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and he didn’t know. He said he hadn’t don’t agree, forget it, with everything I of the few women who can keep a secret- She’d promised, that if not too tired she’d 
-, , may have said." her own and those of others. She is a croes to Paris the day after the ball, taking

been over to see her act, as 1 m ..My services and my memory are both magnificent afire*—on the stage and off. the aftcrnoon trajn; vla Boulogne, as she
far away, and he was afraid when he disposal,” answered Ivor, in such And now I have your promise to help me, ....... start Now
wasn’t too busy, he was too lazy.” a gay, happy viiice that something told I must tell you its to help her as well: wouldntbe equal to an early s art. Nov 

.... ., , f „ T3..1 i l ,,1 ..ir,,,j4alted with Diana— therefore I owe you the whole truth, or I thought, how splendid it would he it she
”He said so to f^v . "ondav at Tnd thatin sidte of me she had not you will be handicapped. For several should see Maxine at the hotel with Ivor! 

when he .pend. Saturday ^Monday at and that n spite of ^ , * Mademoiaelle dfe Renzie has done • The Foreign Secretary was advising Ivor
Folkestone with the aunt who's gomg to sn bbc i him. I am honourea y «rvlhe-secret service, you must to wire the Elysec Palace for rooms with-
leave hun her money, how easy to eip 88 , fl.at^^hould n” 0^»^ conüdencê in undertsand-for Great Britain. ” out any delay, as there must Is- no hitcl,
over the Channel to the fair Maxine, with- -that you should place any commence Jove, Maxine a political gpyV> about his meeting Marine, once it was
0U*winy T U8 C e ."’Th- nr V ,„v there behind the lounge and Ivor broke out impulsively. arranged for her to go there. “Any mis-
r&vvx' rr:1’-,r-r rslcs,Tr,:.ïdt ^s%-ss.‘i£f zr s »

HSEBm ssits 2S&5TA'i S ftifsrjrs.’» 2a&

“I would rather rest here for awhile, Frankly, ^ '"ta ™n help me 2 For our sakes I’m sorry thit she’s serving is in a frightful state of mind, poor girl,
since you think Lord Mountstuart is sure °ccurr^ to me that yo^u^betp » „ ^ professionally for the last But it was on'ly to-day that the contents
not to come, said I. These pillows are of it , ■ ..r. ■ , 11Ile ].'ur },er own sake J ought to re- of the packet reached me, and was shown
so comfortable Then perhaps by and bye, said‘dfoCatte’enand yoTwill have to nice', as she's engaged to be married. And to the Prime Minister. Then, it was just 
I diall feel able to go back to the den, rttleid'Plomatm enand!ou w n n , save her from coming to grief before I hurried round here to see youv ,
and watch the dancing. I should like to undertake for me ^to-morrow, you ^ ^ ^ tickligh business, she’ll that I received a cypher telegram from
keep up, if I can, for I know I shant to do .. g lth great'pleasure, probably live happily ever after. Did you her, warning me that Count tiodensky—
deep and the night will seem so imig I wdl undiBriake it * ^ fmow of her engagement? ’ of whom you've probably heard-an at-
^ “very well,” said D. speaking kindly, and carry it through to the best my 8aw Miss de tache of the Russian embassy in Paris,
though I knew she would have liked to ability, P • „ thr0Ugh ex- Benzie often when she was acting in Lon- somehow has come to suspect a—er—a
shake me. I m afraid I shall have to run 1mU y ^ Forei Secretary, don a year ago; but after she went to game in high politics which she and I hav* 
away now, for my partner will think me “MenUy, go practice if Paris—of course, she’s very busy and has been playing; her last, according to present
eo,.Zder >Vhffc ab°ut “»«*’ T . „ 6hn fenc™g- 7™ future duto in the crowds of friends; and I’ve only crossed intentions, as I told you. I have an idea 

Oh, I don t want any. And I shall you succeed. > . to you - 0nce or twice since, on very hurried visits; that this man, who’s well known in Paris
have gone upstairs before that, I in- caroer which may be0I>™°8 Zt consul- so we haven’t met, or written to each society, proposed to Mademoiselle de
terrupted. "Go now, I don’t need you “He a bribing him with that consul ^ „ lfonzie, refused to take no for an answer,
any more. shlP’ VwdL to what i might be going (“Very good reason,” I thought bitterly, and bored her until she perhaps was

