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A DIPLOMATIC WOMAN,

‘Suinty defend ua 1 L peitishly  es-
clatmed, 13 there no one i the world
with an atom of bruws? 1 dont Waut
to go as Night or Morndng, nor a3 Mae-
guerite or Pleretto, vi  Madame do
Pompadonr, 1 want sowething ori-
gmeil”

And 1 stamped my foot to ghve em-
phasly to the remark.

3hall 1% bo ow Carmen, Madawmo 2

1 sank Into a chair in dismay. Cir-
monl This was the ureavure s idea of
orlglnality. 1t was tou dudieroas tor
angor. I laughed, nud then, as I ralked
wmy ey to Madame Virot's ndignantiy
Bewlidorsd countenanes, my glancs fell
upon o dress In & Wwardrobo hehind her.
and I polnted to it in o flutter of o
citement.

ana one has orlginahty, after all,”
1 cried. What does thut dress cepre
sent ¥

*An lco palace, wadame.”

-1t is wuperb.'”

«Cortalnlv. madame, it I superb it
1s a m acle” and then, carried away
with enthusiavm, sho brought 1t forth
and dilated apon it. A pale green
covered with a shimmering, sparkiing
network that looked like {ront itself.

wYon e, madame, tho liead-dress
forms the RnOwW} pimarie of the towes
and the ‘eau do NiI' embroldored skirt
follows the frosted outlines of the
puliding, which 18 o fac-simile of the
ice palace ralsed last winter upon the
Neva. Ar. emorald satin musk, with
tiny crystal loicles hanging trom the
odge in place of the usual fringe ot
1ace, completes the cogtume.”

1 faust have it,” I erled. It I8 in-
~comparable.” +

“1t is sold, madame. *

»1 will pay double”

"Impossqﬂe! '

« o 1"

«1 would willingly gtve it to mndam--:
.ag it pleases her tancy, but Icannot:
1t way designed according to sketches

3 b
N‘l"'rﬂ: 1 1 impateintly exclaimed ;
«mako a dupllcate”

?'?t 18 hnp:s!lhle. modame, for the
.dress 13 for the same boi masque’ that

i1 attend.”

TTIA:\G l:: whom?” 1 supercliiously
-queried, for 1 was beside myself with
vexation. “Some nobody who has se-
sured a card by chance and wishes u?
o thought a princess n disgulse, eh?

1 make for no such people,” Madame
Yinot exclalmed, with o reflection of
10y OWN Annoyance. nTho dress ls for
the Countess Zm-(lml-. H' mndame wilt

+ something clae~"

mlgg\‘:ned my eyes {rom tho dress that
tormented me and packed my brains
for sometfilng that should excel it8
eplendor, but no \dea came to mo, and
with a contemptuous glare T faced
the tnoffensive milliner, wto had tried
to please me for years and had never
more thau half suceeeded,

uo be original nowndays,” 1 sald
indifferently, 19 after all, so common-
place that to be commorplace lg to be

original, 1 will go a8 Carmen.
= " rPho dalntiness of my eplgram pleased
mo so well thas 1 was ailmont content,
yet as 1 drove toward the Bols, the de-

was no ordinary bal musque, where
ev?arythlng was to be pretence, from
+the charaocters represented to the fable
that the dansers knew not oue anothe
er. It was all to be real and no dis
simulation. There was to be no um-
masking time, but everyone was to be
fncognito from the beginning to the
ond. It was rumored that oven the
host and hostess would dcive up to
thelr own house, and entor amid tho
throng. No one wad to kne anyone,
and yot every one was to ki s% every
one; no mastar of ceremonles, no host
and hostess; no introductlons or for-
mal presentations. The fnet that one
was there was an offielal stamp upon
one's posspors of reputation, It was @
‘Bohemian idea worthy of her who had
brought 1t to Parly—the Countess Zar:
tine, wifs of the Russlan ambassador,
and sinioe perforce 1 must ba masked,
T would have dazzled by art nstead of
Nature; yet it was not to be, and

grew peevish as 1 nursed my discom-
flture. od

My landau pulled up as we enter!

