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£ EMPRESS OF AN HOUR

BY FANNIE AYMAR MATHEWS.

~ CHAPTER VILI.

There is now a profonnd silence in the
apartment.

aMadame Zalka Orloff,” reads he from a
glip of paper in his band.

Zalka risee and inclines her head,

“‘What can [ do for you, Monsieur ?’

¢“(Come with me at once,” replies the man
sucointly.

Several of the -men start forward, and
again these ladies begin their pretty screams.

“Thanks, Messicurs,” she says, warning
them back with dignity.

“You have doubtless a warrant for my
arrest, Monsicur ?"

“Yes, Madame, it is here” (the officer
presents her with the paper).

Zalka eagerly scanas ib,

“Aha—very well | Monsieur, there 1Is
our warrant, I refuse to go!” She folds
ﬁar arme and looks upon the ground.
¢«“Then, Madame, it becomes necessary to
force you—"

"Etﬂp. L

Tha Emperor steps from the shadow of
the curtains, where he has been standing,
and utters the word in a voice that ie not to
be misunderstcod.

“From whom do you come ! By whose or-
der 1"

“By the order of M. Ducrat himself,
Your Majesty.”

“‘And the charge?”

*¢ (Qonepitacy against the life of the Em-
peror of France !~ answers the officer, pom-
pously reading from his paper.

There is an instant of terrible silence.

The face of Louis Napoleon isat this
moment such & chaocs of conflicting emotions
as would have astounded those who accused
it of\ immobulity.

His eyes glowed like ccals of fire aa they
fiashed under his contracting brows upoen
the young Raseian. His lips quivered with
rage and perchance with that species of
terror whi:E: ig the familiar of men who pin
their faith npon the ignis fatuus they chris-
ten a ‘‘destiny.” His hand grasped the
back of a chair with the tenure of a vice.

# And Monsiear Ducrat, where is he i

¢t Without, Your Majesty. Monsieur
Ducrat waits in his carriage at the porte-
cocher.”

¢ Roquest him to come in.”

There is by this time sufficient noise.

Little nervoua Monsieur Victoire alone is
quien, soribbling hurriedly in his'note book
in & corner. i

*t Well, Madame 1" the Emperor says, 10
a low, eharp voice, a8 he sites and turns bhis
face to the woman who stands near him,

“« What? No tears? No prayers?”

t Ami Louis !" cries she, bending her lips
t) his ear and whiepering a few hurried
sentences, while the noise of hurried steps
echoes from the vesibule and across the

pavements of the little flowery garden.

The Emperor nprinﬁu to his feet as Ducrat
enters the room attended by several genad’:
armes and two or three men in civilian'g
d ress.

¢ Your Majesty has sent for me,
sieur Ducrat says respectfully.

Mon-

—

— Quartier Latin a resemblance--ahem | “°A
journalist has in his possessicm, &o., &z."

M. de Morny takes & steg forward and
ventures to whisper a word or bwo to the
Emperor.

It is as if he had not spoken..

“Thank you, Monesieur Docrat,”’ the Em-
peror 8ays, ‘‘Yon have nothing more to
tell me of this affair, I presume?”’

| ite actress of Paris,

“No, Your Majesty,” is the reply.
“There is time if you have, for I shall not
go to the ball to-night.”

#No your Majesty.” Monsienr Dicrat’s
eyes are greedly fixed upon Zlka

What & morsel to escape the hand of

gamblance.

justica!

“Very well, Monsieur. I then rave some-
thing to say to you. Appreciating to the
full the extraordinary exertions which you
have made on my behalf, I am disposed to l
lay at the door of fatigue the defeot in your
memory which has caused you to omit any 1
menvion in your recital of a letter which yon |
received only this atternoon " His Majesty |
emphasizes these laat three words in 80

gingular & manner that M. Duerat fairly
starts.

