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{ ¢ {Continued fromr last week.)
“Dan 7’ said L. ;

The lids of his eyes rolled’ wearily s

Vack.
«]; there anything I can do for you?
“Bury me.”
1t was very sad. ~Where?' I asked.
“Did you see the little cemetery On
the hill, across the valley? Put me
it is a wild, forgotten place.
*Tis only my body. Who cares what

becomes of that? As for the other, the |

soul, who can say? I have never been

A good man.
' red and cold. What fan-

A moment
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“Yes™

1 did not speak to him again, and he
strode :lnnsltmrheelﬂwithlnﬂr
of preoccupation. We reached the Inm
in silence.

“What de vou know ahant har serene
highness the Princess Hildegarde? '1
asked abruptly.

T e e B
T -

still 1 believe in God. 1 | :

princess _in his arms and
kixscd her.

prince changed.. He became reckless;
be fell in with evil company, be grew
-to be a shameless rufflan, a man who
brought his women Into his wife's

ce and struck ber while they
were there. And in his passions he
called ber terribie names. He mide a
vow that when children came he would

born.

that the child was his. My mis-

finally sickened and died broken
The prince dled in a gam-

:

" The king became the guard-

{

‘death,
but it was not to be.”
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' «*When I bave settled up my affairs

there, I shall retarn.”
“And then?™
“Pperhaps 1 shall complete what my

din[llﬂmﬂed‘wil-ithﬂdm"

only one philosophy; It - -

I climbed into the ramshackle con-
and was driven away. Onece |
looked back. The innkeeper could be
geen on the porch; then be became lost
view behind the treca. Far away to
mrll:ttthn:tnnﬂlnth[ltﬂacma-
tetrnnthehﬂlnldam'ﬂthﬂ
]hn Whitﬂm _._:.‘-"._-.r—~"'l'
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' CHAPTER XVL
There were intervals during the three
months which followed when I believ-

| heart of prosalc fact! Was there ever

the like? It was real enough, however,
in the daytime, when the roar of Lon-
don hammered at my “ears, but when

i;Ilm.l.a.lttr:nﬂlnm:urrr:-cm_;[ts.a:1:::w,-ﬂ,1;‘t|.n

hazy garments of a dream. Sometimes
1 caught myself listening for Hillars,

!lfmtstepinthamrﬂdur.lndlmﬂd

«“What does herr wish to know? = 4are my pipe from my mouth and wait

shifting his eyes from my gaze.

“A1l you can tell me.” vt

«] was formerly in her father's serv-
Ice. My wife”— He hesitated, and the
*ex:greasiaq on his face was a sour one.

“Go on.”

“«Ah but it s unpleasant, herr. You
pee, my wife and 1 were not on the
best of terms. She was handsome—a
consin of the late prince. She left me
more than 20 years ago. I have never
mnhersince,:ndltmstthntuhe!l
dead. She was ber late highness' hair-
dresser. '

- the Princess Hildegarde?”

«ghe is a2 woman for whom I would

gladly lay down my life.”
wYes, yes!” 1 sald impatiently. “Who

mﬂEherthewumanshElﬂ Who
tapght her to shoot and fence?™

“It was L."

“You?

#Yeg From childhood she has been
gnder my care. Her mother did so de-
gire. Bhe is all 1 baye In the world to
jove. And she loyes me, herr, for In all
her trials I have been her only friend.
But why do you ask these questions?’
a sudden suspicion lighting his eyes.

“] Jove her.”

He took me by the shoulders and
squared me In front of him. “How do
you love her?” a glint of anger min-
gling with the suspiclon.