the gates, and Monsleur Roche, the
Premler, from whom 1A|.1ad recelved in

13 clunged the new clpher I3 sent dis
reet to Petarsburg by him divect to the
Minisiop apd documents by e, thyough
diplomatic  departmenes.  We o hove
varled the cipher thres timey, we hove
sent different messages vach time, dut
thu resalt how always beer the same.
The world learned the aessage at oues
aund we are fast becoming the lnughing
stork of Europe, for the pretty girl
1% ready to oifer »o much for alliance ™

“And tne Count could not help you,
mon ami ™

*He wav brusque, almost to rudeucss,
but lis wife—"

AL, monsleur, his wife, what of
her?” I asked with a emile, for Iwell
tnew the fnscinations of the Coutitess
Zarline.

“she knows ax b known,” monsicur an-
swered, “that as in Frane:. so in Ros
win, there are powerful Influences
against this alllance™

He lowwered bt votee and eontinned
impeessively, “Influences ro powerfui,
that it might be possible for them te
obtain our secret papers. opet them,
read them, and then rescal thewm and
pass thera on to their Jdeatinntion.”

“But that would be useless without
the key to the eipher.”

“That 15 stolen in Paris *

“All from whom %’

“The Count himself ang disnatehed at
once to those awaiting iv.”

“Childiike In 1te simpileity,” Emur
mured, with a world of satire

The Countess 18 n wonderful wo-
man,” he admitted, and then continu-
ed. “You see how easy it is. These
people can gain access to the docu-
ments passlng between France and
Russia, but not to the key of the cipher
— that is stolen here.”

“And, of course, the thicl is known
already,” I erled disdaintully.

“Almost.” he replied with the first
flach of enthusiasin he had muanifest-
ed, “almost. On Wendesday we shall
catch him in the very act, One tiing
we are cortain, He moves in, diploma-
tic circles, and knows that our final
proposal will be made to Rtussia by the
end of the week, On Wednesday moru-
ing I hand the new cipher to the Count
at night he dispatelies it, but In the
hours shat Intervene the Countess will
dlscover the thief. She suspeets one of
her husband’s secretaries.”

“You have enlisted & new and power-
ful ally, monsleur,” I replied, with a
Jealous tremdr In my volee,

=Put, tut,” he answered mildiy, “you
are the ally 1 must have, for, fraukiy,
1 do not believe a word the Countess
saya’ -

“Then the ealnts be praised!” I ejar:
ulated; ""you are not the simpletoni {
feared you were, Brt you go too far,
my friend, for nll ia true excepting one
thing, the name of ihe spy, and that
18"t

“Let us be diplomatic,” he lnterrupt-
ed, "untii we aro surs. Take the miss-
Ing quantity, X."

“Why not %7 I veplled, and then I
own 1 started with Blight surprive at
the colneldence, for the Countess her-
self cautared up to the side of the car-
riage, and I took her proferved hund.

“1 do not belleve 1n Z,” Monsleur
TRoche eried, ralsing his volce a Nttle.
“Zero cannot win the race, notwith-

Ing her ) and
to the

a/
then he looked up and bowed
Countess Zarfine.”

"I did not suspect diplomacy found
recreation In horse racing, moneleur,”
gho oxclaimed with an arclt smile.

**Age has 1t4 follies ng well ag youth,”
he answered, and then leaned anxious-
Iy toward her and whispered, “‘Any
newsa "’

“What cAn there be until then?” she
asked. “On the night of the day chos-
en 1 shall know. At the bal masque
I will tell ¥t his rame.”

Monsleur Roche looked the picture of
deepalr, and then, with & gesture as
though the whole world had been lost
to him, spoke in an undertone to the
Counteas, said something that I jadg.
ed, from her dainty frown, and dld not
favor, but In an instant the cloud had
passed, and she smiled agaln’ and ane-
wered : “As you will,”

“Yet to me 1 stlll seemed that she
was being forced Into some actlon she
would not have elected of her own
cholce.