“For the benefit of these, the triends of
Madame Orloff, I must be at the troable of |
repairing your deficiencies. It s this then.
At thres o'clock this afternoon: omr good
friend Monsieur Ducrat, being in hit office
immersed in affairs, receives an anoaymons;
note, signed ‘Ami Louis.' It runs thus:—
'To-pight at the corner of the Rue de Rivoli |
and the

They have for their ebject the assassination
of the Emperor a3 he is ew. rowfe to the
Tuileries, after visiting a certain house in
the Avenue de Villers. The plot*has been

are decided npon only withim the last twelve
hours I"”
A hum of intense exocited interest quivers
through the apartment.
¢ Monsiear Duerat, who wrote that let-
ter 1"
¢ I do not know, Your Majeaty.”
The voice of Monsieur Ducrat is subdued.
“Y ou have 1t 1"
* Yes, Your Majesty."”
¢¢1 would thank you to permit me to see
it.”
It was curious to note that at this crisis
the Emperor’s face for the first time betray-
ed a faint emotion,
It was perhaps possible that he feared that
this letter might not be fortheoming.
Nevertheless, in a second it was in his

esgiomn,
And turning with a smile of rare courtesy
to Zalka he said : —

¢t Perhaps Mopsieur Ducrat would care to
know the name of the person who wrote this
letter 7"

¢ Oh, Your Msjesty 1”

¢ 7alka Orloff,” the Emperor ejaculates
sharply. * You see, Ducrat, there is a loy
alty which is not to be counted by so many
francs & year and which risks life itself and
calls 1t hiy po such title as the ‘greatest per-
tinacity.! Good evening, Monsieur I"

The Emperor turns away and amid the

¢ Preciealy.”

¢ And Your Majesty's pleasure is 1"

«To hear the higtory of this”—he extends
his hand for the warrant which is at once
presented to bim~ ““ this piece of paper.”

¢ o be brief, Your Majesty, 1 have dis-
covered, by dint of the greatest pertina-
ci i

t'%ha Emperor smiled cynically, it would
moym, -
¢ —that a plot against the life of the
Emperor of France had been for some time
grminati.ng in the very heartof Paris itself.

es, this very night--nay, this very hour,
as Your Majeaty should have been eén route
to the Tuileries, the ruler of the French
people was to have beea shot like a dog in
his carriage !"

A murmur of horror ran round the room.

Mr, Ducrat pansed toenjoy the effect of
his oratory.

¢ And Madame Orloff 1" the Emperor in-
quires, as he caresses his mustache.

“ Ah, Your Majesty—the arrest of Mme.
Orloff becomes the last painful duty I have
this night to see carried out, The others
are under irons already. By meuns of papers
ound on the pereons of the chief conspira-
tors—now—within the hour !” Monsieur
Ducrat glances picturesquely at the clock
in the corner—** It is discovered that Mme.
Orloff was in daily communication with
these wretches—that it was she who furnish-
ed them with the exact hour at which Your
Msjesty mightibe expected to leave her

house onyour way to the State ball at the |

palace,” Monsienr Ducrat pausés for breath
and to indulge in the pardenable gratification
which the amazement of his auditors affords
him.

“That It was she—even she I—Your DMa-
jesty, who saggested to her abominable ac-

comiplices the exact spot on the corner of the |

Rue de Rivoli, at which they should lie
in wait to assassinate the Emperor of
France!”

¢ This is all, Monsienr Ducrat !’ His
Majesty injuires, still stroking his mus
tache, '

«“ All, Your Msjssty?! Sarely it is suffi-
clent 1" : ,

¢#You are quite sure, M., Dacrat, that
there iz nothing—no incident which yon
have omitted in the rehearsal of this plot "

] am sure—positive, Your Majesty 1"

“Ah—very well [

Louis Napoleon approaches the latter and
holding the warrant lightly, he sets it on
fire at the flame of one of the tall candles.

“But, Your Majesty—this woman ?"

¢ This woman—well?’ His Majesty re-
peats, coldly, watching the bit of paper
wither into a flimsy ash.

“Thia woman is dangerouns—criminal |"”
Monsienr Ducrat is becoming yery much
excited, “‘Surely Your Majesty will not en.
danger a life that is dear to millions of
Frenchmen for the sake of —— 1" Monsieur
Ducrat pauses,

In his position and with the present sur-
roundings Monsieur Ducrat’s command over
language may go no further.

¢t For the eake of ——!" repeats the Em.
peror icily, turning from the table and
brushing a fleck of the burned paper from his
gleeve Lonchalantly.