Ring, and send for me if you feel cunous mdeed as Towh^mightbe g g I sofa. “You’ve been busy, too- goaded into giving him a severe snub.
ba.^vens'” hicWnow "l couM SalmS cflmly falling in love with Diana Forrest.’’) Godensky. is a vain man, and wouldn’t

ies“yes; tnicKiy “r hasn t been announced yet, but I forgive a snub, especially if. it had got
By this time she was at the door, and again. „ id thought as an old friend you might have talked about. He'd be a bad enemy: and

there she turned with a remorseful look I thank you for your trust m me, a beengto]d j beKcve Mademoiselle wants Mademoiselle seems to think that he is 
in her eyes, as if she had been unkind Ivor. dinlomatic errand ” repeated to surprise everybody when the right time a very bitter and determined enemy. Ap-
and was sorry. ‘Even if you don t send A !'»]« sLeretarv "In Radf the thing comes-if the poor girl isn't ruined parently she doesn't know how much he 
I shall come back bye and bye. when I the b ore^ Secretary In itsell Uie thing in this affair of ours.” has found out, or whether he has actuaUy
can, to see how you are she said. Ihen is not inuch. tbat ^vith ^ther in- “Is there really serious danger of that?” foimd out anything at all, or merely
she was gone and I nestled deeper into And >et m its relatmn with otner „The moat 6erious. If you can't save guesses, and 'bluffs.’ But one thing is
the sofa cushions, with the feeling that forests, 14 b“°” hlJ^imoTrtancf When I her, not only will the Entente Cordiale be unfortunately certain, I believe. Every
my bead was so heavy, it must weigh ‘n.^ul^’e ™ll see why l apply shaken to its foundations, (and I say noth- boat and every train between London and
down the pillows like a stone have expiamed you will see why i pp y own rep„totion, which is at pari3 will be watched more closely than

"She was afraid of missing Number 13 to “Dr^]7 because stake) but her future happiness will be usual for the next day or two. Any known
with Ivor, I said to m3 self. Well 77° told vou would be at his wife’s ball, broken in the crash, and—she says—she or suspected agent wouldn’t get through
shes welcome to it now. I don t think I™9 4o’d :7 fchatthe n7s which brought will not live to suffer the agony of her loss unchallenged. But I can see no reason,
she’ll enjoy it mueh-mr let him Oh I My regret is that the nmis whicnwougj ^ ^ ^ heree,f if disaster comes; and why you should not.”
hope they 11 quarrel. I dont think Id me m should have come though suicide is usually the last resource “Nor I,” answered Ivor, laughing a
mind anything, if only I was sure they d earlier, for d it had 1 should have c m ï Mademoiselle de Renzie is JittIë. “I think I could make some trouble
never be nearer to each other. I wish Di with ^ J^de.and Jave grt atyou m ^ ’nd 1>m inclined to think I £or any0ne who tried to stop me.”
would marry Lord Robert. Perhaps then time : • tV matter îvill should come to the same resolve in her “Caution above all! Remember you’rt
Ivor would turn to me. Oh, my God, how go—to-night. As it is, tne matter wm tminincr for a dinlnmatic career eh''
I hate her-gpd all the beautiful girls, have to rest ^^dnW “Tell me what I am to do,” said Ivor, If you ehould lose the packet I’m going
•who spoil thrives of women like me. too e 3 i-hannel” evidently moved by the Foreign Secretary e £o gjve you, I prophecy that in twenty-,,

A shivering fit took me from head to boa , chatmel9” echoed Ivor, strange words, and his intense earnestness. tour hours the world would be empty o!
feet, as I guessed that thé* time must be ( A to France?” “You will go to Paris by the first tram Maxine de Renzie: for the circumstances
coming lor Number 13. They were to- o „ g to-morrow morning, without mentioning surrounding her in this transaction are
gether, perhaps. What if, in spite of all, • , f aPrns= somehow ” your intention to anyone; s’ou will drive peculiar, the most peculiar I’ve ever been
Ivor should te l Di that he loved her, thouehtfulfo “if there were a at once to some hotel where you have entangled in, perhaps, in rather a varied
and they should be engaged. At that a » „ 8 • ’ never stayed and are not known. I will experience; and they intimately concert
thought, 1 tried to bring on a bear gr a 1 y. , . R , , +1,;a find means of informing the lady .of what, her fiance, the Vicomte Raoul du
attack, and die; for at least it would “There ls-the greatest. But in this nn ch<KJge You will there give a y^-ier___ -
chill their happiness if, when Lady Mount- case the more b“4'“ thefictitious name (let us say, George Sand- ■-Raoul du Laurier!” exclaimed Ivor,
stuart s ball was over, I should be found is, if you were to rush off, order a spedal aulte, with a -<So fihe’s engaged to marrv him'”lying White and dead, like Elaine on her tmm, and^harter^a tug o^motor WtM That d you wifi %*£ Do'yTu know him?”