Then Monsleur Roche, still n little
embarrassed, surned to me. A mes-
sage—~n written message—is to be con-
veyed to me at the bal masque; Ican.
not be there, and"~how charmingly he

st many
:’;?:; hla hat and extended tis hand.
oMadame, the gods love me.”

*Monsleur, you are too modest ; you
should have used the teminine”

o] wanted to gea you more than any
otber woman in Parle.” he answered,
wand therefore 1 repeat, ‘the gods love

v

wThowe whom the gods love, monsieur
— and 1 smiled, for I would have glv-
en worlds to quarrel avith some one,
ana preferably my best of friends.

“Dje young, ¢h 2" he chuckled, “Well,
the danger for me ls past.” And then,
ealmly into the ocarriage and
without walting for an invitation, he
eoated himeelf beside mo.

Here was, Indeed, candor t00 wonder-

1 for words, and I gased reprovingly

n him.
"ou must help me, ma chere,” he
Zravely. “It is no pleasantry,

serions matter—one that touches
wiation nearly.”
and then 2"
_ou know oar relationship with
.ussla 7
wThe pretty zirl with Inviting
graces to a gallant who hesitates.”
«Precieely,” he answerad, ln a tone
of appreciation at my emile, “but the
pretty girl's loveletters are ‘belng
od.”

opened.’

«Humlliating.”

wMare than that!" he cried Impetu-
ously; “detrimental to me.
timos In the past month han the most
seorat cipher of the Government ‘been
changed, heeanse side by side with the
receipt of our messnge by Russia its
{mport has become public property in
the napitals of Europe.”

«Then ineffectually changed,” I ob-

werved.

“Ttterly. X have just left Count Zar-

fine, the Russlan Am , and he

has dared o lmply, In ;‘lmm undiplo-
that

was fused-+'will you revelve it for
me?”

“And take it at once to Le Qual
d'Oreay,” the Countess interjected.

“Bring it myself 2 I cried in slmu-
lated surprise.

“Yes,” mounslenr replied, and tact.
fully contluued, “I am shamed at the
g;-ea}t.'nm of the favor I ask, but it is
Lital”

“Very well,” I reluctantly consented.
“Tt this be so ¥ will do 1t and he mur-
mured his thanks.

“At midnight I shall pss tho head of
the staivease and slip a note into your
hand,” the Countess exclaimed; “that
will be the message.”

“But we are all ** T observ-

“Ma chere,” he moarmured, SR ace
diplomats by € lueation, wolatu by m
tuitton. It 3¢ ehiizadon agamst Nu-
tare.”

“ppe dresres we v mentioned,” [
continued, *whi be worn be o mudds,
teaving the Countess Juefine at iiberty
to eavry out her work and me freo to
frustrate her, for 1w «ertain now
that it 13 she wWho imvenis the cipher.
Ylad I not known th» costume she veal-
Iy intends to wear, I -hould have de-
Loted the night to watehing the Fran
co-Prusalan AlMance. A It 18, my
maid, the Lost Proviuce, wiil do that
tor the «nke of diplomtic apPEAFANCER,
the Comtess will be lecelied and 1
whall be free. ¥o I require another
card for the cornbsal=zot it ~eeretly
for me.”

« Sueeesy 18 assnred,” 1 e erled, enthu-
alanticaliy.

“x 5t so fest, mon aml. She alrendy
suspeets meaet could »eo it I Rer Cves
—and thorefore ¥you must act wWith con-
cummate &kill, you must delay the de-
tivery of the key un soni pretones an-
41 an howr before the bali, and xo ren-
der 1t lmpessible for it to be reveal 4
to ansone pxeept at the earnival Then
1 kuow when 1t wiii be done—direetiy ¥
have lelt.*

“After you have Wft?* he eried fu
bowilderment.

wAftor my maid has left cwith the
Comntess Zorfines message for youl*

“AR I he sighed, and there wan &
world of admiration in the uttcrance
of that moncsyllable, but a_moment nf-
ter hiw [uee beeame gravo again, as he
suggested, “Perhaps tho key may be
gliven in such a way that you canuot
prevent it~another note. for instance,
skittully paswed from hand to hand.”

