publiec have certainly galned In
convenlence, but not In health. There
has never been any dlapute of the fact
that walking Is the most health-giving
and natural exercigee possible. And
yet It does not come within the dally
eurriculum of the average man and
woman to exercise natura's own equlp-
ment, but bus or car Is halled,

Four Precepts,

Four precepts to live by: To break
oft old customs; to shake off wpirits
il-disposed; to meditale on youth; to
do nothing agalust one's genlus—
Hawthornae,

‘ ”Nﬂhinl Like an Understanding,
I bog your pardon sle—" “Granted;
but It's no use besging for auything

the diaries kopt both by my father and
my mother during the autumn before
Lyofft Nikolalevich left Yasnaya Poly-
ana

“"What a terrible milsunderstand-
ing!” he sald. “Each loved the other
with such polgnant affection, each was
suffering all the time on the other's
behalf, and then this terrible ending!
. I wee the hand of Fate in this."
—From Count Illya Tolstoy's “Remin-
fscences of Tolstoy,” in the Century.

Humane Grafter.

The 8t Louls Times tells how a
workman grafted a new tall on a cow.
The animal lost hers In an nccldent
and he grablbed a fresh one from the
plaughter-house and wsuccessfully at
tuched It to the suffering animal. This
man !s about the most humane grafter
Bt. Louls has produced lo many s day,
=—Houston Post,

House Cat Mothers Baby Wildcat.

Frank T. Robinson, a Baltimore &
Ohio engineer of Cumberiand, M4,
has a house cat that (8 mothering a
baby wildeat. Two kittens, tabby's
own, share with the wild one the
favors of the mother,

A groundhog hunter ran across a
den of four wildeals near Foley, n few
miles north of here, on top of the
Alleghenles, He brought two home
and gave one to Roblnson, who placed
the little wildeat with the mother cat,
and It ls thriving, belng nourlshed
along with the kittens,

Sheepmeon Fined.

Two sheepmen of ldsho were fined
$100 each In the federal court for
violating the government laws by mov.
ing u flock of sheep from one distriot
to npother without the required gov:
ernment Inapection,

Mean Buggestion,
Mrs, Yeast-—| swe nearly four hun
drod women appllsd for patents I
Englund duripg the lust yoar,

ulsg!”~ Glasgow Rogoid,

Mr. Yoast- Patents on what—hank
wara?