®] Jove her as a man who wishes to
make her his wife.” ’

His hands trailed down my sleeves
till they met and joined mine,

“T will tell you all there is to be told
Herr, there was once a happy family
in the palace of the Hohenphalians.
The prince was rather wild, but he lov-
ed his wife, One day his cousin came
to visit him. He was a fascinating
man in those days, and few women
were there who would not give an ear
to his fatterics. He was often with
the princess, but she hated him. One
day an abominable thing happened.
This cousin loved the princess. She
scorned him. As the prince was en-
tering the boudeir. this cousin, making

was unconscious of the

L]

Lthmmnothﬂllltthtthuught. It
, @ver 1 beheld ber agaln, it would be

expectantly. But the door never open-
ed, and the footsteps always passed on.
Often in my dreams I stood by the riv-
er again. There Is solace in these deep,

| wide streams. We come and go—our
[ hopes, our loves, our ambitions. Na-

tare alone remains. Should I ever be-
hold Gretchen again? FPerhaps. Yet

when she was placed beyond the glance
ntmrere.thatunehatmhlnd.ﬂh-
wumina—ua.uldmm'mightbc:
:nmetﬂn:lpom-ed.hntmﬂllnt
kold. Heigho! The faces that peer at
us from the firelight shadows! They
| troop along ‘s a ghostly cavalcade, and
the winds that ereep over the window
sill and under thc door—who can say
thntther:mnnttheechouofmicﬂ
we once heard in the past?

I was often on the verge of sending
in my resignation, but I would remem-
ber in time toat work meant bread and
' buotter—and forgetfulness. When I re-
. turned to the office, few guestions were
asked, though my assistant looked
many of them reproachfully. I told
him that Hillars had died abroad and
that he had been buried on the conti-
. nent at his request, all of which was
t troe, but only balf of it. I did my best
tnkeepthaﬂuelnmmtltﬂn-ny
came out. It was the tople in the
clubs, for Hillars bhad been well known
in political and literary circles. But In
a month or so the affair subsided. The
world never stops very long, even
when it loses one of its best friends.

One late October morning I received
a note which read:

John Winthrops .
lﬂll—lnhlnld-hlhm*h-

g =

1 rose : the
sented his eard, and on it 1 read, “Phil-
ip Pembroke.” Q] T A

Ill‘l'lr me the—er—impression that yol
were a sickly fellow—one foot In the

grave.or thing like. 1 was notex-
mﬂﬁmwm" S
The smile broadened into

“That was a_hobby of the old fel-
Sow,” he replied. . “When I was a boy,
1 had palpitation .of ~the "heart: - He
pever got rid of the idea that 1 might
die at any moment. He was always

warning . me, about violent exercises,

“the good old soul. , Peace to bis ashes!”

“He ilﬂnd‘r;

‘wyes. When I took to traveling, be

’eurmdplmmt.nndmutnf

all bat had bervous prostration. I sup-

se be told you about that will I
" made In your favor. It was done to

him. Still” he added soberly,
it stands. I travel a deal, and no one
knows what may happen. And so you
are the John Winthrop my dad treated
so shabbily? Ob, don't protest; be did.
I should have hunted you up long &go

and given you a solid bank account,

only 1 knew that the son of my aunt
must necessarily be a gentleman and
therefore would not look favorably un-
on such a proceeding.”

“Thank you,” said L. The fellow

pleased me.

o unii:d“p |
la -‘!II"I one, I't t en-
v{gﬁh ‘It was. so long since 1 had
laughed.

L}
4

a” said 1 snddenly, “where were you

"Iurnnlmchnnpd.uluidthn_
ly. “There is |

other might,” d
something in your voice that is chans-
ed., You have grown cynical. | But
your question was jmpertinent.
you found yours?’

Have :'

1 was expecting this “Yes,” I sald .

-"ﬂnﬂlthﬂu;htlhld:mwlm:un

¢f it. Some day I shall tell you an lo-
teresting story.”

“We came up to ask you to dine with
us this evening,” she suid, trailing ber
brown gloved finger over the dusty
desk. “Are you at liberty ¥’

“No: 1 have only just met my cousin
and bave promised to dine with bhim.”

«I¢ that s all, bring bim aloDg. |
like his face.” .

We passed out of the fileroom.