«“1 think not. She would not risk
anything so lablo to be Qlscovercd. Be-
sldes she snapecta—-and more,” [ con-
tinned, “does not the whole lden of this
hal masque proclnim the 1ady's love
for the thentrical? No, my friend, the
eiphor will be given in such n manner
that If & man watched her actions
every minute of the night he wonld see
nothlng, but a woman might see
mush.”

Monslenr smiled again, complaisant-

5.

i Then. %00, it T fall, it is not ruin,”
1 sald, "tor the documents will not be
dlapatehed until you have heard from
ye. 1 T succeed the evidence agalnet
har will be strong enough to give you
all the prools you neeld.”

“Lat=""

1No more suppositions, m¥y Iriend,
you weary me,”* ¢

“You're the rlevercst woman In Par-
1" he sald, with a glance nt warm
admiration, nx he alighted. and stood
hy my arrlage.

“And ycu, for one who has left. youth
behind, are the most gallant man in
France!” 1 answered, with o glow of
werriment, for I alrends counted Wy
11lrelon as aceomplished.

“Left youth behind,* he murmured

thoaghty.

D o1 menn that ?

=1 mean thly, Gar-pird. men cher
a1 owvanb You to de me @ favor
Indeed, before the uixght b out there
may be many favers I need to uek,
and 1 want yon to graut them aii.

P they st be reniained,” he an-
wwered, not inyors, but plosares”

fmee T oorled,  that woman dressed
in the frosted green gown -luteaded,
1 shouid thiuk, to represent an lve pai-
uea?”

Yo"

“Da you know who ke 8 27

“No: who can xag 7 hie replied, with
w slight xhrug of the shouiders.

‘I must bo near her for the rest of
the night—1 waut to wateh hor.”

The Countess Zarfine was walking
slewdy aeross the ball room, her hand
resting upon the urm of o tall man
i the dresy of an exqudsite ol the per-
iod of Louls NFY., aad, quickly grasp-
ing i wernig teisputd strotied ming-
leesls in the same direction, earry ing
on an .almatcd tisucssion with e ail
the wigie, whiv i raterdt Bl eently in
my estimation ax a budding diplomat.

“Nhey are gong ts Sit apon the bai-
cony,” [ found an instant to whinper,
and wo followei them, my nerses
thriting with delight as I vealized the
etrength of my posation, for now the
Countess wonld  frel heisell  secuce,
thinking that 1 had departed.

She was geated upon a basket chair
upon the balcony overfooking the
Champs Elyrees, talking, in a volce
that challenged eritlclsm, of the new
play at the Rennissance, and Guspard
«kilfully led me to a scat facing them
and took one by my side.

And then the clever hoy entered in-
to zest into the Boliemlun concelt of
the bal masque, for, witiiout aword
of introduetion, he jolned i their con-
versation, and In an lnstant wo wera
;nuqunrm dlscussing the frivolitles of

e,

Graduall;y an id{e group grew around

flatt m who

2 B 7
with glowlng compliments that it was
too cruel of the hostess to hide all the
lovely faces of Parls behtnd silken
wmasks,

It must be because she ls jealous,”
the Conntess cried, with a smile that
showed for an Instant the gleam of her
teotl:; “she fears tho contrast.”

But, then—for men, despite thelr de<
celt, ure strangely truthful sometimes
—no one dared dispute the beauty of
s hostess, and her eyes gleamed with
gratifled pride as her sneer was left

ted In the sil yot  per-
haps they were susplelous.”

It is Packed to Please

And Serves

its Mission.

“SALADA"

CEYLON TEA

Used in millions of Tea Pots daily.

Beware of imitations.

~ TIME TELLS

THE STORY.

