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An Unsual Tale wlth an
Unusual Endtng

By N. E. FRANK

' HE Antipodes, as I caîl tbem-niy former
press-agent, Oscar Halpern, and my

ru resent social secretary, Miss Ballantyne-'~ I Wlson, (the hyphen stands me five
j huadred pounds additional per annuni), do

fat approve af my manner of recording
this excerpt from my life. Oscar con-

î 1 siders if underdone, Miss Ballantyne-
Wilson, overdone. The one would have

9; me serve if f0 the public botter, the other,
solder. That is, either "a la" soi sister, rîght off the
grill, piping witb emotional tbrills, or " a la grande dame,"
iced, chaste, fhrills "frapped" into intellectualities.

Oscar is a good boy-be bas always had my interesf
at hearf, even when hie went fco far in that stary about
the King of -, and I find Miss Ballantyne-Wilson's
hyphen fully worf h ifs pounds sterling. I grant Oscar
that 1 have not done justice ta my.theme, narnely, from
show-girl ta ducbess, and I apreciate Miss Ballant yne-
Wilson's "Duchess, ycu sbouldcoasder yurpastion,"
but 1 firmly decline ta have this recrdgarbled by a
press-agent, or reflned by a social secrefnry.

1 take it tht the public is interested ta know froni
besihow Goldine Mallo carne fa bc Duchese of Tur-

rets. 1 owe the public a huge debt. It bas been the
fairy gzodmother whose mnagic wand bas realized for n,)e
the good tbings of this earth. And al because of a
demure litfle song and dance which 1 gave it santie flfteen
years ago. Then and tbere, if took me ta its heart, and
bas heid me since through the unflattering years,"Und
for vhy, for vby, 1 know nat," as rny llttle Germai'
manager used f0 say. 1 agree with hlm that 1 cannat
sing or dance, even f0 this very day. 1 do nat pretend
ta undersfand the public's favoritism, I1rnerely accept
if. The womnan who attempts fa anahyze lave, Loes ber
lover.

1 bave been widely advertised thraugh many mediurns.
Thousands o! wamen have been assured that 1 attribute
my complexion ta Denny's Soap, mny hair ta Rinaud's
Hair Tonic, and my figure ta Spudellen Saîts; that my
incarne from my eamngs exceeds the allowances o!
many of the crawned heads o! Europe; that lon g before
1 becarne Duchess, 1 bab-nobbed witb titles and flirted
wlfh kings. Sportsmen the wNorld over know me for
rny racing stud, and as the danor of the Mallo aviation
prize for altitude flights. Arriclturists corne fa study
my niodel pauitry fanms on ong Isiand, and collectors
are interested in rny Napoleonica. I have been done in
dlay, crayon, olai d rv point, in esy, verse and
reminlscence.

It but followed that much ink should have been spilt
upon the announcemnent o! my marriage fa the Duke.
Not thaf if is uncommon these days for a show girl ta
wed a ti1tle, There were bhowever, unusual feafures ta
our case, the Duke and I1 eing bath pasf aur firet youth,
and 1 being the pse rof afortune far exceedmng the
Duke's. It wasbthmnt niaetha the Duke,
having secured bis succession, by his firet marniage, was
now securing hie estates fbrou is second, and thaf 1,
following the lead of American women of greater social
l restige than myseif, had placed mysef in the market
lor a ttle. Well, as Oscar Halpern always maintains
"Nobody's business is everybody's business." Above
all, as 1have said, 1 amrn the people's debt, inrecogmi-
tian of wich, I amn now recordlng, because fhey desire
if, this lafesf and happiest p)hase of my career.

IT was at the close of the racing season at Longchamps.
1 hacI pulled a winner in my three year ohd mare,

Louella; my gowns bad created the desired sensation;
same of fhe best blood in England anid on fthe Confinent
had pmlsed at my dinner-table, and fhree Amerian
mnragers hadl been panting on xny trail. Oscar Halper'
surroundedby eager newspaper men, radiated delight.

wý thn tht- recents fr mv o ii htrical

"To run away," 1 answered.
",There's the place you rented over in Surrey. You
could rest there until the season starts."
I'Rest in a show place whexe there's an Itahian
gaden and three footmnen to dress up to. Oscar,
yo'e absurd.

ou could go to a sanatarium," he suggested.
IWorse stili. Fashionable hypochondrlacîsmnis the

last means in the world of getting away from one's
self,"

"Well, where do you think of going?" asked Oscar
desperately.
I ;'Fr going where l'il be a numnber, no more. Where
l'l be dressed like the woman next to me. Where l'il
flot be asked what 1 want for breakfast or for dinner,"

--Good Lord," ejaculated Oscar, "have you cornmitted
a murder or a forgery?' You're flot expecting to be
piached, are you?"'