Iwas holding my breath, with my hand would probably be defeated. I came to ^e.*0 French For“ffi- 'though" thev »y
pressed over my heart, to feel how it tvas you because th^ who are wafohang Vill wait’till Mademoiselle de Renzie ap- he's more at home in the hunting field, 
beating, when the door opened suddenly, business wouldnt be likely to guess 1 had wMch will certainly be as soon as 0r writing plays___ ”
and 1 heard a voice speaking. however11 must "be'done nuieth wfohno she can possibly manage;" and when yon “Which don’t get produced. Quite so.

foTno’sign of anything unTsuri going on and she are alone together, sure that But they wiU get produred some day, for
it was rofturnl T should come to a ball you’re not being spied upon, you -will put j believe he’s an extremely clever fellow
given by my wife’s sister, whose husband into her bands a.small packet which I shall in his way-in everything except the diplo- 
■„ X-<1 one knows of this in- glve you before we part to-night. matic trade which Ins father would hate
for^Tours: I briieve I may make “U sounds simple enough,” said Ivor, him taUc up, and got him into, throng. 
mv rninH na<v on that score at least, “if that s all. heaven knows what influence. No; Du
\nd it is equally natural that you shouldV .<<Jt *f, alL Yet lfc may be anythmg bUt lauriers no fool, and is said to be a fine

bus,no* or pleasure of your own,?—^ ^ ^ have me~call at

her house, and save her coming to a pienty 0f excuse for her infatuation—foi
hotel ? I’d willingly do so if-------- ” j assure you it*s nothing less. She’d jumy

“No. As I told you, should it be known the fire for this young man, and grill
that you and she meet, those who are w^h a Joan of Arc smile on her face." 
watching her at present ought not to sus- This would have been pleasant hearing 
poet the real motive of the meeting. So ^Qr |vor^ jf he’d ever been really in love 
much the better for us: but we must think wjth Maxine ; but I was obliged to admit 
of her. After four o’clock every afternoon, tQ my6elf that he hadn’t, for he didn't 
the young Frenchman she’s engaged to is geem to care in the least. On the con- 
in the habit of going to her house, and trary, he grew a little more cheerful, 
stopping until it’s time for her to go to i . ««j can eee that du Laurier’s being in the 
work. He dines with her, but doesn 11 Foreign Office might make it rather
drive with her to the theatre, as that j awjtwar(f for Miss de Renzie if she—if 
would be rather too public for the ; sjie»g ^een rather too helpful to us," It*1 
present, until their engagements an- gaid
nounced. He adores her, but is incon- “Exactly. And thereby hangs a tale—a 
veniehtly jealous, like most Latins. It s g^Hga^ional and even romantic tale almost 
practically certain, that he s heard your comp]icat€d enough for the plot of a noveL 
name mentioned in connection with hens, ^jien you meet Mademoiselle to-morroAv 
when she was in London, and as a I rench- afternoon or evening, if she cares to take 
man invariably fails to understand that yQU -n^0 jier confidence, in reward for your 
a man can admire a beautiful woman Bervjcee> jn regard to some private interests 
without being in love with her, your call ^er own which have got themselves 
at her house might give Mademoiselle wddjy mixej up with the gravest political 
Maxine a mauvais quart d heure. matters, she’s at liberty to do so as far

“I see. But if she sends him awa>, and ^ concerned, for you are to be trusted, 
comes to my hotel - You may say that to her from me, if the

“She’ll probably make some excuse occasion arise8. [ hope with all my heart 
about being obliged to go to the thea re ever>-thing may go smooth. If not—
early, and thus get rid of him. ones the Entente Cordiale may burst like a 
quite clever enough to manage that. -I hen, horab. 1—who have made myself res- 
as your own name won’t appear on any ponsible in the matter, with the clear 
hotel list in the papers next day, the most lm(lcrstanding that England will deny me 
jealous heart need have no cause lor sut* if the scheme6 a failure—will be shattered 
picion. At the same time, it certain per- . hying fragment. The favourite ac- 
sons whom MademoiseUe—and we, too— tregg of‘ pan8 wip be asphyxiated by the 
have to fear, do find out t îa s e 39 poisonous fumes ; and you, though I hoy>e 

, 4, . j visited Ivor Dundas, who has assumed a; , Come to you, will
“We all have. re4“™ed ,tbe i fake name for the pleasure of a private ! mourn £or the migfortunes of others. Your

Secretary. e6P.ecm”5r „tb°7rt^ the'I one ™terview with he,r’ u*el'est% 7 eTe“ responsibility will be such that it will be 
• Amon8 her many Virtue"’ “hes °ne deeper importance than the most desperate 1,^ M ÿ you carried the destructive

love affair may still, we 11 hope, be guarded ! ||()mb itself_ until you get the packet into 
by the pretext ot your old friendship. the hands o£ Maxine ae Renzie.”
Now, you understand thoroughly. “Good heavens, I shall be glad when she

