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CHAPTER XIX—Continued.

The reception In honor of the little
company of French tragedians, at

which nlmost the whole of the English
stage and a sprinkling of soclety peo-
ple were present, was a complete sue-
cess. Louise made a charming host-
es8, and Sir Edward more than ever
Justified his reputation for saying the
right thing to the right person at the
right mpoment. The rooms were crowd-
ed with throngs of distinguished peo-
ple, who all seemed to have plenty to
say to one another,

The only person, perhaps, who
found himself curlously i1l at ease was
John. He heard nothing but French
on ull sides of hlm—a language which
he read with some facllity, but which
he spoke like a schoolboy, He had
been wandering about for more than
an hour before Loulse discovered him.
She at once left her place and crossed
the room to where he was standing by
the wall.

“Cheer up!"” she begged, with a de-
lightful smile. *1 am afrald that you
are being bored to death. WIll you
not and be presented to our
guests?"’

“For goodness' sake, no!" John im-
plored. *1 have never seen one of
them act, and my French Is appalling.
I am all right, dear. It's quite enough
pleasure to see you looking so bheautl-
ful, and to thionk that I am golng to be
allowed to drive you home afterward.”

Loulse looked luto a neighboring
mirror, and gazed critleally at her
own reflected image., She had a curi-
ous feeling that at that precise mo-
ment she had reached the zenith of
her power and her charm. Her audl-
ence ut the theater hud been wonder-
fully sympathetic, had responded with
rare appreciation to every turn of her
volce, to every movement and gesture.
The compliments, too, which she had
been receiving from the crowds who
had bent over her fingers that night
had been no idle words.

She conscions, acutely con-
sctous, of the atmosphere she had ere-
ated uround her. She was glorying
in the subtie outward signs of It. She
was In love with herself ; in love, too,
with this delightful new feeling of
loving. It would have given her more
Joy than anything else In the world,
fn that moment of her triumph, to
have passed her arm through John's,
to have led him up to them all, and to
have said:

“After all, you gee, I am a very sim-
ple sort of woman. I have done just
the sort of simple thing that other
women do, and I am glad of it—very
glad and very happy!"

Her lips moved to the music of her
thoughts. John leaned toward her.

“Did yon say anything?' he asked.

“You dear stupld, of course I did
not! Or if T did, it was just one of
those little whispers to oneself which
mean nothing, yet which count for so
wuch. Can 1 not do anything to make
you enjoy yourself more? I shall have
to go back to my guests now, We
are expecting a royal personage, and
those two dears who keep so close to
my side do not speak a word of Eng-
1ish.™

“Please go back, dear,” John begged
promptly. “It was nice of you to come
at all, And here's Sophy at last, thank
goodness! Now I am all right.”

She Inid her fingers upon his arm.

“You must take me back to my
place,” she sald, “Then you can go
and talk nonsense to Sophy."

They were back In the crowd now,
and she digmissed him with a little
nod. He made his way quickly to the
spot where he had seen Sophy. To
his disappointment, she had disap-
peared. Gralllot, however, came up
and seized him by the arm.

“Still playing the moth, my young
friend?' he exclaimed. “Aren't the
wings sufficlently burned yet?”

“I am afraid It's become a perma-
nent role,” John replied, as the two
men shook hands, *“Where have you
been al! theso weeks, and why haven't
you becn to sce me?”

“Parls, my dear young friend—Paris
and life! Now I-am back again—I
am not sure that I know why. 1 came
aver with these French people, to
sece them start thelr theater. Forgive
me, | hove not pald my respects to our
hostess. We shall meet again pres-
ently.”

He strolied off, and a few minutes
later John found Sophy.

“How late you are!" he grumbled.

“1 couldn't help It,” she answered.
““This Is the only evening dress [ pos-
sess at present. and I had to mend it
before it was decent to come oul In
Why are you wandering about alome?
Hasn't Louise been kind to you?”

“She has been charming.” John de-
clared promptly, “but she Is surround-
ed with all sorts of people I don't
know. 1 can't help her. For one
thing, my French Is absurd. Then
they are all talking about things which
1 don't understand in the least.”

