
'4M THE PUPPET CROWN
for nie that he should die, for if he lived I couldnot live without him. Father, do I gin'"No my child," and the prelate closed his eyes.

Icraw7>.^°
BO lonely," she said, "so alone.I craved the love of the young. He was so differ-ent from any man I had met before. His bright,handsome face seemed constantly with me"At this moment Maurice's breast rose and fellin a long sigh. Presently the lids .f his eyesrolled upward. Consciousness had returned hIwandering gaze first encountered the sad, austere

visage of the prelate.
'

"Monseigneur?" he said, faintly.
'"Bo you wish absolution, my son?"
"I am dving. . . p»

"Yes."

h/lr-^r^-. • / • God has my account and

neur. He turned his head. 'TTour Highnessr
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"You are in my room. Monsieur," she said.

.ir .V.
^^^ """^^^ '^^ ««"» do for youP'

Tfothing. I am alone. To die. Well
one time or another. And yet, it is a beautiful'
world, when we ,..t learn it, full of color and lifeand love. I am young; I do not wish to die. Andnow

. . . even in the midst ... to go
• . where? Monseigneur, I am dying; tome princes and kings signify nothing. That is notto cay that they ever did. In the presence of death