T think so,” replied Ivor very g ave, ^ ^ ^ ^ 
and troubled, I knew_by the change m ..Yoll can t be giaddur than she—or I. 
his manner out of which all the gaiety Afid herp it is- replied Ulc [foreign Sec- 
had been slowly drained. I will do my reUry ..j conaider lt gl..,at luck to have
V^£byou’are sacrificing any important ^ thh™!^"’^^7o'f " a^ 

”aT You‘wo"'' eX for H in the motive more subtle than a wish to cat a

- u. r.“jp «
Algiers dancing 'x'lore h.s ejes bound up ^ ] ball tcmptpd to mySelf up 
with an engagement tc. Di .just as a slice at tbo tw„ from ixliind the
of rich plum cake a”d,wl7® _br‘de lounge, but I could tell from their voices
are tied toge lei didn't- that the)- wereestiinding quite near, and^Jtohrthë â=ip,b^ it wou,d\ave been to,f danger..... The

îs» —• -h- — -•”«
too- „ ., T never could bear me: and I believe he

“And wh™’ hotel shall' you choose in' "ould have thought rt almost justifiable 
Paris?" asked the Foreign Secretary. It a* drowning an 
should be a good one, I don't need to he knew 1 d overheard us secrets, 
remind vou where Mademoiselle de Rcnz.ie However, Ivor s next words gave me 
could go without danger of compromizing some inkling ot what I wished to know, 
herself, in case she should be recognised in 
spite of the veil she's pretty certain to 

Yet it shouldn't be in too central

|5 v

in the library, or was, half an hour ago. 
Come, let me help you there. It’s only

"Don’t say any more," I managed to 
cut hun short. “I can’t bear—I mean, 

I—did guess before."

CHAPTER l.

Lisa Drummond s I art.. j understand.

tieen thinkmg about ‘or days. I was ^ mUch kinder to me than to 
gomg.to have h'm a" to mjself the only ^ other man ^ took the trouble to
p He°nhàd ^Jtdto rouftwo dances, be, in all my wretched, embittered twenty-

end that made me think that he really >ear9 ° e' „ -r a. as.must want to be with me, not just because . Di migl. have told me I went gas
I'm the “pretty girl’s sister,” but because r.mg on rather than e ,''“ereT 7,/J°d8
Ï. . .{ . - , n   silence between us just then. I had pride
ïm myselt, Lisa Druinmon . enough not to want‘him to see me cry—

Being vrbat l am-queer, and plain I 8 t.ould have made any differ-
can t bear to think that men like girls ’ “ , , , ,, , ,for their beauty; yet I can’t help liking ™ce, I would have grovelled at h,s feet
^fd,mtteknowt!777CDu7lt7Cthc hand- --"does fob '^anything a^herseh/’

tZt TVn-rZoTif ZZVZZol that p'ro^bly X Uk£bett7 to folk about 

or really very wonderful, although lies 3'ou instead^
clever and ambitious enough, but he has!^ ^ ^ hated Di, deep down in my

heart. At that minute I should have liked 
to kill her, and watch his face, when he 
found her lying dead—out of his reach 
for ever.

"Besides,” he hurried on. “I’ve never 
asked her yet if she would marry me, 
because—my prospects weren’t very bril­
liant. She knows of course that I love

a step.”
She put her pretty arm round my waist, 

and leaning on her I \yalked across the 
room, out into a corridor, through a tiny 
“bookroom” where odd volumes and old 
magazines are kept, into Lord Mount- 
etuart’s study.

It is a nice room, which he uses much 
as his .wife uses her boudoif. The library 
next door is rather a show place, but the 
study has only Lord Mountetuart’s favour­
ite books in it. He writes there (he has 
written a novel or two, and thinks^ him­
self literary), and some pictures he has 
painted in different parts of the world 
hang on the walls : for he also thinks 
himself artistic.

In one corner is a particularly comfort­
able, cushiony lounge where, I suppose, 
the distinguished author lies and thinks 
out his subjects, or dreams them out.

to this that Di led me.
She settled me among some fat pillows 

of old purple and gold brocade, and asked 
if she should ring and get a little brandy.

“No,” I said, “I shall feel better in a 
few minutes. It’s so nice and cool here.”

“You look better already!’* exclaimed 
“Soon, when you’ve lain and rested 

a little, you'll be a different girl.”
“Ah, how I wish I could be a different

irl!” I sighed. “A strong, well girl, and 
tall and beautiful, and admired by every­
one,—like you—or Maxine de Renzie.”

“What makes you think of her?” asked 
Di, quickly.

“Ivor was just talking 
You know he calls me his ‘pal,’ and tells 
n|e things he doesn’t tell everybody. He 
thinks a great deal about Maxine, still.”

“She’d be a difficult woman to forget, 
if she’s as attractive off the stage as she 
is on."