SINGER SEWING=-MACHINES do Good Work

DURING A

LIFETIME.

There Is a big difference between the cost of making a first-class sewing-

lying the best of

and w and one

which Is made Int ihe cheapest manner. The buyer of the cheap machlne
soon pays the ditference of price in the constant cost for repalirs, to say

nothing of Its annoylng inefficiency.

Results Make Reputation.

Singer Machines are the successful resuit of long experience and constant

in the

to0 make

[ but the best sewing=

machines for famlly use. The accomplishment of this result requires
six of the largest, best-equipped factorles in the world, and the best in-

ventive talent of the age.

The Value of Reputation. .

A reputation based on half a century's experience, dealing directly with
the women of the iamily all over the world, is unique, and stimulstes

& worthy pride. THB SINGER
intain lts well "

MANUFACTURING COMPANY aims to

for fair dealing ducing all time. It

is permanent, Its offices are 70 every city of the Dominion, and parts and
supplies for its machines can always be casily obtalned.

The Singer Manufacturing Co.

Canodian Factory:

s

MONTREAL, P, Q.

mem——

buriied down o my fingers. 1 was
Tled

“Stil, she
with a ripple of laughter, “elnce our
faces are hidden our treedom is greater
—we may be more Buhomlan.” And in
an lnstant she produced n gold case,
and, extracting a cigarette, placed It
with a glance at me, “you who should
tween her lips. “Those who love me
join with me,” she vontinued, handing

despondingly. the case to the enrrounting group.
“You enld 0" ., | 1t seemcd to me that thero was a
1t was In an andl tic moment.” | fq this Ing: mood that
“Mherofore true, and your tongue at { gat but 111 upon one su contemptuously

least, 12 still youthful. Au revolr, mon:
sleur.”

s'herese created a sensation. There
are women even among my chosen ac-
quaintances who insist upon their
maide being stiff, and, if possible, ugly.
Perhops they frar the comparison
which I am too satistied witn myselt
to be concerned about, and on that
night T wa# thankfnl that my cholos
had tallen upon n girl who conld so ad-
mirably piay the part T had selected
tor her, one who 1 need not fear would
spoll my plans or endanger my success
by sotne vulgar »gaucherie.”

‘Thorese created a sensation, aud, as
she entered, the audacity of her cos-
tume drew all cyed toward her.

Her pretty auburn curls were sur<
mounted by the Cap of Liberty, draped
In crape, her skirt was of the palest
yelluw shiks, with the outliuws of wmr
Lost Province In black ; while symboll-
cal of the day we prayed for, the arms
of France were more than halt eclips-
ing thove of Germany.

For o moment there wus the silence
of ndmiration as she entered, and then
a hum of applause burst into « shout
as each loyal henrt caught the sym-
Yolleal mesning of the fading colors of
the German arms almost hidden by the
simple sweetness of ovr own dear
flsur de lys,” amd patriotic voices
cried, "Vive Ia belle Alsace! Vive, vive,
Lorralne!"

And Therese Lore the sensation as 1
would have done myself, I turned a
dlamoad half-hoop on my finger, re-
flecting It was the last time I could do
90, for to-morrow It would be hers.

Strictly obodlent to my instructlons,
she danced bus 1itt'~, always following
with some ostentution of persistence
the movements of a lady who had at.
tracted passing attentlon--the embodls
ment of the Franco-Russinn Alilance.
It was a qualnt sport we favored—
the mald watching tho mald.

Midnlghs struck, and from & secluded
corner I saw the note passed to Ther-
ese, who quletly descended the eteps,

for & n the kaleid-

ed, with my most Ingenuous smile.
“You will easily represent me—I re-
present the Franco-Ruselan Alllance,”
she answered, with the ready lle of »
Rueslan, *“The natlonal emblems and
the natlonal colors—the double eagle
and the “fleur de lys.' And you?"
“The Lost Province,” I repiled, meet-
ing her lie with diplomatic evasion.
The look of annoyance stil sinmbered
in the depthe of her dark eyes, and I
thought, too, there was the glint of
a dawning suspiclon, but it was swift.
Iy chased away as she turned witha
Jost to Monsienr Roche, and after the

cscoplo throng, and o departed.

