
"Somewhere in France"

The woman interrupted eagerly.

"Ah, you are jealous 1" she cried. "Is that

why you are so cruel ? But when I tell you I love

you, and only you, can you notfeel it is the truth ?'*

The young man frowned unhappily.

"My duty, mademoiselle!" he stammered.
With an exclamation of anger Marie left him.

As the door slammed behind her, the young man
drew a deep breath. On his face was the expres-

sion of ineffable relief.

In the hall Marie met her elderly companion.
Bertha, now her aunt, Madame Benet.

"I heard you quarrelling," Bertha protested.

"It is most indiscreet. It is not in the part of
the Countess d'Aurillac that she makes love to
her chauffeur."

Marie laughed noiselessly and drew her farther

down the hall. "He is imbecile !" she exclaimed.
"He will kill me with his solemn face and his

conceit. I make love to him—yes—that he may
work the more willingly. But he will have none
of it. He is jealous of the others."

Madame Benet frowned.

"He resents the others," she corrected. "I do
not blame him. He is a gentleman !"

"And the others," demanded Marie; "were
they not of the most noble families of Rome ?"
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