« Pardon ! pardon ! Your Majesty, butl
have your Majesty's own recommendation
regarding Madame Orloff. It is here! The
date—almost four years since.” Monsieur
Ducrat hastily takes a note book from his

joyful exclamations of the assembled group
7 lka sinks into a seat.

¢ What can I do for you—one thing, and
 that is lay my commands npon you—madam-
oiselle? I will permit no more risks, even,”
he whispers, ““for my sake." And aloud,

“ Can I create you on the spot Comtesse
ﬂﬂ' Vi o Sy ?H

¢ 8¢, Sauveur I"” murmurs the witty young
journalist.

| * Zilka shakes her head.

“ No, ami Louis. You gave me the
mauvais quart d heure in advance ; it is all
that I ask 1"’ :

“ Nothing. Am I so poor, then, that I
have nothing that is worthy of your accept-
ance 1"

¢« Ah, it is not that. Stay! Yes, one
thing. I will ask for your portrait.”

The guests are now amusing themselves
with the fragments of their late supper, and
some fresh bottles of wine, which Monsieur
Alexandre has s=en fit to order.

¢« Yourefused itonce,” Napoleon smiles.

¢ Ah, that was gold. I do notlike gold—
it is what we pay our debte with, Monsieur
Louis owes me nothing——"

* But tis life | You shall have the por-
trait.”

“ Thank yoa.” Sheraises her lovely eyes
to his face,

“ Why did you do it "

¢ What ?"

¢ Risk so much for me.”

“ | have risked *so much ' for you for five
years and more,"”

Zilza looks down.
“Bat why ¢’ His Majesty's clear plercing
eyes are intent upon her face,

“Baoanse,” ghe murmurs inarticulately,
“becanse [—I am your Majesty's most loyal
subject 1"

ever before had she so addressed him.
With one long pressure of her two hands
Napoleon, with De Morny, shortly atterward
quitted the hoase.

Not many weeks latter Zalka received and
accepted a small and exquisite cameo likeness
of the Emperor.

It was set with diamonds ina frame of
chased gold.

And it now lies neglected, half hidden by
a little portrait of a Maintenon, in the dusty
case of one of the most noted collections of
miniatures in Paria.

One of the diamonds is missing, and it is
likewise true that the golden frame is slightly
batered.

CHAPTER VIIIL

It is toward three o'clock of a beautiful
day in the early summer,

Paris wears her holiday aspect, and it
is evident that something unususl is trans-:
piring.

Quite true.

The Conrt is about to set out for St. Clound,
and all about the Tuileries there is the har-
monious confusion of soldiers, equerries dash
ing to and fro, officers reining in their restive
horses, sabres flas in the sunshine, low
murmurs of curiosity and impatience, strains
of music, the crush of an expectant and/
eager crowd and the bewildering, surging
sway and play of Paris bent on witnessing
one of the eights dear to her heart.

The open carriage awaits their majesties
at the entrance.

Within the palace grooms and gentlemen
are rushing abous hither and thither.

inner pocket and reads :—*‘ Zalka—Russian

But in the private apartments of the Em'L

months in preparation. The time and place | and as hastily withdraws

press everything is guiet—quiet almogt to a
sense of oppression.

Fugenie is alone,

She sita—true danghter of the universal
mother, before the long mirror, which re-
flects her graceful figure and its graceful

ose.

3 She listens, for her head is bent and her
hand is prassed against her heart, while
the lovely, langunid vyes are fixed npon oné
of the portivres that lead into the adjoining
room of the suite,

Presently the curtains part and in an in-
atant fold together again behind the favor-

7Zka stands in the presence of the Em-
press, in the presence of the woman fto
whom she bears scstrange and subtle a re-

Contrary to etiguette—but, perchancs,
etiquette had after all bub small affair
this meeting—the snbject spoke first.

“Your Misjeavy,” she said, in alow tone,
“has done me the honor to send for me.
Can I serve Your Majesty in any way?”

Bugenie rises involuntarily, there was w

1

tremble as they hear the distant hum and
roar of anarmy. I am a loyal servant and
sunbject of the Bopaparte dynasty—surely
Your Masjesty cannot find faalt if I wear the
(Czair's imagine as my badge of fidelity.”
The Empress regards the woman before
her with incredulons eyes,

Is she then some gplandid prophetess,
this golden-haired girl, with her clear eyes
and guivering lipe? Isit—ean it be, that
these rumors are only rumors?

