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Plainly the young Queen Alicia was
bored. Not even the cleverest compli-

i ments, in rapturous if somewhat trite

" bffered by the latest court poet inter-

“ " ested her. The jousts -of the morning

R

f

had been unexciting. Only a couple of
riders had been unseated, and one
. alone had been retired permanently
from the lists, with a broken neck.
The Lord Treasurer had reported no

“* new outbreaks on account of his lat-

“~est tax on healthy cows with progeny—
& tax made necessary because of the
Queen’s idea of erecting a temple to
herself in the Square of the Royal
Family, and to which the undutiful
" people had once objected. Like all who
are taxed, they did not mind the pi-
per so much as paying for the musie.

Decidedly, life was dull and colorless
and the Queen yawned once more,- - .

“Nothing new, nothing worth while
today, Louise?’ she asked pettishly of
her favorite Lady-in-Waiting.'

“Nothing, Your Majesty,” answered
Lady Louise, ‘“unless it be that my
Lord, the Chancellor Devarry, tried to
kiss me this morning as I passed
through his cabinet.”

“The vulgar beggar, to make love s0
early in the day,” sald the Queen,
resting her head against the prettiest
arm in all the kingdom. “But that is
not new, Louise! Devarry would kiss
every woman he meets. I wonder he
has not tried to kiss me,” and she
laughed a wicked little laugh, show-
ing teeth that were perfect, but for
their very faultlessness. “I should so
like to know what my young Duke
Lordeval would say if he should see
Devarry attempt it. There might be
a new Lord Chancellor at court!” and

. the Queen Jaughed again.

“Do you like the Duke Lordeval
wvery much, your Majesty?”’ asked
Lady Louise, looking at the Queen
from under her long lashes.

.. ‘He amuses me,” said Alicla, light-
1y. “But he must-be careful. I tire very
quickly,” and she. yawned again. Th
_ghe_turnéd her ‘sw:?dﬂng eyes on h

" Lady-th-Waiting. “Do you like the

Duke Lordeval very much, Louise?”
“I should not dare, your Majesty!”

The .favorite looked terrified at the

thought, but there was something more
than fear in her eyes. The Queen saw

this, She smiled placidly, but there
was meaning in  her glance as she
said: “Do not dare;, Louise, you child.

But perhaps when I have tired of

Lordeval, I shall make him 'marry

you, and then we shall have to call
you °‘Duchess’ How, would that suit
you?” The Queen was inwardly much

amused at the seemingly ingenuous
reply, which was: *Your Majesty’s
word is law.”

A smartly greomed young
made abeisance and approached.,
“Speak, Col. Freers,” the Queen com-
manded. “What have you to report?”
“Nothing ‘worth “héaring, I'll warrant
you!” And she prepared to be more

officer

T “pored than ever.

- ERrEN

c i

it

-

- marked the Queen,” but that is why

“Nothing important, your Majesty,”
he sald. “There’s a new actress from
foreign parts whose services have been
engagéd by our worthy Master of
Amusements. She jis said to be wvery
Aeautiful—almost as beautiful as your

esty,-if I am not too bold in.say-

ing' so,” and he looked proud of his
prudent imprudence. e

© ' =¥ou are bold, Colonel Freers,’” rye-

or |

I have soldiers instead of mice around
me. What else?”

“Your honorable Household Council
finds some-difficulty in having orders
filled. The tradespeople seem  to be
getting more rapacious every day. and
want their money almost as sgon as
their goods are delivered.” The’officer
tried to look the indignation he did
not feel.

“‘Bad, unreasonable people, ever to
want their money,” the Queen volun-
teered. ‘“What shall we do with them?
Suppose ‘we insist on their charging
us fifty per cent, more than their reg-
ular prices. See how large that will
make their bills. Try it. What next?”
- “Nothing else just now, your—Oh,
pardon, your Majesty. There was a
fight in the Army and Navy Cafe early
this morning, and a foreigner struck
‘ane;of Xour Majesty's officers. We
shall’ shoot the foreigner at sunrise
tomorrow. There is nothing else to re-
_port, Your Majesty.”

“What sort of a foreigner is he?”
asked the Queen, now slightly inter-
ested. .

“An' American, Your Majesty.”

" “Whom did he strike?”

“The Duke Lordeval, Your Majesty.”