“What a pity we didn’t come in time 
to meet here when she was playing in 
London with George Allendale. Every­
body used to invite her to their houses, 
it seems. Ivor was telling me that hé first 
met her here, and that it’s such a pleasant 
memory, whenever he comes to this house. 
I suppose that’s one reason he likes to 
come so much.

“No doubt," said Di sharply.
“He got so fascinated talking of her," 

"He almost forgot that he

I

t
“But she

I that makes women fond of him;
He looks

a way
end men admire him, too. 
straight into your eyes when he talks to 
(you, as if he cared more for you than 
lanyone else in the world : and if I were 
tin artist, painting a picture of a dark 
koung knight starting off for the crusadefl, 
4 should ask Ivor Dundas to stand as my

And it wasv
I

model.
Perhaps his expression wouldn’t be ex­

actly light for the pious young crusader, 
for it isn’t at all saintly, really: still, I 
ihave seen just that- wrapt sort of lodk on 
his face. It wals generally when he was 

I / talking to Di: but I wouldn't let myself 
believe that it meant anything in par­
ticular. He has the reputation of having 
made lots of women fall in love with him. 
That was one of the first things I heard 
[when Di and I came over from America 
^to visit Lord and Lady Mountstuart. And, 
tof course there was the story about him 
land Maxine de Renzie. Everyone was 
Stalking of it when we first arrived in 
[London.

My heart beat very fast as I guided 
i him into the room which Lady Moilnt- 
etuart had given Di and me tor our special 
den. It is separated by another larger room 
.from the ball room; but both doors were 
open and we could see people dancing.

! I told him he might sit by me on the 
ieofa under Di’s book shelves, because we 
I could talk better there. Usually, I don’t 
like being in front of a mirror, because— 
'(Well, because I’m only the “pretty girl’s 
leister.” But to-night I didn't mind. My 
' ' ' red, and my eyes bright.

Di.her
“And if j’ou get the consulship, you 11 

put the important question ?” I cut him 
short, trving to be flippant.

“Yes. But ^ told you to-night, because 
X—because you were so kind, I felt that I 
should like to have you know.”

Kind! Yes, I had been too kind. But 
if by putting out my foot I could have 
crushed every hope of his for the future— 
every hope, that is, in which my step­
sister Dianna Forrest had any part—I 
would have done it, just as I trample on 
ante in the country sometimes, for the 
pleasure of feeling that I—even I—have 
power of life and death.

I swallowed hard, to keep the sobs back. 
I’m never very strong or well, but now I 
felt broken, ready to die. I was glad 
when I heard the music stop in the ball-

e

to me of her.

I

iroom.
“There!” I said. “The two dances )-ou 

asked me to sit out with you are over. 
I’m sure you're engaged for the next.”
. “Yes, Imp, 1 am.”
“To Di?”
“No, I have Number 13 with her.”
“Thirteen! Unlucky number.”
“Any number is lueky that gives 

chance with her. The next one, coming 
now, is with Mrs. George Allendale. ’

“Oh, yes, the actor manager’s wife. She 
everywhere; and Lord Mountstuart 

This house 
ought to be very serious and political, but 
we have every sort of creature here—pro­
vided it’s an amusing, or successful, or 
good-looking one. By the way, used Max­
ine de Renzie to come here, when she was 
acting in London at George Allendale s 
theatre? That was before Di and I 
arrived on the scene, you remember.

“I remember. Oh, yes, she came here. 
It was in this house I met her first, off 
the stage, I believe.”

“What a sweet memory! Wasn’t Mrs. 
George awfully jealous of her husband 
when he had such a fascinating bcauty 
for his leading lady?”

“I never heard that she was.”
“You needn’t look cross with roe. 1 I’m 

not saying anything against >-our gorgeous 
Maxine.”

“Of course not. Nobody could. But 
mustn’t call Mies de Renzie ‘my

“You

I

• 1 I went on. 
had a dance with Mrs. Allendale. Of 

Maxine had made a great hit) and 
all fhat, even then; but she didn’t stand 
quite as high as she does now, since she s 
become the fashion in Paris. Perhaps 
she had nothing except her salary, then, 
whereas she must have saved up a. lot 
of money by this time. I have an idea 
that Ivor would have proposed to her 
if he’d have thought her success establish­
ed.”

“Nonsense!” Di broke out, her cheeks 
very pink. “As if Ivor were the kind 
of man io think of such a thing!”

“He isn’t very rich, and he is very 
It would be bad for him to

me a coursecheeks were 
(Sitting down, you might almost take me 
'for a tall girl, and the way my gown was 
'made didn't show that one shoulder is a 
"little higher than the other. Di designed 
the dress.

I thought, if it wasn’t pretty, I did 
ijook interesting, and original. I looked 
ies if I could think of things; and as 
if I could feel.