No ; Eogenie is a woman and reasons from
the feelinga——

No; Zika ls a woman,
fidelity is to her heart and not to her head.
She turns like one demented, wringing
her hands, sobbing, pacing up and down the
room.

' Youw are a sorceress |" cries the Empresas
madly.

¢ Bism, Madame. Youn are an Empress :
command me to be burned at the atake. I
do not know,” she adds gloomily, *“that 1
should mot thaok you fer it.”"

“ You love him 1" whispers Eugenie with
concentrated anguish.

sweet imperiousness in Zalka's voice that
compelled a deference from any one. Buat
also av onoce Her Majeaty reseated herself
with half a smile and nalf a frowa.

“Yes, Madame, I have sent for yoa to
see you—alas | not that I have not seen yow
many times, studied your every mction and
expression,”’

Zislka bows.

“Bat,” Her Majesty with am impetuous

|and terrible sigh, rines and orosees ths

room.
“Bat, mon Dieu! Madame, I wished to

| ser you face to face 1"

Zlka again inclines her head:
“‘Not thers,” continues Engenie, passion-
ately, *“‘with the flare of the footlights light-

ing up the beauty they say is 80 like my
Piace de Ia Concorde, four men—-one | own, but to see you as he sees you—in the
in a blouse, two shabby, one as a eab driver. | sunshine, in the daylight—as he sees yonu,
do you hear I

“Yes, Your Majesty. But of whom does

Your Majesty speak 2"
The Empress turned toward the window
her gare,

Can it be that the blaza of light and glit.

or on the casement is offensive to her beauti-

ful eyes 1

She takes a few steps nearer to the act-
res:, and then sinking upon a chair she ex.
caims, in a broken voice : —

“ Of my husband, Madame.”

Zlka starts.

“ Of my husband,” gries the woman mad-
ly. “I wanted to see the face that has rob-
bed me of his smiles, his lips, hialooks, Oh,
Madame, you have Paris at your feet, the
world is ready to do you homage, go where
you will. Can you not leave to Kugenie
the heart of Lounis Napoleon! I plead with
yon! 1 beg of you!”

Her Majesty’s slight, long hands are lock.
ed tightly together, and the tears are dim
ming the soft lustre of the wonderful eyes.

v+ Your Majesty!" cries the actress passion
ately ; * Your Majuety labors under a mis-
take. I have robbed Your Majesty of noth-
ing — nothing ! What do you think that
Zalka could do with the heart of another
womsn's husband ?  Your Majesty, we have
a little proverb in my country; it is tnis : —
‘¢the who meddles with the husband of a
loyal wife burns her soul.’ Will' Your Ma.
jesty graciously permit me to retire 1"

The young Russian is drawn up in an at-
titude of strange hautenr, One looking
might say that she was the Empress, and
that the womsn who gaze 1 upon her with an
expression of mingled admiration and amaZa-
ment was the inferior in rank.

For an instant Eugenie made no moyemeng
nor any responee.

Then she spoke slowly :—

“ You mean to tell me that you
love the Emperor 1"

Y our Majosty, I mean to tell you nothing
whatever about my love. I am the keeper
of my own heart,” Zalka says, with a sad
and bitter emphasis, *“I believe the Emper-
or will tell you as much.”

« And what of him?"’ cries the reckless
and unhappy wife of Napoleon III. “What
of his love, his heart? What can you say to
me of that? I implore you, limplore youn !”
she cries, sinking among the oushions of
the lounge, while sobs shake the slender
frame.

