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CHAPTER Xi—Continued.
Nora, without relaxing the false
smile, suddenly found emptiness in
everything.
“Sing!" sald Herr Rosen.
“I am too tired. Some other time.”

He did not press her. Instead, he
whispered in his own tongue: “You
are the most adorable woman In the
world!”

And Nora turned upon him a palr
of eyes blank with astonishment. It
was as though ghe had been asieep
and he had rudely awakened her.
His infatuation blinded him to the
truth; he saw In the look a feminine
desire to throw the others off the
track as to the sentiment expressed
in his whispered words,

The hour passed tolerably well
Herr Rosen then obhserved the time,
rose and excused himself. He tock
the steps leading abruptly down the
terrace to the carriage road. He had
come by the other way, the rambling
stone stairs which began at the por-
ter's lodge, back of the villa,

“Padre,” whospered Courtlandt, “I
am golng. Do not follow. 1 shall ex.
Pplain to you when we meet again.”

The padre signified that he under-
stood, Harrigan protested vigorously,
but smiling and skaking his head,
Courtlandt went away.

Nora ran to the window. She could
see Herr Rosen striding along, down
the winding road, his head in the alr.
Presently, from behind a cluster of
mulberries, the figure of another man
came into view. He was going at a
dog-trot, his hat settled at an angle
that permitted the rain to beat square-
Iy into his face, The next turn in the
road shut them both from sight. But
Nora did not stir.

Herr Rosen stopped and turned.

“You called?”

*Yes.” Courtlandt had caught up
with him just as Herr Rosen was about
to open the gates. “Just a moment,
Herr Rosen,” with a hand upon the
bars. “I shall not detain you long."”

There was studled insolence In- the
tones and the gestures which accom-
panied them,

“Be brief, If you please.”

My name ig Edward Courtlandt, as
doubtless you have heard.”

“In a large room it is difficult to
remember all the Introductions.”

“Precisely. That Is why I take the
liberty of recalllng itsto you, so that
you wlill not forget i.,” urbanely.

A pause, Dark patches of water
were spreading across their shoulders,
Little rivulets ran down Courtlandt's
arm, raised as it was agalnst the bars.

“I do not see how It may concern
me,"” replied Herr Rosen finally with
an Insolence more marked than Court-
landt’s,

“In Paris we met one night, at the
stage entrance of the Opera, | pushed
you aside, not knowing who you were,
You had offered your services; the
donr of Mlss Harrigan's llmousine.”

“it was you?" scowling.

*“l apologize for that. Tomorrow
morning you will leave Bellaggio for
Varenna, Somewhere belween nine
and ten the first traln leaves for
Milan."

“Varenna! Milan!”

“Exactly, You speak English as
naturally and fluently as If you were
born to the tongue. Thus, you will
leave for Milan, What becomes of
you after that I8 of no consequence
to me, Am | making myself clear?”

“Verdampt! Do I believe my ears?"
furiously. “Are you telling me to leave
Bellaggio tomorrow morning?”

“As directly as I can.”

Herr Rosen’s face became as red
as his name. He was a brave young
man, but there was danger of an act-
#ve kind in the blue eyes boring into
fls own. If It came to a physical con-
test, he realized that he would get the
worst of it, He put his band to his
throat; his very lmpotence was chok-
ing him,

“Your Highness ., ., *

Herr Rosen stepped

Your Highness wlill readily
the wisdom of my concern for
basty departure when I add that
w all about the Jittle houss In
that my knowledge Is J

’E

!l

shared by the chief of the Parisian
police and the minister of war, If
you annoy Miss Harrigan with your
equivocal attentions . ., "

“Gott! This I8 too much!™

“Walt! 1 am stronger than you
are. Do not make me force you to
hear me to the end. You have gone
sbout this intrigue like a blackguard,
and that | know Your Highness not to
be, The matter s, you are young, you
have always had your way, you have
not learnt restraint. Your presence
here !s an Insult to Miss Harrigan,
and {f she was pleasant to you thia
afternoon it was for my benefit.  If
you do not go, 1 shall expose you."
Courtlandt opened the gate.