Then I added a new gown to the dia-
mond ring, for what other girl could
have left & carnival where she was the
belle becausa she was told to do so?

Like a modern Cinderella, sho left It
all, and yet, wiser than the damsel in
the falry tale, left before she was dis-
covered, and I, & commonplace Carmen
~tor 1 remember therc were three of
us—now felt the declsive moment bad
arrived, A man bad Deen watching
"herese as she d th

proud.

In an Instant the blue smoke curled
i1t the air from hall & dozen clgarettes.

~Carien,” she ecrled, reproachfully,
wtili a glance at me, “you who should
have led the way still hesitates,” and
she extended tho case and carefully
lighted the clgarette for me from her
own.

*And you, monsleur,” with a glance
at the man who had been her compan-
fon fromn the baliroons.”

“It was n privilege 1 had never an-
ticipoted,” and so cume unprepared.”

“Then she who grants permission
supplies the means of eujoywent, Take
two, or three or four, or what you
will; thelr fragrance may be even'
greater in the mronlug.”

There was an Intonation in the last
word4 that struck me with a seuse of
hidden meaning, aud, as the man care-
lessly took several, and, after lighting
one, slipped the rematnder {n his pocek-
et, the truth burét upou me i & flash
—the key to the cipber had been pass-

Ont each clgarette paper was tho key.
1 held 1t between my fingers half con-
aumed, and those around were oblig-
ingly Lurning the others before her
eyed, save for the man whom Iknew
still hiad three in his possession. What
f thoughtless fool I hnd been; Iwho
held all I needed in my grasp had my-
self desdroyed it. The cigarette had

as the pur-
suit of “the hubble
reputation even at
the cannon’s mouth,”
late hours, the
‘breathing of & vitiated
atmosphere, rich
foods, and irregular
rest, must result in a
depleted vitality.
‘There is a feeling of —
languor, the appetite fails, sleep
not refresh, life loses its interest, and
nervousnsss or hysteria may make life
m?huable.

e tion of the healthful tone

of the body depends chiefly on ki
ing the blood pure, and the mme:cg;
and other organs of digestion and
nutrition in a condition of health,
When any of the above mentioned
symptonis” appear the timely use of

. Pierce’s Golden Medical Disco
will restore the body to a healthy equi
poise. It purifies the blood, nourishe
the nerves, and restores the deranged

0
and I touched him lightly upon the

h and its allled \ns to & condi-
tion of sound health, o * )
There is no alcohol, whisky or other

Intprchange of 2 few

nodded gayly to us both and rode off.

“You are well matched in one thing,'

Monsienr Roche muavely remarked as

he wathoed her &etmﬂng figure,
1" "

are lost, tur,” I
4ald eofdly. *Be content with opera-
tic Epaln,” and I hummed a melody of
Bliest's.

“You, madame " ke cried, as ho re-

“gour

“And in another,” T repied; “the
fact that neither will wear what she
has suld she will."

dear man’s eyes shot upwards in

‘bowildermens.
> “She will represent an Ice Palace:
1 Carmen.”

He looked at me for & moment in un-
Alagrulsed ndm!rntkmw.imand thon eank

tie 4
suspecta ue of tritling. “Mon Dieu' "
‘Monsiear Roche cried in awe.stricken
voles, “trifling with Russia "
*Whe holds the cipher?”
«\yeelf and Count Zarfine, When 17

back and whisp dap-
preciation, “Non Dieu| you area won-
derful wommn,”

“And a fortunate one,” I replied, “to
win the of 50 hed

a diplomas.”

my voloe.

“Yes, L”

“I thoughs she who jurt left was
Fyou,” he sald, as though anxlous to ex.
plalu the attention he hud devoted to
Thoerese.