“ Ah { Your Majesty must surely be the
keepar of the Emperor's heart. Why do
you come to me for intormation of such a
nature? Your Majesty will pardon me if I
remind you that actresses are the toys’—
the splendid Northern eyes dilate with pride
and passion as she opeaks—‘‘the toys of
monarchs, and playthings of a prblic thag,
throngh us, can take pleasure in sitting by

do not

choicest emotions. Your Msjesty should
know that with hearts and love and homes
and firesides people of my trade have little
to do. Wae toil, Madame, in sweat that you
may be amused and that we may be fed.
The Emperor's fl ywers ara no sweeter, to my
thinking, Your Majesty, than any others,
and as to his admiration, why, surely the
ruler of France could not guarrel with the
verdict of his own Paris.” Zilka laughed
lightly, showing her white teeth very
pﬁ'aﬁtilj, courtesies and takes a step toward
the ‘smrtiura, but & motion of the Empress’
hand arrests her.

e mm——

CHAPTER I1X,

“ You are very clever, Mademoiselle
Zalka,” Eugenie says, ‘ but the Empress is
as clever as you are, Metternich and Bis-
marck are clever too, but they have not been,
so far, able to deceive me,”

The tone is brave, haughty, evenldefiant,
and the Empress raises her lovely golden
head proundly.

Bubt then in an instant all is changed, With
a sob of agony she staggers across the room
and falls almost fainting at the actress’ feet-

“0Oh | ” cries she, through fast falling tears,
“‘why then, since you say he does mnot Jove
you, do you wear upon your bosom hispor-
mit;!”

The cameo has fallen from between the
sheltering folds of Zalka's robe.

“Yonr Msajesty,’” returns the Russian, with
inimitable sangzfroid, ¢ that was the Em-
peror’s gift to me, who saved his life.”
“And if you care nothing for him why does
his image hang about your heart?”

Y our Msjesty, listen. I am aloyal subject.
France has none too many such in these
days.” The Russian speaks hurriedly and
low, perchance she suffers, for she presses her
hand to her heart, and the cough thatis such
a natural feature with her Marguertie Gau-
tier for a moment convulses her,

“ Your Majeaty, the Rhine is rising ; it
will overflow ite banks and rush into France.
Mark my words, there is disaster in the air.
I feel ic!” She smites her breast.

“In Berlin they are already prating of a

new empire, and in -Lorraine children

and watching the dissection of their own pa

* And what then 1" cries the other, goaded
to desperation,

¢ He muat then have first loved yon, for
you are net the woman to have glven un-

therefore her |

—r

h:Yﬂur Majesty ie fortunate,” murmurs.
shre.

Already he hae Jist cned te the story, of -
the hour just paseed, 1 \nd thus, side by side,

these two make their §rogress V}ha palace

ot 3t. Clound.

“Zilka, why did yo n censent to this?” he
ashe. regarding her ati .entively.

“For the good of yo! ir empire, ams Lihuis..

“¥ou love my empire, then 1"

::E r:? Iifﬁ," she answars in a low tone,

S N : Ty
e empire cext mai—eb, Zilka,.
. His haad, for a waywsrl instant, closes
over that ons of hers ‘which lies almost hid-
den in the! folds of har maatle,

Por an instaat, while eweet: music.-plays,
while menr and women aad little childrens
shout them a welcome—while flowers arche
above their heads, and while the twﬂighh-
breeze, fresh off the perfaming fields, hlows
upon them, Louis Nap.leon 1s a weak and
loving man, as other men; Zalka, a woman,

moved to a sad uplifting of her Hlue eyes, as.
@ her women. :

The cortege has reacted the palace.

Lights flit hither and thither abount the.
gardens. The fountains,ara playing and so
18 the band,

All s hustle and confusion as the Emper-

sought,”
“What then ¥’ murmaurs the Ruseian, in a |
voice of imperious impatience, !
Suddenly without is heard the sound of |
approaching footateps. |
Zalka shrinks within the shadow of the |
curtaing. |
It is impossible to intrude upon the pri-
vacy of the Empress whose commands have
been striet, bup it is quite possible for an
equerry to boldly impact the information to
the ladiss in waiting and for them I:nu.n-E
loudiy echo it, that the Emperor impatient-
ly awaits the appearance of the limpress.
«What shall | do? What ean I do? What
is to become of ma? " exclaims the I npress,
frantically, as with a gestmre of dispair she
carches sight in one of the great mirvors of
her tear srained face, her dishevelled hair,
ea disordered mein.

It would take at least an hour to restore
her appearancs to its usual calm.

And to appear before Paris in this guise
is amoung the positive impoasibilities,

«s A gudden illness,” eries she, after a mom-
ent's pause, falling back amid the cushions
of & luxarions fautewil and catching up a
silver smelling bottle.