“And If | refuse?”

“Why, In that case, belng the Amer
lean that I am, without any particular
reverence for royalty or nobllity, as
it is known, I promise to thrash you
goundly tomorrow morning at ten
o'clock, fn the dining room, in the
bureau, the drawing room, wherever |
may happen to find you."

Courtlandt turned on his heel and
hurried back to the villa. He did not
look over his shoulder, If he bhad, he
might have felt pity for the young
man who leaned heavily agafst the
gate, his burning face pressed upon
his raln soaked sleeve.

When Courtlandt knocked at the
door and was admitted, he apologized.
“l eame back for my umbrella.”

“Umbrella!™ exclaimed the padre.
“Why, we had no umbrellas. We came
up in a carrlage which Is probably
walting for us this very minute by the
porter's lodge.”

“Well, 1 am certainly absent-mind-
ed!l’l

“Absent-minded!" scoffed Abbott
“You never forgot anything in all your
life, unless it was to go to bed. You
wanted an excuse to come back."

“Any excuse would be a good one
in that case. I think we'd better be
golng, Padre. And by the way, Herr
Rosen begged me to present his re-
grets, He Is leaving Bellaggio in the
morning."”

Nora turned her face once more to
the window.

CHAPTER XIL
The Ball at the Villa.

“It is all very petlty, my child,” sald
the padre. “Life 1s made up of bigger
things; the little ones should be ig-
nored.”

To which Nora replied: “To a wom-
an the little things are everything;
they are the dally routine, the expect-
¢d, the necessary things. What you
call the big things in life are accl-
dents. And, oh! I have pride.” B8he

“Your Highness!”

folded her arms across her heaving
bosom; for the padre’s directness this
morning had stirred her deeply,

“Wilfulness Is called pride by some;
and stubbornness. But you know, as
well as 1 do, that yours {8 resentment,
anger, indignation. Yes, you have
pride, but it has not been brought into
this affair. Pride is that within which
prevents us from dolng mean or sor-
did acts; and you could not do one or
the other if you tried. ‘The sentiment
in you which should be developed

“Is merey?

“No; justice, the patience to welgh
the right or wrong of a thing."

“Padre, 1 have eyes, eyes; | saw.”

He twirled the middle button of his
cassock.” The eyes see and the ears
hear, but these are only witnesses,
laying the matter before the court of
the last resort, which Is the mind. It
is there we sift the evidence.”

“He had the Insufferable Insolence
to order Herr Rosen to leave," golog
around the barrier of his well-ordered

logie.

“Ah! Now, how could he send away
Herr Rosen If that gentleman had
really preferred to siay 1™
Nora looked confused,

“Shall 1 toll you? | suspected; so
I questioned bim last pight. Had 1

deen In his place, I should have chas
tised Herr KRowen lustead of bidding
him be gone, It was he"

“Positively. The men who guarded
you were two actors from one of the
theaters. He dld not come to Ver
salllos becaune he was belng watched.
He was found and sent home tho night
bofore your release.”

“I'm sorry. But It was so llke him."

The padre spread his hands. “What
a way women have of modifying elther
good or bad impulses! 1t would have
been fine of you o have stopped when
you sald.you were sorry.”

“Padre, one would belleve that you
had taken up hls defense!"

“If T hnd 1 should have to leave It
after today. | return to Rome tomor
row and shall not see you again be-
fore you go to Amerlca. 1 have bid
den good-by to all save you. My child,
my last admonition I8, be patient; ob-
serve: guard agalnst that lmpulse
born in your blood to move hastily,
to form opinlons without solld founda-
tions, Be happy while you are young,
for old age I8 happy only in that re
flected happiness of recollectlon,
Write to me, here. [ return In No-
vember. Henedicite?” smiling.