Sopby remalned silent for a mo-
ment. Then she took John's srm and
led him to the buffet.

“fiite ne an lce and a cigarette,
will yon, please? Yoeu are a dear, Im-
practical person. bt jou are us wuch

come

wis

| cared

out of this world as a human belng
well could be!™

John wulted upon her without any
further remark. The prince of Seyre,
passing through, bowed to them. John
looked after his retreating figure. An
Irresistible Impulse selzed him.

“Sophy,” he asked, sitting down by
her side, “tell me, why have the prince
and Loulse always been such great
friends "

Sophy looked steadfastly at her lce.

“I suppose because the prince is a
very clever and cultivated person,”
she said. “He has been of great as-
sistance to Loulse several times, It
wans he who financed Miles Faraday
when he put on this play of Gralllot's,
Giraillot hasn't a penny, you know,
and poor Miles was almost broke after
three failures”

“That was just an
John remarked irritably,
his money back agaln."

“Of course,” Sophy agreed. “I think
the prince generally manages to get
vilue for what he does in life.”

“You don't think Loulse ever
thought of caring for him, do you?"
John persisted.

Sophy paused until she had lit a
cigurette. The expression in her face,
when she looked up at John, Irritated
him vaguely, It was as If she were
talklng to a child,

“] think,” she said, “you had better

investment,”
“He will get

nsk Loulse that question yourself,
don’'t you?"
- - - L] L ] L] L]
He asked it an hour or so Ilater,

when at last the party of guests had
taken their leave, and, somewhat to
the well-bred surprise of the one or
two friends who lingered, Louise had
heckoned to John to take her out to
her car. Her hand had sought his at
once, her head rested a little wearlly
but very contentedly upon his shoul-
der,

“Loulse, dear,” he began, "I asked
Sophy a question tonight which 1
ought to have asked you. Quite prop-
erly, she told me so."

“Nice lttle soul,
murmured. “What was It, John?"
“Once or twice I have wondered,”

went on, “whether you have ever
in any sort of way, or come
near to caring, for the prince of
Seyrel”

For a moment she made no move-
ment. Then she turned her head and
looked at him. The sleepy content
hnd gone from her eyes,

“Why do you ask?"

“Isn't It quite a natural question
from a jealous man who belleves that
everyone who sees yon must be In
love with you? You have seen a great
deal of the prince, haven't you, In the
lnst few years? He understands your
art, There are many things that you
and he have In common,”

Louise was looking out of the win-
dow at the thin stream of people still
passing along Plcadilly. B8he seemed
suddenly to have become only the
shadow of her former brilllant self,

“I think that once—perhaps twice,™
she confessed, “I came very near to
caring for him.”

“And now?"

“And now,"” she repeated, suddenly
gripping John's hands, “I tell you that
I am very much nearer hating him.
8o much for the prince! In tem min-
utes we shall be at home, and you

Sophy!" Louise

he

nre such a dear stapid about t-nmlng'

in. You must try to say all the nice

things in the world to me quickly—in |

ten minutes!"

|
“How shall T begin?' he whispered,

She leaned once more toward him.

“You don't need any hints,” she mur-
mured. *“You're really quite good at
it-

CHAPTER

The ten minutes passed very much
too quickly. She was gone, and John
thrilled though he was through all his
senses by the almost passlionate fervor
of her leave-taking, found himself
more confronted by that little
black demon. There was something
nbout all of them, all these
whom he knew to be his friends
seemed to him to savor of & consplra

XX,

once

people
which

cyY.
put into definite shape—just the ghost
of torturing, impossible thoughts, He
was In no humor to go home, Chang-
ing the order he had first given to the
chauffeur, he was driven Instead to a
small

joined at Graillot's Instigation. He

had a vague hope that he might Ilmi'
the great dramatist there. There were |
no signs of him, however, in the smok- |

ing room, or anyone else whom John
knew,

He threw himself into an easy chalr
and ordered a whisky-and-soda. Two
men at hand were writing at
desks: others were lounging about
discussing the eveaing's reception
man, sitting upon the table, n
nized authority, was treating the com-
pany to a fluent dissertation upon
modern actresses, winding up by con-
trasting Loulse Mnurel’s style with
that of her chief French rival. John
found himself listening with pleased
Interest. The man's opinion was cer-
taigly oot unfavorable to Louise.