“«phyllls, we must be golng. dear,” |

said Ethel

1 led Phyllis down the narrow stalrs. |

lmtmﬂIMItthlﬂlrh-
"IMHMherfﬂnrltﬂ-

you cared nothing for money."”

It occurred to me that the tale might

“Trge. A journalist doesn’'t care mthqhmnklu;,nluid.'ﬂu:tt
. anything about money. The life Is too hmutthuediuzmﬂhh:tnrlu—

!thln:lhtneeﬂlmthmnln.uthu

Bay.

|

the ope where all should end nicely, but

doesn’t: one which ends leaving the

1

.~ but without &

' ment replaced the smile.

bat, smiling Into
pf Phyllis. .
“The Princess Hildegarde™—
with those three words the sentence
on his lips came to AD end. Awmaze-

He stepped
back. Phyills’ cyes expressed scornful

' surprise. What sbe understood to be

rodenrss | knew to be & mistake. He

. had mistaken ber to be Gretchen, just ,

hero, the heroine and the reader dis- '

This bit of sarcasm did not pass. My gatisfied with the world in general and

ecousin laughed again that merry laugh the mutbor, who Is fate, in particular.”

of bin
«] think we shall become greil

| felends,” be sald. “I like frankness.”

)

?

| sfy, rumor.

“My remark In its literal sense Was
the antithesis of frankness.”

“Ah you sald too much not to be
frank. Frankness is one of the rea-
sons why I do not get on well with the
women. I can't lie in the right place,
and when I do it is generally ten times
worse than the plain truth.”

“"You're a man of the w 1 see.®

“No: merely a specta

|

“1¢ the story Is one 1 pever beard
before,” suspiciously, “I sbould like to
hear Iit.”

«pznd does it pot occur to youn,”

twice.”
“And she does pot love you? Are

“Well, you have the pujes of admis- yon quite sure? You poor fellow!”

glon. With me it's a froe pasa
day we will compare notes.”
“Who is your banker T
“Ranker? I bave none. T distrust
banks. They take your mite and invest
it In what pots, and sometimes when
you go for it it Is not there.”
“And then again it multiplies so0

Some Sbe squeezed my hand kindly.

“Shall
I be candid with you?" with the faint-
est flicker of coquetry In her smile. .
“As o the old days,” sald I, glancing
over my shoulder to see bhow nDear the
others were. A groom Is pever to be
considered.. “Yes, as In the old days.”
«yvell, I have often regretted that | 4

guickly that you bave more than you did not acespt you as ap experiment”
i

know what to do with, eb?”

“Ag to that I cannot say. It is hear
8o far as [ know it may
be so. Experience has any number of
teachers. The trouble Is we cannot
study under them all. Necessity has
been my prin~ipal instroctor. Some-
times she has larruped me soundly,
though 1 was & model scholar. You
will go to luncheon with me?”

“If you will promise to dine with me

thig evening.” . And I promised.
For an heur or more we chdtted up-

on congenlal topics. He was surpris-
ingly well informed. He had seen more
of the world than 1. though he had not
observed It so closely. As_we were
about to leave the door opened, and
Phylifs, Ethel and her husband, Mr.
Holland, entered. For a moment the

room was filled with the fragrance of ,

October alr and the essence of violeis.
They had been In town a week. They
bhad been “doing” the Strand, so Ethel
gald, and thought they would make me
g brief visit to see how “it was done,”
the foreign corresponding, Mr. Went-
worth and his wife were already domli-
ciled at B—, and the young people
were going over to enjoy the winter
festivities. Phyllls was unchanged.
How like Gretchen, I thought.

While Ethel was engaging my cous-
in"s attentlon I conducted Phyllis
through the offize.

“What & place to work In!" sald
Phyllis, laughing. The laugh awaken-
ed a vagoe thrill. “Dust, dust—every-
where dust. You need a woman to look
after you, Jack.”

As 1 did not reply, she looked guick-
Iy at me, and, seeing that my face
was grave, she flushed.