“And I, monsieur, know my friends
100 well to be decelved by masquerade.’
I answered, and of a truth I belleve
that there must have been a tell-tale
trace of sentiment In my tones. And
why not? Even a pretty widow may
have sentimental moments at times
when her dearest friend is near at
hand. 1ie looked stralght into my eyes
as though he would read my Inmost

in “Golden Med-
ical Discovery.” " en Med

I was troubled with very frequent headaches
ﬁn accompanicd by severe vomitiug," writes
ise Mary Bell gummnierton, of San Diego, Duval

.« Texzas. ' Sowels were rp‘: af
oanch and 1iver acemed. cobimually out of
. Ockn 1 could eat almost nodl for
s‘t' nty-four hours at s time. I was entirely un.
Jor work, end m{,:ﬂmk system run down. I
T B

such 3a

salts lhxbebre finishing the third bottle a:'ﬁ
th ities aitending

Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets cleanse
a1

the stomacls,

. s liver and

bowels. They

produce per-

manent beuefit and do not re-act on the
systesa.  One is a gentle laxative,

D o drop it and he tred 1t to
dust beneath my foot.

But ho still had three, With an
abandon worthy of Carmeu hereelf I
turned my fascinations upon him; with
a switt glance at Gaspard, who lu-
stantly comprehended, 1 scut him to
the side of the Countess, and she, no-
thing loth to be the centre of a group
of admirers, elated Lecauso her mis-
slon was over, encouraged them, and
kept them from her with the arte of
one born to coguetry.

'fhe salnts be praised, all men are
young—or, at Jeast, feel they are when
a pretty womat smtles upon them. He
wad what a diplomat would huve call-
ed imlddieaged, but—saints bo pralsed
—1 am 8 pretty womal.

‘You fire the incarnation of Carmen
hepsell,” he whigpered, us wo found
ourselves excluded from the group sur
rounding the Countess.

w)Merel, monsieur, you flatter me—T
am afrald that the credit 19 toemy

W

dress,

“No; It is the sparkle of your eyes
hehind that envious mask, the grace of
each motlon, the soul of music in your
voice, the poetry in every wiotion that
proctaims you the idenl Carmen.”

“gave for one thing—a cigurette—
«11 vous pinit, moilsleur,” and I ex-
tended my hand.

Slowly, even as though lie realised
that he was belug drawn ‘azo & trap,
1o took one of them from his pocket
and hesitatingly hauded it to me.

Half susplciously, half In a tashion of
tenderness, he held a match to tho ol
garette, and then, alinoct gﬂxore the

brushing past him to save them as
they feil, 1 plcked up the clragntte
from behind my skirt and looked mocks
ingly into his face.

“You are a clever little devil,” he
sald, with chargined apprectatfon,

1 emiled, for the key to the cipher
was safe in iy possession.

But men count for nothing In such
matters, for ment can even hold admir.
ation for a victorwus enemy—here
there was a woman to denl with,

While the gallants who had clustered
around the Countess ivere collecting
my truant pearls sho wulked across
and glared Jnto my f{ace with eyes
that blazed like fury.

In passlon she tore the mask from her
face, duc 0, becauss she was pleased
to confess hierseif, 1 accepted the chale
lenge and removed mine. She forgot
her civliization, her brecdlng, her poels
tion, everything, and dropped back in-
to tho barbarous lungunge of her ane

tors.

»It 1 only had you In Russla,” she
gasped, her lps aimost touchivg my
eavs, “I'd bave you flogged for this;
I'd have your iylug toogue torn out,
and thoes shouiders you'ry so proud of
branded *Spy ** Heaven! 1 I had you
In Russia I

“Aud yet” 1 murmured, “methinke
these charms of Russia muet be en-
joyed by you slone, and swiftly, too,
for surely--His Exceliency will resign

at once,

“Ah!" ske cricd, “Jf I had you In
Russla 1"

I turned away, but stole a backward
glance at her as she stood, her whole
my trembling, hor fingers clutching

r had caught, it
‘:ﬂingw: 1o the ground, and 1, with
& laugh at my carelessnoss, placed my
heel upon It and edged it ‘beneath my

akirt,
My ehoe pressed upon it Hghtly, wy
1ips siniled apologotioally, .vlet mormure
" us

de to support her quiver-
ing figure, and then her cavaller came
forward and handed me my pearls.