Nora bowed her heard and he put a
hand upon It

L] L] L] . L . L]

Celeste stood behind Abbott and
studied his pleture through half-closed,
critical eyes. “You have palnted It
over too many times,” Then she
looked down at the shapely head. Ah,
the longing to put her hands upon it,
to run her fingers through the tousled
bair, to touch It with her lps! But
no! *“Perhaps you are tired; perhaps
you have worked too hard. Why not
put aside your brushes for a week?”

“I've a good mind to chuck it into
the lake. 1 elmply ecan't paint any
more.” He flung down the brushes.
“I'm a fool, Celeste, a fool. I'm erying
for the moon, that's what the matter
Is. What's the use of beating aboul
the bush? You know as well as [ do
that it's Nora."

Her heart contracted, and for a little
while she could not see him clearly.

“But what earthly chance have It
he went on, Innocently but ruthlesaly.
“No one can help loving Nora."

“No,” In n small voice,

“It's all rot, this talk about affini-
ties, There's alwayes some poor devil
left outside. But who can help lovinug
Nora?" he repeated.

“Who Indeed!”

“And there’s not the least chance In
the world for me.”

“You never can tell until you put it
to the test."

“Do you think I have a chance? Is
it possible that Nora may care a little
for me?™ He turned his head toward
her eagerly.

“Who knows?” She wanted him to
have it over with, to learn the truth
that to Nora Harrigan he would never
be more than an amlable comrade, He
would then have none to turn to but
her. What mattered It if her own
heart ached so she might soothe the
hurt in his? 8he laid a hand upon
his shoulder, so lightly that ha waa
only dimly coneclous of the contact.

“It's a rummy old world. Here I've
gone alone all these years , .

“Twenty-six!" smiling.

“Well, that'ea a long time. Never
bothered my head sbout a woman,
Selfish, perhaps, Had a good tims,
came and went as | pleased. And
then | met Nora.”

“Yes.”

“If only she'd been stand-ofish, ke
thege other singers, why, I'd have been
all right today. But she's such a brick!
She's such a good fellow! Bhe treats
us all alike; sings when we ask her
to; always ready for a romp, Think
of her making us all take the Knelp-
cure the other night! And we marched
around the fountain singing ‘Mary had
& little lamb." Barefooted in the grass!
When a man marries he doesn't want
a wife half so much as a good com-
rade; somebody to slap him on the
back In the morning to bhearten him
up for the day's work; and to cuddle
him up when he comes home tired,
or disappointed, or unsuccessful. No
matter what mood he's In. Is my
English getting away from you?”

“No; I understand all you say.” Her
hand rested a trifie heavier upon his
shoulder.

“Nora would be that kind of a wife,
‘Honor, anger, valor, fire,’ as Bteven-
son says. Hang the plcture; what am
I going to do with it?”

* ‘Honor, anger, valor, fire,” " Celesto
repeated slowly. “Yes, that Is Nora."
A bitter little smile moved her lips as
she recalled the happenings of the last
two days. But po; he must find oul
for himself; he must meet the hurt
from Nora, not from her. “How long,
Abbott, have you known your friend
Mr., Courtlandt?"

“Boys logether,” playing a light tat-
too with his mahlstick,

“How old is he?

“About thirty-two or three”

“He Is very rieh?”

“Oceans of money; throws It away,
but not fast enough to get rid of L

“He Is what you say In English ., , .
wild 1

“Well,” with mock gravity, *I
shouldp't llke to be the tlger that
crossed his path. Wild; that's the
word for IL"

“You are lsughing. Ab, | knowl 1
should say disslpated.”

“Courtlandt? Come, now, Celeste}
does he look dissipated?™

”NM‘“

“He drinks when he chooses, he
flirts with & protty woman when he
chooses, he smokes the finest tobacco
there I8 when he choosea; and he
gives them all up when he chooses
He Ia like the seasons; he comes and
he goes, and pobody can change his
hablte."

“He has had no affalr?

“Why, Courtlandt hasn't any heart
It's & mechanleal device to keep hia
blood in elrculation; that's all. 1 am
the most {ntimata friend he has, and
yet 1 know no more than you how he
lHves and where he goes”™

8he let her hand fall from his
shoulder. She wus glad that he did
not know.

