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B ea u tiful J-aéon e tte
By CLIVE'HOLLAND

Authar of "Mtlo Japanese Wfe,"- "An Egypian Coquett," The Seed of the Poppy,
-Marcelle of the Latin Quarter," etc.

ALL the habitues of the old Cafe des Lilas,which stands just beyond Fremniet's Foun-
tain at the top of the Boulevard St. Michel
opposite Bullier, called be r Jaconette, and

noxxe seemned to know ber other narne, if she
had one.

jaconette was youflg, pretty, and charming, and
it is xxeedless to say -that she lad many f riends and
admirers, flot only among the habitues of the Cafe
des Lilas, but also down at Colorossi's in the Rue
,de la Grande Chauimiere, wbere she posed.

Jaconette seemed like some gay butterfly let out
inpon the world of the Quartier Latin when she
-entered the smoke-begrimed roorn of the old Cafe
des Lilas, wbich its frequenters loved so well, andfor thenm lad so man>' tragic, comic, and interesting
mernories.

Jaconette, we have said, was young. At the
time she got to know John B ettany, the young poet-
painter of whom Colorossi Pere thouight so much,and f rom whom great things were expeeted, she
was hardly twenty, altbough she looked more. But
the Quartier is a school in which experience of life
is soon gained, and with experience often cornes
the~ look of age, even upon young faces.

Traditio said that Jaconette had corne a f ew
years before from a little Norrnandy village on thecoast near Cancale. And some of the blue of the
sea whicl washes that. favoured coast seemed to
have crept into ber eyes, as did also sonie of the
sunshine appear to have entangled itself in ber

had occupied a single tin>' room ini a by-street hall.way down the toilsomnely long Rue de Vaugirard,
said: "Jaconette is a fool. She is too pretty for a
poet, whose dreamns seldomi materialize into twenty-
franc pieces, and who probably will soon tire of
ber, as poets usuiall>' do."

But those who knew Jaconette did flot believe
it was possible for anyone to tirte of ber, and
thougît that bold, handsome Marie Dercourt might
possibly even le jealous.

Few, however, realized that beneatb the laughing
face of Jaconette, aIl ber gaiety and apparently
butterfly ways, which, after all, were ai great pro-
tection in a cornmunity where it was dangerous to
le sad, possessed a depth of character that lifted
her as far above the girls of the Quartier morally
as she was above miost of tbemn by reason of
physical charmn.

It was the custom of the littie coterie which hiad
named itself in satirical glee "The Liars," because,
as Sinethwick asserted, "they always spoke the
trtbt," to meet every dlay, at the end of the seance
at Colorossi's. where ail nf thpm

but seerned to, regard her alinost unseeingly.
"What is the matter with Bettany, anyway?,, said

Qiles Smethwick.
"Yes, what is the matter with himn-anyhow, old

sawbones ?" said jules la Fontaine. And then the
wbole of them fired off questions simply because
Comstock answered none of them.

At last the latter, driven in a corner b>' the cross-
fire of inquiries, said, slowly: "Bettan>' is very
sick, I arn afraid. 1 do not know what it is, but,
anyway, it is serions. Hfe was taken ill quite>ýsud-
denly. I was with hirn the best part of. the night,and 1 only left this morning to go to the Clinique
after I had founid one of the Little Sisters to look
after him. Hle did not know anyone in the early
rnorning hours, and I'm afraid he'll have a tough
figbt to pull through."

While Comstock was speaking Jaconette s<at with
her hands clenched and resting on the edge of the
table, and bier face almost as white as a sheet. Marie
Dercourt noticed it and smiled. It was SQ like
Jaconette to take tbings to heart, thought the othergirl, who had a reputatioil for belng brilliantly
heartless.

Then, as Comnstock refused to say an>ï more,
Jaconette suddenly rose.

"Hullo," said La Fontaine. "Whlat is the matter?
Where are you off to ?" and he laid lis hand on
ber arrn as though to detain ber.

Quite roughly she threw the engaging clasp off,
and pushed ber way from behind the table past the
knees of Smetbwick.
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