¢ The Puarisians are in no meod, permit
me to remind Your Maesty,” Zilka says
timidly, emerging from her retirement, **for
a gudder illnesa, They will not fall in love
with a disappointment to their fete loving
senses., It were more wise for Your
Majesty to devise some plan for their better
amusement than to cheat them of their ex.
pected pageant. The Empire wins a victory
by every royal progrees that it makes.”

The girl's voice fairly trembles as she
speaks, and in her eagerness she has ap
proached Eagenie very closely.

The lattec glances up, and as she does
so her eyes fall upon the reflaction in
the looking glaes of her own and the act-
ress’ face. 7

+ It is impossible for me, mademoiselle,”
cries she, rising, ** but you—you are used to
playing parts,. We are alike, do you rot
see?! You ocan, if you will, save me from
the Emperor’s displeasure and the odium of
the people—do you not see and understand,
madame? I will make it worth your while.
Jee! We are of the same height! This
robe I’ The Empress picks up a dress of
pale mauve satin which lies ready for her
use in the adjoining dressing room. s

wY our Majesty is very good, but I require
no reward. As Your Majesty is pleasea to
say, L am ‘used to playing parts’and to
serve the Kmpire,” (Zalka speaks with a

rand enthusiasm) *‘ I am willing to appear
1 anew role at even so short a notice,
Y our Majosty will direct me,"

or aond Ernpmm alight aad are prﬂaant]r,
conducted te their apartmsents,

Ere long they are alone and with a subtle.
spring Louis Napoleoa.is st her aide,

““Zalka, you love me as I lovesyon?”

She goz2s out of the.wimdow Ly which she.
sbands upon the darkeniag woads of Ville

'd"Arroy , ehe sees the thin curl of esmoke,
aacending

from some.cotiage faraway. She
hears the twitter of some sleepy little birda,
and feels the dewy air mpon her face,

There is a curious mnate power in. the
woman that malzes the man silent, breathlese,,
motionless, enthralled, with idle hands and _
quivering lips.

What passes threugh her mind ?

A morning long: age in Jhoe, A soldier
turning the corner of the Rus Dayard—a
gir]l bareheaded' and with no stockicgs en
her feet.

Well, well; for one hoar she had been
the Enpress of France.

For one houp she had sat at the aide of the
man #ho had.been the hero of her-life.

With a shesp, fleet sigh, an vpward glance
that took in all the aweet, soft beanby of the
time and place Zilka bent her head above
the man who now knelt by her,

She beant her head and tonched his brow
with her lips—and then she was gone.
(one—with but that icy touch for him to
remember all the years through g, the end.

CHAPTER XL

A cab burried toward FParia.

The curwains were pulled down and the
man drove like one possessed ; a large pour-
hoire must have awaited him ab his deatin-
ation.

A coupe tollowed in hot pursuit,

The silken curtains of this were also
drawn down, and the coachman did nch once
lose sight of the carriage that he followed.

Down through the KElysees, acress the
Place, through the Rivoli, these twe dashed,
and finally they attained their goal almost
simultaneously, the stage door of the—
theatre—where, as chance would have it, a
third carriage, with blinds as clesely drawa,
appeared to await their arrival

Z Jka alighted from the cab, her manve
garment hastily concealed by a great cloak,
and with a simple kerchief tied over her
head.

Two gentlemen alighted from the coupe,

Two gentlemen in surtouts, and with
opera hats disoreetly held closed by their
faces,

From the third a lady emerged clad heavi-
ly in black lace ; there were roses at her
breast, while roses and a Spanish mantilla
wound about her head almoat entirely con-
cealed her countenance.

————

CHAPTER X

In a few moments and with fewer words
the Russian is inveated with the splendid
aostume that had been designed for the Em-
press’ wear oa tha drive to St, Cload.

The faunltless robe, the lace mantle, the
bonnet with its delicate plumes, the amethyst
jewels, the fan of long violet feathers, the
boots,

With a dexterous hand she arranges her
golden hair in the mode affected by Eagenie.
She pencils her brows and dashes her lips
and cheeks with the rouge that Her Majesty
was of late seldom seen withont.

She fins the thin, small masque veil across
her face and then turns toward her counter-
b,

“Is Your Majesty pleased—suited?”
“Ah 1" cries the impetunous woman, ‘it is
perfect !”