And I was feeling. I was wondering 
yvhy he had been so kind to me lately, 

i unless he cared. Of course it might be 
for Di’s sake; but I am not so queer­
looking that no man could1 ever be fas­
cinated by me.

They say pity is akin to love. Perhaps 
he had begun by pitying me, because Di 
has everything and I-nothing; and then, 
afterwards be had found our that I was 
intelligent and sympathetic.

He sat by me and didn’t speak at first. 
Just then Di passed the far away, open 
door of the ball-room, dancing with Lord 
Robert West, the Duke of Glasgow’s 

• brother. .
“Thank you so much for the book,

‘J said.
(He had sent me a book that morning— 

Une he'd heard me say I wanted.)
He didn't -seem to hear, and then he 

turned suddenly, with one of his nice 
smiles. I always think he has the nicest 
smile in the world: and, certainly be has 
the nicest voice. His eyes look very kind, 
and a little sad. I willed him hard to 
dove me.

“It made me happy to get it,” I went

goes
likes theatrical celebrities.

ambitious.
marry a poor girl, or a girl who wasn t 
well connected socially. He has to 'think 
of such things.”

I watched the effect of these words, 
with my eyes half shut; for of course Di 
has all her mother’s money, two hundred 
thousand English pounds; and through the 
Mountstuarts, and her aunt who is married 
to the Foreign Secretary, she has got to 
know all the best people in England. Be­
sides, the King and Queen have been 
particularly nice to her since she was 
presented, so she has the run of their 
special set, as well as the political and 
artistic, and "old-fashioned exclusive"

* CHAPTER II.

Lisa Listens.
Someone turned up the light. “I'll leave 

you together,” said Lord Mountstuart ; 
and the door was closed.

“What could he mean?” I wondered.
I had supposed the two men had come in 
alone, but there must have been a third 
pei-son. Who could it be? Had Lord V°u ---
Mountstuart been arranging a tote a tefo j cxc]aime,t
between D! and hor Dundas. _ . J- off his guard for an instant, and

The thought was hke a hand on , y I showing plainly that he was taken aback, 
throat choking my life out. I must hear ; 6n 8 ^ yfnend of r ^ked the
wb#.thcy *‘ad 7n7ytot0tfonk °rnorc 'I i Foreign Secretary rather" sharply. Though 
rolkd over and let myself sink down 'into j I couldn’t «e him, I !mew exactlyjiow he 
the narrow space between thei low couch ™ hfs clean4lh’aven fips dr7vn

LSU-a, 5WS Va SS-tLVS
faint, musky smell from the Oriental stuff 7!"^ jg a friend o£ mine,» Ivor 
that covered the lounge. __ * tiU ______„

I c°uld 9ee dn0thfin5hefrcouchhethe \vaU an"A but’ already! Perhaps I’d better 
ceihng with°the'gargoyly tell you that the mission has-to do with 

cornice which Di had mentioned when she Mademoiselle de Renzie, and d r ot y, 
wanted to seem indifferent to the subject with no one else. She has acted as m>

r l“eg dream that she dab-

js? a .“•o.rihii sutr. - r-A'-.rs
4*4 Jft55

re7weWwon’tP°,un the risk of interrupt- before we go any further, I must know 
ions” he went on, with that slow, clear whether Mademoiselle de Rennes con-

““told thMo7nfoUmrthaLrihlLC0,a with °an ‘^iXsTnvthtog

ex‘ toPdo0vdthaMi“de Renzie herself I have 
knows ”othl”8-You under6ta’d that thi6 for her the greatest respect and admir-

ation. ’

start on
for Paris to-morrow morning; also that 

should meet Mademoiselle de Renzie
you
Maxine,’ please, Imp."

“ 1 beg your pardon,” I said, 
see, T’ve heard other people call her that 
—in joke. And you dedicated your book 
about Lhassa, that made you such a 
famous peroen, to her, didp t you ?

"No. What made you thi*k that? He
_really annoyed now, and I was pleased

—if anything could please me, in my 
despair.

“Why, everybody 
dedicated to ‘M 
a secret, so------

“ ‘Everybody’ is very stupid then, 
is an old lady, my god-mother, who helped
me with money for my expedition to j then. Naturally, he admired her, because 
Lhassa, otherwise I couldn’t have gome, j she’e beautiful, and
And she isn’t of the kind, that likes to see | actress------- ”
her name in print. Now, where shall I 
take you, Imp? Because I must go and 
look for Mrs. Allendale.”

“I’ll stay where 1 am, thank you, I 
said, “and watch you dance—from far 
off. ’ That's my part in life, you know: 
watching other people dance from far off.”