“The Duke Liordeval!” The Queen sat
up straight, while Lady Louise drew
closer to Colonel Freers. “How did it
happen?”

The officer seemed confused. “I was
not there at the time it happened,
Your Majesty. My men arrested the
American, who acknowledged the
crime, which, according to our law, is
punishable with death. I never ask
questions when an officer is struck.
The fact is sufficient.”

The Queén saw his anxiety to be
dismissed. Therefore, instantly, de-
cided to dismiss him.

“Who was with the Duke when the
s‘American struck him?” she asked.

“No one, I understand, Your Ma-

”
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“Who else was in the cafe?’

“I do not remember, Your Majesty—""
and he mopped his brow, though it
was a singularly cool ond pleasant af-
ternoon. :

Queen loked at him with her eyes of
Queen loked at him with her eyes of
steel.

The Colonel went through the pro-
cess of thinking, then said: “It seems
to me I heard that Major Brailléers was
there, and Captain Vezner and—he
stopped again. :

“Think harder, Colonel Freers.”

“And perhays I heard the name of
Count Stephen of Blentner mentioned.”

“Ah, Stephen, too,” mused the Queen.
“Thank you, Colonel Freers. Your
memory grows better every day—with
a little pricking,” she added, with a
gleam of malice. “You may retire
now,” and as he was leaving, Queen
Alicia turned to Lady Luciseand ask-
ed innocently: *“How would you like
to see this American. A man should
be interesting ten hours before he is
shot.”

Lady Louise endeavored to appear
unconcerned. “I suppose he is some
‘ecammon’ fellow, who cares little what
becomes of him. I would respectfully
advise Your Majesty not to see the
creature.”

‘“We have not heard that even com-

‘mon_foreigners are entirely uncon-

cerned when it comes to a question of | again, if the cause were the same.

their sudden taking-oftf,”
Queen, pursuing her point.
see for ourselves, Louise.”

said
“We shall
She lightly

tapped her hand and an officer of the |

household came - forward. “Captain,
send for the American who  is to be
shot tomorrow, and have him appear
before me at once.”

Turning to Lady Louise, who was
nervously toying with the leaves of a
book, which she had been reading, the
Queen said: ‘“And now, Louise, we
shall: have the man tell us his own
story, just to amuse us. I have heard
that Americans can be very entcrtain-
ing at times.” She smiled, but Lady
Louise did not reply.

In a few minutes there was a sound
of tramping feet outside the window.

HEY FOUND THE PRASONER SITTING ON A STOOL. SMOKING A CIGARETTE

The Queen looked out,

“By my soul,” she said. “If I did
not know the criminal, I should say
that one honest man was bringing in
a half dozen rogues, “The door epened
and the American, with a soldier on
either side, and with two in front
and two behind, was marched in,

sald
and

“Let the prisoner approach,”
the Queen. He was released
stepped confidently before her.
“Young, handsome, and evidently no
coward,” thought the Queen.

“So, sir,” she said, “you are foreigns
er who has come iInto our little
mountain kingdom and struck - one
of our most illustrious officers.” She
looked sternly upon him.

The American, not at all disturbed,
replied: “I would do the same thing

the |

!

“You see, Your Majesty, he acknowl-
edges his guilt?” said Lady Louise,

“] did not say I was guilty of any-
thing,” corrected the American. e
merely said what I repeat: I woul do
the same thing again were the cause
the same.””

“Well said, no matter what the
cause,” said the Queen, under her
breath. Then aloud. “But tell me
prisoner, what was the cause, though

that has little to do with it in our
country, for the deed is itself hein-
ous.” She looked severe and judical.

“That 1 camnot- tell,” replied the
American, -, 3

“But I insist’ sald the Queen,
stamping her foot. The. American said
nothing.

\
Ty
7%

' surprise me,”

“Insolent, yes, and not polite, but a
man for all that,”” she muttered. Then
to Lady Louise she said: ‘‘Order the
carriage, I want some air.
ericans are so wearing!”

Midnight was tolling from the big
towers. Queen Alicia sat in her private
chambers, reading. Outside she heard
the tramp, tramp, of the sentry. AS
the clock tolled out its last note, she
laid down the" book.

“fn four hours it will
she said reflectively. A sudden de-
cision came to her. She pulled the bell
cord, whici was answered instantly
by a Lady-in-Waiting.