“But look!™ she eried In warning.

Abbott looked.

A woman was coming serencly down
the path from the wooded promontory,
a woman undeniably handsome In a
codartinted llnen dress, exquisitely
fashloned, with a touch of vivid soar-
let on her bat and & most tantalizing
flash of searlet ankle. It was Flora
Deslmone, fresh f(rom her morning
bath and a substantlal breakfast. Thoe
errand that had brought bher from Alx.
les-Bains was confessedly a merciful
ono. Hut she possessed the drama-
tist's instinet to prolong a eituation.
Thus, to make her act of mercy seem
infinitely larger than It was, she was
determined first to cast the Apple of
Discord Into this charming corner of
Eden. The Apple of Discord, as every
man knows, is the only thing a woman
can throw with any accuracy.

The artist enatched up his brushes,
and rulned the palnting forthwith, for
all time. The foreground was, In his
epinion, beyond redemption; so, with
a savage humor, he rapldly limned In

a score of Ilmpossible trees, turned |

midday Into sunset, with a riot of col-
ors which would have made the Chi-
nese New Year In Canton a drab and
sober event In comparison. He hated
Flora Deslmone, as all Nora's adher-
ents properly did, but with a bhatred
wholly reflective and edapted to Nora's
moods.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

CRADLE OF AMERICAN NATION

That Brought Over on the Mayflower
May Properly Be Given
That Title.

A tenement might have sheltered it
~—no palace Bull it's America’s
birthplace. It's the cradle of a new
nation, says the Mother's Magazine
in an iInteresting article on cradles.
Brought over on the Mayfower, It
sheltered the first child, Peregrine
White, who was born to the Pligrims
in Plymouth bay In 1620. Not a bit
Imposing, I1s 11?7 DBut It's & rare nest,
and the most valuable In America, if
we measure by history.

Not another country in the world
can show us their cradle. Wa ought
to feel mighty proud of It. There's
something a bit immortal about these
strips of wicker. For the matler of
that, there is about all old cradles,
historic or unknown.

They come down from past genera-
tions, They've seen life. They've
been rocked for hundreds of years In
old homes. They've been assoclated
with great business—the making of
men and women who bave made his-
tory.

MALICE IN HOST'S REMARK

Even Thick-8kinned Man of Wealth
Could Hardly Fall to Under
stand the Insinuation,

It was probably only Roblnson's
wealth that had allowed his Intrusion
In the very select shootlng party, He
was certainly quite the worst shot
that bad ever happened in the neigh-
borhood, and everyone was deter
mined after the first day that elther
he should retlre or that on the mor-
row he should have the moors to him-
self. Bllsefully uncousclous of the im-
pression he had produced, he was
talking very blg after dinner.

“By Jove, yes!" he remarked, In
reminiscent mood, “In my young
days | brought down a grizaly in the
Rockles. They told me it was the
biggest they had ever seen.”

His host leant forward very quletly,

“You don't say #0,” he observed,
with glassy eye. “And what were you
alming at?"

The Antl.

Dr. Lyman Abbott, the eloquent and
sincere anti-suffragist, said at a dinper
in New York: *“I am convinced that,
despite all this sex equality talk, wom-
an in her heart still longs to look up
to man in reverence, A diplomat at a
dinner In Washington took down the
sopson’s belle. ‘You ravish all hearts,’
the diplomat sald to her. ‘You make
A fresh conquest every week.' ‘“Trye,’
sald the bellw, and sighed. “Trup—and
::r_.'u'” all my sluves for the mas

Mining Under Difficulties,
Nearly fifty tons of water had o be
ralsed out of the mines of Bouth Biaf
fordahire, Englund, last year o every