close

:1ng. It 18 a habit of mine to know

|
There was nothing that could be

Bohemlan club which he had |

One |
recog- |

“It is only the finer shades of
emotionallsm,” the critle declared,
“that these French actresses get at
us a little more completely even than
Louise Mauorel, Do you know the rea-
son? I'll tell you. It Is because they
live the life, They have a dozen new
emotions in a season. They make a
cult of feeling. They use their brains
to dissect their passions. They cut
thelr own life Into small pleces and
give us the result without conceal-
ment, That is where they score, If
anywhere. Thig Mme, Latrobe, who
opens over here tomorrow night, Is In
love at the present moment with Jean
Tourbet, She had an affalr with that
Itallan poet In the summer, so they
tell me. She was certainly In Madrid
in October with Bretoldl, the sculp-
tor. These men are all great artists.
Think what she must have learned
from assoclating with them! Now
Loulse Maurel, so far as we know,
has never had but one affair, the prince
of Seyre, and has been faithful to him
all the time.,"

It was out at last! John had heard
it spoken In plain words. The black
demon upon which his hand had lain
s0 heavily, was alive now, without a
doubt, jeering at him, mocking at him
—alive and self-assertive In the sober
words of the elderly, well-bred man
who lounged upon the table.

For a moment or two John was
stunned. A wild lmpulse assalled him
to leap up and confront them all, to
choke the lie back down the throat
of the man who had uttered it, Every
nerve In his body was tingling with
the desire for actlon. The stupor of
his senses alone kept him mpmotlonless,
and a strange, Incomprehensible elar-
Ity of thought. He realized exactly
how things were, This man had not
spoken Idly, or as a scandalmonger.
He had spoken what he had accepted
as a fact, what other people belleved.

John rose to his feet and made his
way toward the door. His face showed
little slgn of disturbance. He even
nodded to some men whom he knew
slightly. As he passed down the stalrs,
he met Gralllot, Then once more his
self-control became In danger. He
selzed the Frenchman savagely by the
arm,

“Come this way,” he sald, leading
him toward the card-room. *“Come in

in

here! I want to speak to you."
He locked the door—a most un-
heard-of and frregular proceeding.

Gralllot felt the coming of the storm.

“Well I he exclalmed grimly. “Trou-
ble already, eh? I see It In your face,
young man., Out with It!"

“l was sitting In the smoking room
there, a few moments ago,” he began,
jerking his head toward the door.
“There were some men talking—de-
cent fellows, not dirty seandal-mon-
gers. They spoke of Louise Maurel.”

Gralllot nodded gravely. He knew
very well what was coming.

John felt his throat suddenly dry.
The words he would have spoken |
choked him. He banged his fist upon |
the table by the slde of which they
were standing.

“Look, here, Graillot,” he eried, al-
most piteously, “you know It Is not
true, nor llkely to be true! Can't
you say so?”

“Stop, my young friend!”™ the
Frenchman Interrupted. “I know noth-

“Look Here, Graillot, You Know It ls
Not True™

nothing when people make suggestions
of that sort. 1 make no lonuirfes. |
accept life and people as I find them.”
“But you don’'t belleve that
thing conld be possible?
“Why not?

such a

Gralllot asked steadily

John could do no more than mum-
ble # repetition of his words, The
world was felling away from him,

“I will not discuss this matter with |
you, my friend I will only ask you
to remember the views of the world In
which we live. Loulse Maurel is an
artist, a great artist If there has

fections, it is my opinion that she
would not hesitate, You seem to think
it an outrageous thing that the prince
should have been her lover. To be
perfectly frank, I do not. I should be
very much more surprised at her mar-
rlage.”

John made his escape somehow. He
remembered opening the door, but he
had no recollection of reaching the
street. A few minutes later, however,
he found himself striding down Pic-
cadilly toward Hyde Park corner.