“Forgive me, Jack,” impulsively. “T
did not think.”

1 answered her with a reassuring
smile.

“How long are you to remain im
town?’ 1 asked to disembarrass her.

Then l*tnew‘mnt gue Q1o not unaer-
stand.

“You must not think I am jesting.”
said I seriously. “The story Is of the
bittersweet kind. The hercine luves
me, cannot be mine."”

“Toves you?' with a slight start.
“How do you know ¥’

uShe has told me so,” lowering my °

volce.

Frankness of this sort to a woman
who bas rejected you bas a peculiar
effect. The coquetry faded from bher
smile, and there was a perceptible con-

traction of the brows. Her eyes, ter. “And who Is this PPrincess Hilde-

which were looking Into mine, shifted
to the back of the groom. No, I shall
pever understand a woman. She sbould
have been the most sympathetic wom-
an In the world, yet she appeared to
be annoyed.

“What's all this between you and

Phyllis. It
enjoyed. Allt

We passed on. -
«“Was the man crazy ¥’ asked Phylk |

lis as we moved toward tbe carriages,
where we saw Pembroke waving bis
band.

“Not exactly crazy,” 1 answered. |
“The Princess Hildegarde. Did be
pot call me that?” |

“He a1d.”

#He must have mistaken me for
seme one else, then.” |
“The very thing,” sald L “1 wonder
what be Is dolng bere in London 7 |

“Mercy! Do youn know him 7

“Slightly.” We were almost at the
carriage. “] am sorry to say that be is
a great personage In this very court

'M:nulﬁnmtnm" |
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He lifted his hat, smiling into the aston- WM. TLAVELLE,

ished jace of Phyllis.
“How strange! I'm afrald we shan't

get on.”
Pembroke and 1 dismissed our car-

“riage. We were going back to the

Phyllis?” asked Ethel, coming op. _ %

“There is pothing between ber apd

me,” said L

“Well, there should be,” she retorted. ,

*“That Is the trouble.”

My observation was: “I bave always
beld that immediately a woman gets
married she makes it ber business to
see that all old bachelors are lugged
out and disposed of to old maids.”

“] shall mever forgive that,” Phyllis
declared; *“mever.”

“Then I shall always have the exqul-
gite pleasure of being a supplicant for
your pardon. It is delightful to sue
pardon of & beautiful woman.”

Plyllis soiffed.

“Forgive him at once,” sald Ethel,
“if only for that pretty speech.”

Mr. Holland pulled out his watch
suggestively.

“Well” 1 said, “I see that I am keep-
lug you from your lunch. Goodby,
then, till dioner, when 1 shall continue
at length on the evils"— ,

“Willlam,” Interrupted Ethel, ad-
dressing the groom, “drive on.”

And so they left ns

“Shall we go to lunch pow?" I asked
of Pembroke.

“Yes,” ratber dreamlily, I w

|

- ASM.

club. Ethel and ber busband were al- |
ready seated In thelr carriage. J
Sald Plylls as | assisted ber to en-

garde?

“The most beantiful womun in all
the world.” I answered, with enthusi-
“You will meet ber also.”

“] do not belleve 1 shall Uke ber

Apd.ahe door gwung, to.
IE H Fpntlnnad.}

At Britton Broe., Jewellers,
Fool of Kent-st.. Lindsay. . ‘

i
At the Asylum.

a paticnt at the insane asylam.
“"Hu less case,” was the reply.
Thinks he can pronounce Czuigowsz's
naine."”

“And tho pext one ™ 1
h:stlll n;u:: hopeless. Civlms to
v&e  ®Oly the gzrvant-girl "
question. - gyt
—_—

Wasted Time

Thre's such alittie whiie to stay
That oft I wonder why

Mcn throw thelr precivus time away |

In nurvtaring old gradges they |
Might just permit to die.

Why should we take

either® sald Phyllie. “Good night” | r
|
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