W of winerel

ALWAYS TIRED

May Find Help .a This
Letter,

Swan Creck, Mich, —*' | cannot wuk
too highly of your medicine, hen
msgsmrmem through neglect op
_f'f- il overwork 1 got run
ﬂ down and my appe-
gl tite In poor and I
; 1! have that weak, lan-
i Ml guid, nlways tired
il feeling, I got a bote
tle of Lydia K, Pink-
il ham's Vegoetable
Compound, und it
builds me up, givea
me strength, and re-
- stores me to perfect
health again. It is truly a great bless-
ing to women, and [ esnnot speak too
highly of it. I take plensure in recome
mending It to others.” —Mrs. ANNIB
Cameron, R.F.D,, No. 1, 8wan Creek,
Michigan,

" O

Another Bufferer Itelloved,

Hebron, Me.—* Before taking your
remadies I was all run down, discour-
aged and had femulo woenknesa, | tock
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetabla Come
pound and used the Sanative Warh, and
find today that [ am an entirely new
woman, ready and willing to do my
housework now, where before taking
our modicine it was a dread, [ try to
mpress upon the minds of all ailing
women I meet the benofits they ecan
derive from your medicines,' — Mra,
CHAarLes Rowe, R F. D, No 1,
Hebron, Maine.

If you want speclial advies
write to Lydia E. Pinkham Med«
feine Co., (econfldentinl) Lynn,
Mass. Your letter wil be opened,
read and answered by o woman
and held in strict confidence.

His Needs,

A bachelor wanted & man servant,
s0 he Inserted an advertisemaont in ®
local weekly One of the applican's
who nnswered wans an Irlshman

“What | want,” explained the bache
lor, “Iln n useful man—one who can
cook, drive u motorear, loock nfter a
pair of horses, clean shoes and win
dows, feed pouliry, milk the cow and
do a little painting and paper hang-
ing."

“Excuse me, sor,” sald Murphy, “but
what kind of soll have ye hers?”

“Soll?™ snupped the bachelor,
“What's that got to do with it?"

“Well, 1 thought If It was clay 1
might make bricks in me spare time.”
—Philadelphia Record,

For 76 years Wright's Indlan Vege
table Pllls have been thelr own recom-
mendation In conditions of upset stom-
ach, liver and bowels. If you have not
tried them, a test now will prove thelr
benefit to you Send for freo samplo
to 372 Pearl 8t., New York. Adv.

The Baturation Point,
“How are you fixed financially, old
man?"
“I'm at the saturation point.”
“What do you mean?”
“Al the point where I've got (o soak
somethlng."—HBoston Transcript.

Helping Kidneys
By Clearing Blood

A Function Greatly Assisted
By a Well-Known
Remedy,

Moat readers will be Intersnted ta mors
elearly understand why Buslynin of urine in
0 lmportant, lu the uae of B K K to
‘mrlr; Wie blood, 1ts netlon s & stimulant
o the myriad of fine biood vessols that
muke up the constructive (lesnes of the
kidoeys. Al the blood from all over the
body must pass through the klineys, ‘They
Bet ma testors and assayors, Aud according
fo what they allow to pass out In the urlne,
both ms to quantity and materials, the
health af the kidueys and the quality of the
blood In determined.  The eatalytle enorgy
forced by H. 8., K i sbown In the urine,
It s aleo demonsirnted 0 the skin, And
an the blood contlnues to sweep through
the Lkidueys the domioating nature of
AN, u-tlnf oy It does through all the
wveniues of climiostlon, shows a murked
decrenne of disense manifestations as dem-

onstrated by urloe niyw Tuls assint.
pnee s u great rellef to the kidoeys, The
body wastea are more evenly distelbuted to

the emunctoriva ; thelr elimination s stlw-
ulated by the tople action affor tha
liver, lubﬂ. skin and kidoeys hus, In
canes of rheumutinm, crstitia, chronle sore
throat, huskiness of wvoles, brunchitls, asth.
ma aud the myriad of other reflex hldlfl-
tlons of weak kidney action, first purlf
our blood with B K K., s it will sna

he tlesies to rehulld the cellular sirength

in the uornl‘ henlth,

o 0 i
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