He found a taxicab and was driven
toward the Milan, He was consclous
of a wild desire to keep away from
his rooms. Hvery pulse in his body
was tingling. He was flercely awake,
eager for motion, action, excltement
of any sort. Suddenly he remembered
the night club to which he had been
introduced by Sophy on the first night
of his arriva)l In London, The ad-
dress, too, was there gquite clearly In
his disordered braln. He leaned out
of the cab and repeated it to the driv-
er.

The little place was unexpectedly
crowded when he entered, after hav-
ing handed his hat and coat to a
vestiaire. A large supper party was
golng on at the farther end, and the
dancing space was smaller than usu-
al. The maitre d'hotel was escorting
John to a small table In a distant

corner, which had just been vacated, |

when the Iatter heard his name sud-

denly called by a famliliar voice, So-
phy, who had been dancing, aban-
doned her partner precipitately und

came hurrying up to John with out-
stretched hands.

“John!" she exclaimed. “You, of
all people in the world! What do you
mean by coming here alone at this
time of night? Fancy not telling me!
Is anything the matter?”

“Nothing,” he rveplied. *“I really
don’'t exactly know why I am here, 1
simply don't want to go to bed.”

“Where is the prince?' he asked.

Sophy, struck by something In his
volce, swung around and looked at
him,
through his, clasped her
together, and led him firmly away. A
glimmering of the truth was begin-
ning to dawn upon her,

“Tell me where you have been slnce

you left the reception,” she insisted,
when at last they were seated to-
gether,

“Walt till T have ordered
wine,” he sald.

A walter served them with cham-
pagne. When John's glass was filled,
he drained Iits contents Sophy
watched him with surprise, She came
a little closer to him,

“John,” she whispered, “you must
tell me—do you hear? You must tell
me everything! DId you take Louise
home?"

“Y(‘H.“

“What happened, then? You dido’t
quarrel with her?"

“Nothing at all happened,” he as-
sured her. *“We parted the best of
friends. It wasn't that.”

“Then what? Remember that I am
your friend, John, dear. Tell me ev-
erything.”

“TI will tell youn,” he assented, *“I
went to a little clab I belong to on
the Adelphl Terrace. 1 sat down In
the smoking room. There was no one
there I knew, Some men were talk-
Ing. They had been to the reception
tonight., They were comparing French
actresses and English. They spoke
first of the French woman, Latrobe,
and her lovers; then of Loulse. They
spoke quite calmly, llke men discuss
Ing history. They compared the two
nctresses, they compared their lives
Latrobe, they sald, had lovers by the
score—Loulse only one.”

Sophy's hand stole into his, She
was watching the twisting of his fen

some

tures. She understood so well the ex
citement underneath,

“l] think I can guess,” she whis-
pered. “Don't hurt yourself telling
| me, Something wans sald ubout the

prince "
His eyes blaged down upon her

“You, too? he muttered |
the whole world know of 1t and sp«
ns if It did not matter? Soj
true? Speak out! Don't be afrald of
hurting me. You call yourself
friend. I've been down, looking
the outside of her house. [ dared not
|go In. There's a fire burning Iin my
soul! Tell me If it Is true!”

“You must not ask me that qu
tlon, John,” she begged How should
[ know? Besides, these things are o

I-1.|’.'--ri‘r|r in our world, the world you
haven't found out much ut

Supposing It were true, John" she
went on, “remember that It s Iw
fore you knew her Rupposing It
should be true., remember this—your
Ideqa of life s too absurd. Is one creed
made to fit human belngs who may
differ In a million different ways? A
WOman may be as good a8 any ever
born Into the world, and yet take just
s little love Into her life, If she be
true and faithful in deoing It. 1 don't
belleve there (s a dearer or sweeter
woman breathing than Loulse, but ons
must have love. Don't 1 know it?

been such an affalr as ,ou suggest, be-
tween her and any man, if It were
something which appealed o ber af-|

A man may be strong enough to live
without It, but & woman—oever|”

Then she thrust both her arms
two hands

The skirts of the women brushed
thelr table as they danced, the rhythm
of the music rose and fell above the
murmur of lnughter and conversation,
John looked around the room, and a
sort of despair crept in upon him. It
was no good! He had come to Lon-
den to understand; he understood
nothing. He was made of the wrong
fiber. If only he could change him-
self! If It were not too late! If
he could make himself like other men!