When he had gone, 1 leaned back among 
the cushions, and X wasn’t sure that One 
of my heart attacks would not come on.
I felt horribly alone, and deserted; and 
though I hate Di, and always have hated 

since the tiny child and her

“Ivor Dundas is a law unto himself,” 
she said, “and he has plenty of good 
connections of his own. He 11 have a little 
money, too, some day, from an aunt or 
a god mother, 1 believe. Anyway, he and 
Miss de Renzie had nothing more than o 
flirtation. Aunt Lilian told me so. She 
said Maxine was rather proud to have 
Ivor dangling about, because everyone 
likes him, and because his travels and his 
book were being a lot talked about just

was

thinks it. It was 
as if the name was

ton.
i “It made me happy to send it,” he said.

“Does it ‘ please you to do things for 
toe?” I asked.

■t “Why, of course.” 
f “You do hke poor little me a tiny bit, 
then?” I couldn’t help adding—“Even 
though I’m different from other girls?”

“Perhaps more for that reason,” 
said, with his voice as kind as his eyes.

“Oh, what shall I do if you go away!” 
Ï burst out, partly because I really meant 
it, and partly because I hoped it might 
lead him on to say what I wanted so 
much to hear. “Suppose you get that 
consulship at Algiers.” 

j “I hope I may,” he said quickly. “A 
(consulship isn’t a very great thing—but— 
fit’s a beginning. I want it badly.’
' “1 wish I had some influence with the
(Foreign Secretary,” said I, not .telling 
Sim that the man actually dislikes me, 
End looks at me as if I were a toad. “Of 
(course, lie’s Lord Mountstuart's cousin, 
»nd brother-in-law as well, and that makes 
Biim seem quite in the famito, doesn t 1 ■ 
tout it isn’t as if I were really related to 
fluady Mountetuart.
(before that Di and I are only step-sisters 
j—no, not a bit sorry, though her mother 
'had all the money, and brought it to 
(my poor father; but now 
I Rady Mountstuart's niece, and that I bed 

of the coaxing, ‘girly’ ways Di can 
when she wants to get something 

I’d make the Foreign Sec-

■M.’Jj

very great

“Oh, your Aunt Lilian would make 
little of the affair.” I laughed. "She 
flirts with him herself."

“Why, Lisa, Aunt Lilian’s over forty, 
and he’s twenty-nic.

“Forty isn’t the end of the world for a 
nowadays. She’s a beauty and

he

woman,
a great lady. Ivor always wants the best 
of everything. She flirty with him, and 
he with her."

Di laughed too, but only to make seem 
as if she didn’t care. “You’d better not 
make such silly remarks to Uncle Eric," 
she said, staring a-t the pattern of the 
cornice. “Aren’t those funny, gargoyley 
things up there? 1 never noticed them 
before. But oh—about Mr. Dundas and cept myself.
Maxine de Renzie-! don’t think, really, conversation ot ours, whether anything 
that lie troubles himself much about her comes of it or not, is entirely confidential, 
any more, for the other day I-I happened I have a proposal to make. You 11 agree 
to ask what she was playing in Paris now, to it or not, as you choose. But if jou^best

her, ever
mother (a beautiful, rich, young Californ­
ian widow) came into my father's house 
in New York, she does know how to 

bettor than anyone else, when 
I could have tscream-

inanage me 
I am in such moods, 
ed for her, as I sat there helplessly look­
ing through the open doors: and then, 
at last, I saw her. a6 if giy wish had 
been a call which had reached her ears 

the music in the ball-room.
I was never sorry

Season’s Iffotable Sires of Colt Trotters.over
She had stopped dancing, and with her 

partner (Lord Robert, again) entered the 
which lay between our "den” andI wish I were

the ball-room. Probably they would have 
to the conservatory, which cangone on

be reached in that way, but 1 cried her 
name, as loudly as I could, and she heard. 
Only a moment she paused—long enough 
to send Lord Robert away—and then she 
came straight to me. He must have been 
furious: but I didn't care for that.

I had been wanting her badly, but when 
I saw her, so bright and beautiful, looking 
as if she were the joy of life made in­
carnate, I should have liked to strike her 
hard, first on one cheek and then tlie 
other, deepening the rose to crimson, 
and leaving an ugly red mark for each

tout on
tout of people, 
retary give you exactly what you wanted, 
[even if it took you far, far from me.”
, With that, he looked at me, suddenly, 
)Bnd his face grew- slowly red, under the
(blown. . ,, _ . ,
: "You are a Very kind Imp, he said.
i’Tmp” is the 
I loved to hear him call me by it.

"Kind!” I echoed. "One isn’t kind 
when one—likes—people.”

I saw by his eyes then, that he knew. 
But I didn’t care. If only I could make-, 
■him say the words I longed to hear even 
because he pitied me, because he had found 
out how 1 loved him,'and because he had 
really too much of the dark-young-Cru- 
sader-kniglit in him, to break my heart.
I made up my mind that 1 would take 
him at his word, quickly, if he gave me 
the chance; and I would toll Di that he

That

some of the

;
IV

he invented for me.name

finger.
“Have you a headache, dear? ’ she asked, 

in that velvet voice hhe keeps for mu as 
if I were a thing only fit for pity and 
protection.