"To ailay your anxiety, Oscar, 1 shall tell you at once
that I arn gomng to a conditionilg-house over in Devon.
It is kept by a lady docto-r with masculine feet and voiCe.
She guarantees to divorce you from your egoa within six
weeks. The moment you enter bier establishment, you
put aside your identity. By thie wa-y.they say duchessqes.
actresses, artiste and weli known wornen of ail walks are
ta be found in the Brent melting pot. Weil, as 1 was
syin, you put aside yur idlertity. You are aiumber.

notbing more, ta the other rnmates. You've got to
wear your own hair and own complexion, dress in the
garments and eat the food that is placed before yoùu.
You are nat permitted to be in communication withor
to discuss the outer world ini any way. A fine and ex-
pulsion is the penalty for breaking any of the rules.-

"Weil, 1 don't doubt that it rnust be a mental relaxa-
tion ta shed one's identity for a tinie," said Oscar.
"lt'3 a very clever stunt of your lady doctor. "

Doctor Brent's condition 1ing bouse I found-as o)ne
finds mnost thiags of this life -neither so pileasant in
somne respects, nor sa unpleasant in other respects, as
1 had expected, It was a large English country bouse
with a few more conveniences' such as stationary tubs
a nid an adequate heating systern, than one usually falds
in, Englisb bouses. The country about was lovely as
only Devon can 'be. The reýme for the day was simple:
one arose when one fetIlieIt, ate wbat one got, waiked
fromn three ta twelve miles, according ta aae's ?edestrial
ability, and went to bed not later than nine o dlock for
want of something better ta do.

We inrnates, the word patient was under taboo, were,
wth afew exceptions, of middle age or close to it, and
looked prefty much alike with our short skirts and shape-
less. unbelted blouses of no particulai' voir, and aur
coiffures whcb, belng myade up <ley <of our own hair,
were unremnarkable. Conversation between us was, of
course, imited awing to the exclusion of ahl topics bear-
ing on or tending to disclase our identity.

1Twas rit strange that several persans should have
iappeared famuiiar ta me. 1 daresay that had 1 seen

tbem surmounted by their babituatedl headpieces, 1
should have reconized them for the proae they
probably were.' Oe of these waftodwmnwt
the insolent mariner of a baarding-hueporers ro
a çluchess. 1 could nat decide whef ber I a seen her
face in ifs customnary circumiacence beneath curling
papers or under a tiara. It was not long, bowever, be-
fore its identity was unwittingly disclosed to me,

I was returnlng fromn the morning's constitutional
wblch we were required ta tale unaccorupanied, when, at
a crossroads, I came upon the aId wornan pantmng like a
spent runner.

"My dear 25, she gaspecl, "if 1 had your figure,
notbing in this unvsvawuld have induced me ta

yourself ta a rpoorad woman who hasn't so much as
niunched at a bit0of scandai in three weeks' finie. You
corne fromn the Grand prix, don't you? 1 say, was that
old blighter, Lord Topham there? There's neyer a
feast, but he's the skeleton at the board."

.IYes," I answered, "and Lady Bunfing and Lord
Stepney-"

"Stepniey, that aid sharper! I neyer tbought that
be'd crop up again after thaf Ardsiey scandai. Oh, 1

sawas thre a blonde yaung thîng trailing &h Bunty.Cam, sit here on the grass, but, I warn you, that 'though
I go down easily, 1 corne up heavily, and you've got ta>
do the hoisting."

1 retailed the news of paris for ber edification. 1 was
namin the guests at the Marquis Castlernont's dinner
whichX1 had atterided "-and a quiet man with patient
eyes, the Duke of Turrets, sat at my right. Do yotI
know him well?",

"Rather; that is us welî as a wornan'ever gets ta knOw
ber soni.'1

"Oh-h."
"'Didn't you address me as duchess?"
'Yes 1 took a chance.",
IlHow clever of.....ý.. and with your pink and white

skia! 13Y the way,* what did you andTurrestl
about?" etsIal

"Poultry architecture"
"Indeeti. What do you know about chicken castles?"
"I ' considere(l an authrt.'"

"The devil you ae
Iarase stiffly.
"There, there, dan't leave me," quavered the Duçhess:,,

wildiy waVing ber armns," I miÎgbt bc obliged torernain.
unt il the crack o! doorn Îw this God-forsaken spot.
You ought ta know that I'm accustomed f0 sayiiigexactiy what 1 tbink, else what's the use of beîng of the
rrage. You don't mean ta tell me- that yoti didn't

Kwtat the Dukçe s balmy an nulty palaces. Why,at Turrefs, the Poultry ishoused tter than the famiy.'-I raised mny eyebrows, and the Duchess tcok the hint-
"Miss Malîo. If you geB ) as ta tug at ny armtrs,1may be able to 'lbeoood That yu.shall manseageom bS, spot. Takyu
shl mnae teget an1 very well now."1

Despte he uchesss insolence or, perhaps, becauseof it, we beca!ne witbmn the next few weeks as chununy
as the relaxation of Doctor Brent's vigilance or, rather,the cantrivngs of aur wits wauld permit. We planed
surreptitious meetings and slipped each other notesý
ini code for ail the worid like two schcol girls.- Ourstaleri onversations, however, did fat srnack of thescbaoraorn. We hadt lived, bath af us, in the world ando! the world, and had been singled ouf by that mosttre merus o! ail thrngs, the worid' s favor. Yet, at
rackbottomn we were both o!uvrripecetrs
The Ducesb r' 0uvrsipecete.

need to di ' tue of lber age and position, han( '>sseme ashad Se had noa secrets and shetaak it quite as a miattex' o! Course that yau, toa, shouldhave fane. She did nat attempt ta conceal ber înterest
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