“[ wust not ask you any more ques-
tlons, Sophy,” he sald. *“You are her
friend, and you have spoken very
sweelly. Tomorrow 1 will go and see
her.”

“And tonight, forget it all,” she
pleaded. “Wipe It out of your mem
ory., Tonight she Is not here, and I
am. Even If you are furliously in love
with her, there lsn't any harm In your
being just a little nice to me. Give
me some champagne ; and I want some
caviar sandwiches !"

“I wonder why you are so good to
me, Sophy ™ he exclalmed, ns he gave
the order to a walter, “You ought

, The Prince Reeled Back.

‘vllher to marry your young man down
at
your own, a companlon,
quite different.”

“How different?”

S0me one

deserve to be cared for, and whom
you cared for, too.”

ly as I used to,”
sadly.

tations. John, don't
turn round!

look up,

drinking.

ngo, I knew that he had.
like it once before, about a year ago.
Don't take any notice of him! Don't
talk to him, If you can at all help it!"

Toward thelr table the prince was
alowly making his way, skilfully avold-
| Ing the dancers, yet looking neither
to the right nor to the left. Hir eyes
were fastened upon John. If he had
been drinking, as Sophy suggested,
there were few signs of it. His walk
wns steady; his bearing, as usual, de-
liberate and distingulshed.

He cnme to a standstill beside them.
Sophy's fingers clutched at the table-
cloth, The prince looked from one to
the other.

“You have robbed me of a guest,
Mr. Strangewey,” he remarked; “but I
bear you no 111-will, It I8 very seldom
that one sees you in these haunts of
dissipation.”

“It is n gala night with me,” John
replied, his tone ralsed no more than
usual, but shaking with some new
|umnllt,v. “Drink a glass of wine with
me, prince,” he invited, taking the
hottle from the lce-pall and Alling a
| tumbler upon the table. *“Wish me

luck, won't you! I am engaged to
be married!”
| *I wish you happiness with all my
heart,” the prince answered, holding
his glass up. “May I not know the
name of the lady?

“No doubt you are prepared for the
John told him. “Miss Maurel
has promised to become my wife.,”

The prince’s hand was as steady as
a rock. He ralsed his glass to his lips.

“T drink to you both with the great-
est of pleasure,” he sald, looking John
full In the face. “It Is a most remark-
ible colneldence. Tonight is the an-
arv of the night when Loulse
Maurel pledged herself to me.”

John's frame seemed for a moment
fire flashed from his

news,"

dilate nnd

Il you he good enough to explaln
he demanded.

those words?”
| I'he prince bowed,
[ ward Sophy.

“Toe-

“Since you Insist!" he repllied.
night, then, let me tell you, is the an
niversary of the night when Loulse

Muaurel consented to become my—
What followed came llke a thunder
clap. The prince reeled back, his hand

to his mouth, blood dropping upon the
ablecloth from his lips, where John
had struck him. He made a sudden
| spring nt his assallant. Sophy, shriek-
ing, leaped to her feet, Everyone

T the woeed
with

John seized the prince by the throat
and held him for a moment at arm's

length

in paralyzed

wonaer

s one might lifr a chile
floor
a merciless grip, he carried him across
the room and deliberately flung him
over the table toward his emapty chalr.

Sophy held John by the wrm, eluteh-

|ing & Lysterically, striving 0 drag

Bath, or to have a sweetheart of

“Someone who cared for you as you

“T eannot take these things as light-
she answered a little
“Something has come over me
lately—I don't know what It Is—but
I seem to have lost my taste for flir-
don't
I have been afrald of
the prince all the evening. When you
eame In, I fancled that you had been
When the prince asked me
something about you, an hour or so
I saw him

He glanced to-

Then he lifted him off his feet |
from the |
Holding his helpless victim In |

him away. But to John the room was
empty. He stood there, a giant, mo-
tionless figure, his musecles still taut,
his face tense, his eyes aflame, glar-
ing down at the prostrate figure of
the man on whom he had wreaked the
accumulated fury of thege last days
and weeks of madness.