““Now, Your Mjesty, what is my cue "
By this the noise and confusion without
has grown greater.

The stir and hum of impatience are in the
air.

“I rely upon you," Wh“para the Kmpress,
“aglthough Heaven kn®W8 why ! and you are
to be with him—ah, What have 1 done!l
am crazad | [—you mu87Y not go—]—"

*'Your Majesty may rely upon me. DBe
at the theatre at eight v'clock. You will
find Zalka there. 1 save you mortification,
disgraca—perhaps something even more
serious. Yonor Majesty has more to hope
than to fear.”

There is a splendid light in the northern
eyes—a splendid light of enthusiasm and
purity, of devotion and loyalty ihat the
southern born woman who listens cannot
understand, but still instinctively relies
upon,

Between mingled prayers, entreaties and
sobs, the Empress shrinks back into the
inner boudoir ; and the actress, with her
head erect, stepas out into the aunditorium,
amid the ladies and people in waiting,

Qace visible the great throatof Paris
cheers iteelf hoarse over her,

“'Never,” thev say, ‘‘has the Empress
been so exquisite, so animated, so conde-
scending.”

It is remarked that even the Emperor
half turns his haughty head to look at her
as they pass up the Champs Elysees,

It is even remarked by a casual onlooker
that as he speaks to her he seems almost
moved and that & deep flusth overspreads
his face,

Bat this may be but the outceme of a
vivid imagination on the part of the
casual onlooker.

However, vnce well past Boulogne it is
quite true that his Msjesty spoke with
some animation to the lady at his side.
“Zalka,” whispers Louis Napoleon, *'1
have dreamed of this hour, and it has come,
Tell me that my star ia not a faidthful one.
I have desired nothing that has not been
mine sooner or later,”

On beholding Z+lka she gave a sigh of re-

lief.

She had no eyes for the two gentlemen
who stood aside to permit her and her at-
tendant to enter the theatre from the fromt.

But shortly, they also followed her ex-
ample.

And what would Paria have said had it
known that both the Emperor and Empress
that night were present at the perform-
ance of * La Dame anx Camelias ’ at the
theatre,

Never, they say, had the Russian played
her favorits role so well.

Certainly never had the applause been
so emphatic or an audience so madly enthus-
iastic.

A,g‘aiu and again after each act was Zalka
E?ml ed to receive the homage of her pub-

ic. j

And this display of adoration reached ite
climax at the close of the last apt,

Twice was she recall2d, and a third time—
amid the tumualtuous bravos of a hcuse that
greeted her on its feet, with waving of hats
and handkerchiefs, with flowers and gems
thrown recklessly at her fcet—was the cur-
tain raised.

Was Z:lka weary ?

Or had she overtaxed her atrength ?

On the small garret bed of Marguerite
Gautier the actresa lay as if asleep,

Nor did she stir to their plandits or lift
her lida to meet their gazs. Nor give any
sign that she knew that the eyes of the man
she had loved were upon her, Nor bid the
light lace upon her bosom quiver with
exaltation and pride in her trinmpa.

It was like the curious phases of some
vegetable melodrama, or perchance —trag-

edy ?

%ha curtain fell suddenly. Its dull thud
as the weights struck the floor soundin
ominously through the remarkable hush o
the house.

In a moment more the manager-in-chief—
a courteous, phlegmatic person—stepped
out before the footlights. He said :—

¢ Ladies and gentlemen, I regret to be
compelled to inform you that Mademoiselle
Zilka—is dead.”

Whan they raized her from the spot where
she had fallen, something eparkled upon
the stage at their feet—a cameo miniature
of the Emperor, its golden frame battered
and one of the brilliants lost from the
circle, while upon her white neck there red-
dened a scar and the missing diamond was
pressed inbo the Hesh,

[THE END.]
e

The advance in American cot.on has driven
¢ 1e cotton masters of Lancashire to the verge
of a financial crisis,

Spectator (to defendant)—Well, 1 guees
the jary will find for you. The judge's
charge waa certainly very much in your
favcur. Doan't yocu think so? Defendant
(moodily)—Ch, I knew all along that the
judge’s charge would be all right. Iv's the
lawyer's charge that's worryin' me,

y