“It’s my heart,” said 1. “It feels like a 
clock running down. Oh, I wish I could 
die, and end it all! What's the good of 
me—to myself or anyone?”

“Don't talk, like that, my poor one,” 
she said. “Shall 1 take you up stairs to 
your own room?”

“No 1 think 1 should faint if 1 had to 
go upstairs,” I answered, 
stay here. What shall 1 do?”

"What about Uncle Erie's ctudy?” Di 
asked. She always calls Lord Mountstuart 
•Uncle Eric,’ though he isn't her uncle. 
Her mother and Tels wife were sisters, 
that’s all: and then there was the other 
sister who married the Secretary for 
Foreign Affairs, a cousin of Ivord Mount­
stuart's. That family seemed to have a 
craze for American girls; but Lord Mount­
stuart makes ,an exception of 
civil, of course,* because he’s an abject 
slave of Di’s, and she refused to come and 
pay a visit in England without me: but 
I give him the shivers. 1 know very well: 
and I take an impish joy in making him

ugly kitten, to choke me if

i"
importance evidently doesn't consist 

in bulk,” he said lightly. “I can easily 
carry the case in my breast pocket.”

“Pray put it there at once, and guard it 
as you would guard the life and honour of 
a woman,” said the Foreign Secretary 
solemnly. “Now, I must go and look for 

It’s better that you and I

“It's
dreadlullv in love with me.was

would make her writhe. wear, 
a situation.”

“Shall it be the Ely-ce Palace? ’ ask,*d
him, and I let themI kept my eyes 

tell him everything. He saw; there was 
no doubt of that; but he did not say the 
words I hoped for. A moment or two, 
he was silent; and then, gazing away to­
wards the door of the ball-room, he spoke 
very gently as if I had been a child

• though J am older than Di by three or 
four years.

"Thank you, Imp, for letting me see 
that you are such a staunch little friend, ’ 
said he. “Now that I know you really 
do take an interest in iqy affaire, I think

• I may 4e!l you why I want so much to 
to Algiers—though very likely you’ve

arc such an *in- 
And besides, 1

Ivor. -
"That will do very well,” replied the

IliESEM Msfsi Hi
Lord and Lady Mountstuart stop when at one door, and " hen >ou \c waited fo 
they visit Paris, and they'd been talking a few minutes, you can go by way of 
of running over next day with Lord another.” ......
Robert West to look at a wonderful new A moment later there was silence in the 
motor car for sale thcre-one that a Rajah room, and I knew that Ivor was alone 
had ordered to be made for him, and died What it I spoke, and staitlcd hun. All 
before it was" finished. Lady Mountstuart that is impish in me longed to see how 

new fad everv six months his lace would look; but there Mas too 
much at stake. Not only Mould 1 bate 
to have him scorn me for an eavesdropper, 
but I had already built up a great pi*' 
for the use 1 could make of what 1 had 
overheard.

“Yet I can’t

Mac, that won the Kentucky Futurity in 
19 >3, gaining a record of 2.11 1-2 at that 
ugv, and Fanulla was by Arion, 2.07 3-4,

«s.» n&c'rrrr
a'gmndlon ofEieêtiônmt Todius cS peït-cün make a motor, I believe, or take 
inbred to the firet great sire of colt trot- it to pieces and put it together again and 

that figured in harness racing meords. hvd ^n ms,stingier lays.^ -

Todd was himself a fast youngster, hav-Witli a group of colt trotters like Cocha-, 
to 2.111-2: Douglas, 2.121-'4; Kentucky jng trotted a half mile in 1.04 or tlierc- 
To'dd, 2.09, and Sir Todd representing ab()ut M a two-year old, and he comes 
h,7 °n,7® “'rf .tb7 777’71.*,a family of colt trotters. Bingen,

tzt : ...... ». :7r< ■

also the dam

He’sme.
yo
guessed already—you 
tuitive’ Jittle creature, 
haven’t tried very hard to hide my feelings 
—not as hard as I ought, perhaps, when I 
realize hoM- little I have to oifei to such 
a girl as your sister, 
stand all, don't you-even if you didn’t 

j before? 1 love her, and il 1 go to 
1 Algiers------- ”

among
•lc.-s than seven fast ilmv-year-olds by liini .

K,"'i2 a.«*. m.
^ "Fill sure he won’t be there this even­
ing.” Di went on. when 1 hesitated. “He’s 

lot of dear old boys

Now you unde in­ ters
He was bred by J. Malcolm Forbes.

(To be contviued.)
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