CHAPTER XXI.

Townard nine o'clock on the follow-
ing morning John rose from a fitful
sleep and looked around him. Even
before he could recall the events of
the preceding night he felt that there
wns o welght pressing upon his brain,
a miserable sense of emptiness lo life,
a dull feeling of bewllderment, Al-
though he had no clear recollection of
getting there, he reallzed that he was
in his own sitting-room, and that he
had been asleep upon the couch, He
saw, too, that It was morning, for a
ray of sunlight lay across the carpet.

As he struggled to his feet, he saw
with a lttle shock that he was not

alone. Bophy Gerard was curled up
in his easy chair, still In evening
clothes, her cloak drawn closely

around her, as if she were cold. Her
head had fallen back. She, too, was
nsleep. At the sound of his move-
ment, however, she opened her eyes
and looked at him for a moment with
a puzzled stare., Then she jumped to
her feet,

“Why, we have both been asleep!™
she murmured, a little weakly.

At the sound of her volee it all cama
back to hMim, a tangled, hideous night-
mare, He sat down again upon the
couch and held his head between his
hands.

“I remember everything that hap-
pened at the club,” he went on slowly.
“Is the prince dead?”

She shook her head.

“Of course not! He was hurt,
though, and there was a terrible scene
of confuslon In the room. The people
erowded arfound hlm, and 1 managed,
somehow, to drag you away. The
manager helped us, To tell the truth,
he was only too anxious for you to
get awny before the police arrived.
He was so afrald of anything getting
into the papers. 1 drove you back
here, and, as you still seemed stunned,
I brought you upstairs. I didn't meam
to stay, but I couldn't get you to say
a single coherent word. I was afraid
to leave you alone!™

“I suppose I was drunk,” he sald,
in a dull tone. “I remember filling my
glass over and over again. There I8
one thing, though,” he added, his volce
gaining a sudden strength; “I was oot
drunk when 1 struck the prince! 1
remember those few seconds very dis-
tinetly. 1 saw everything, knew ev-
erything, felt everything. If no one
had interfered, I think I should have
killed him!™

“You were not drunk at all,” she de-
clared, with a little shiver, “but you
were In a stnte of terrible exeltement,
It was a long time before I could get
you to lle down, and then you wouldn't
close your eyes until I enme and sat
by your side. I watched you go to
gleep, I hope you are not angry with
me! I didn't llke to go and leave
}'l'lli,"

“How could T be angry?" he pro-
tested. “You are far kinder to me
than I deserve. 1 expect I should
have been In a police cell but for
you [ ad

“And now,” she hegged, coming over
to him and speaking In a more mat-
ter-of-fact tone, “do let us be prac-
tical, I must run away, and you must
go and have a bath and change your
clothes. Don't be afrald of your repu-
tation. 1 ean get out by the other en-
trance."

“Remember,” she whispered,
have to go to see Loulse ™

He covered his face with his hands,

“What's the use of It?" he groaned.
“It's only another turn of the screw ™

“Don't be foollsh, John,'" she ad-
monished briskly. “Youn don't actual-
ly know anything yet-—nothing at all;

"yr)l-

“Remember,” She Whispered,
Have to Go to See Louise.”

“You

nt least, you are not sure of anything.
And besides, you strange, Impossible

person.” she went on, patting his
hand, “don't you see that you must
judge her, not by the standards of
your world, in which she has never
lived, but by the standards of her
world, in which she was born and
bred? That is only falr, Isn't ItY"

He rose listlessly to his feet, Thero

was a strange, dull look In his face

“You mare a dear girl, Bophy!" he
sald. “Don't go jJust yet. [ have never
felt llke It before in my life, but just
now [ don't want to be left alone.
Send a boy for some clothes, and 1
will order some tea.”

EBhe hesitnted

(TO BE CONTINUED.)