It was the third time hie had sald it,
and there was 1 créscendo of meaning
1o the phrage he whispered :

n‘;]&'w are a clever little devil1"—Cas-
‘e M 1

ed, “Mercl, 1
1y awalted another to reploce 1t.

1 saw his features tighten as his eyes
followed my movemerts, yet what
could he do? Realizing that I had dis-
covered him, and I could uct but feel
that he knew 1t, lie gave me another,
and I lighted it.

For a t we d gl
and I knew that he fathowed my plane
ae truly as T did this,

“You are & clever,little devll” he
sald, with almost & touch of apprecla-
tlon.

“Monsleur

“You have my clgarette under your
shoe, but what of that? Ina minutel
shall offer, you wy arm, you wiil take
it, we shall go to the baliroom and
dance the cotllion.”

“You nre sure ™

“Pertectly. 1 have only to ralse my
volce nnd say, “the air i« cool,” aad the
Countess will understand, she will re-
Join u+, and that belug s0, & Iady con-
not search for 2 hall baruned cigarette.
Yot have the desire of your queat With-
in your reach, and yet as far removed
a3 the north Is {=om thc south.”

I looked dledalafully at him
calmly smoked,

“Yon are too clever to waste yonr
gelf upon such pettiness,” he whisper-
ed. “Tn Russia I would fiud you =a
aphero worthy of your talents and
mnke youa duchess.”

“T tall to understand, monsiour.”

He learncd forward untll his eyes
lookwd straight into mine, and spoke
with delibarate emphasie.

“I am golng to stoop and taka from
under yoor chalr a cigarette, and yoo
m:u’a ps:'fweo. permit me.”*

"TWhy 2

and

"Bo(-hz;so if you attempted to resist
stowly

the inspiration flached apon me, my
hands went swiftly to my throat, and
with a sndden ciutch I snapped my
necklaoe, “td & shower of pearls scat-

B2 Laloony.
“My pearls!” T cried In dismay, and

APOSTOLATE OF THE PRESE.
- g -

to B ner-

mon before the Institute of Journallsts
in Liverpool, the Weekly Register says
his address contalned much food for
thought. By the Press, he pointed out,
tho dividing force of national lan
guage 18 destroyed, lience it becomes
& vaet human power moulding and
directing the material and moral wel-
fare of mankind. Ae¢ an educator 1t
must keep by the side ol thWe people,
and sot before them the material on
which popular judgmenta may be
formed on true and Jjust principles.
Buclt & duty ralsep 1t above the level
of speculation or bustness, and places
it under the dominion ol moral law. If
it mnust guide pubdlic op'nion, its firss
duty Is truth. The Press cuters into
the sanctuary of maw's spirit. Iv hoids
the key of the minl. It can open, no

king can close. It can close, no king
can shute The law of truth °v the
law of justice. The glorioys tradl-
tiond of the Engliely Presa forbid it to
be unfalr. ‘There I3 & Lind virtue
which touches the Presi—the virtue
of charity. Whenever the volce of suf-
fering has been hpard, the Press has
echoed its appeal throughous the
me“wor!d. JSourpaliem i red

an & p!

the.rigits of God and man. The prin.
ciples which o forth to the world in
type must be ~oneciantlons convictions
of the heart. Those who teach others
must know aud beileve in the source
{rom which all knowledge and power
tsderived. Rellgion ls the highest level
of man, and a perfect Prow will be
the reflex of those who are powerful
in word and worke for God and thelr
fellow.men. It has been yaid: “If 8t.
Paul came back to the world he would
be & journalist.,” Were he here y
he would polnt to us the secret of his

power—the Cross of Cheiat.