“Send for the Officer of the Night,” |

she commanded, “and tell him to bring
Count Stephen at once.” Then she
added with care, “to the audlence
chamber.”

Flinging a wrap over her filmy
dressing gown, shé walked thoughtful-
ly along the silent hall of the palace
and down to the floor below. Entering
the audience chamber, now dark and
full of sprectres of the tawny night,
she turned on the lights herself and
told the sleepy attendant to leave her
alone. She had not long to wait. The
door of the main hall was opened and
Count Stephen stood before her.

“You are surprised, Count?”’ she ask-

| ed.

ever does
gazing

“Nothing, yout
he
quizzically at her.

‘That is well, Count,” was the smil-
ing rejoinder, ‘for then yon need never
lose your composure.” Suddenly she
dropped all banter and asked, “You
when the American struck the Duke
chen the American struck the Duke
Lordeval ?”

majesty,
answered,

“l was,” came Iin even tones trom;

the Count.

“Stephen, I eared for you once—and
I do not dislike you now.” She smiled
on him in the way that only Queen
Alicia. could smile on men.

“You do not like the Duke Lorde- |

val because—well, for several rea-

sons—but you are a gentleman and will !

not lie. I ask you, nay, command you,

as your Queen, to tell me why the Am-,

erican struck the Duke.”

Count Stephen appeared uneasy.

L #Your Majesty, I did not hear all that

‘“Are all Americans so stubborn—
when death stares them in the face?”
she asked, impatiently.

“I do not expect to die,” said the
American. “I have sent word to the
United States consul stationed here,
and he will make certain demands on
your State Department. I do not
think those demands will be ignored.”
He said this quite calmly,

“So you threaten us in our own pal-
ace,” said the Queen hotly. “By all
that’s holy you surely will be shot at
sunrise. Captain, take our prisoner
back and let our law take its course.”
She turned her back on the prisoner,
and gazed out of the window. As the
soldiers and American marched
across the court yard she cross-
ed te the window and looked out.
Her expression of resentment changed.

. was said,” he replied.

“Don’t try to tell me all—tell me
what you heard. Remember, I com-
mand you to speak.”

“Well, the Duke had been drinking
and he said some things about a woman
that no man who is favored and a gen-
tleman, would breathe. It was a fool-
ish story of conquest, and I would have
resented it myself, but the American
was ahead of me. His words, as he

sprang at the Duke were: ‘Duke or
no Duke, you're a blackguard.’ And
struck him full in the face. Then he

was arrested, and it all ends at sun-
rise, according to our law.”

“Who was the woman?”
Queen.

“I prefer not to answer,” was the
reply.

“Was the woman your Queen?” she
asked ,In a quick flash of anger.

¢1 cannot say—on my honor, I pre-

asked the

These Am- |

be sunrise,” .

fer not to answer, Your Majesty, ‘“‘said
the Count. Then as if making anew
an old vow, he said vehemently; “As
there’s a God in heaven, Alicia—I ask
| your pardon—Your Majesty, I would
! have run the Duke through myself if
| the American had not interferred.”

The Queen bowed her head for a mo-
ment and stood in deep thought.
she looked up there was pain or
humiliation in her eyes, and when
as she spoke again in her voice was
all the bitterness of the woman of her
kind, who at last learns the truth.
“So, sir,” she said, you are the foreign-
my country for defending the name of
the Queen, and Americans must be her
defenders. How droll!” and she laugh-
: ed, but there was naught of mirth in
her laugh. “Count,” she went on,
“why did you not come and.tell me
this and save the end that comes at
sunrise?”

Count Stephen flamed a fiery red.
“Your Majesty, please do not ask me
why I could not voluntarily speak to
you of the Duke ILordeval. I could
kill him, yes, but I could not in honor
complain of him to you Your Majesty.”
i “You are right, Count,” was the
thoughtful repiy. ‘“But now for action.
Please wait for me here. I will return
in five minutes. s

The Queen went back to her cham-
bers and returned in a few minutes,
covered from head to foot in a cloak
and its hood.

! “Count lead me to the tower where
' the American is imprisoned.”

They went silently, across the
grounds to the left wing, but not with-
|.out being challenged, in each case the
. Queen lifting her hood and showing
| her face.

‘It is not flattering, Count,” she
said with a shade of gravity in her
words, “that the guards do not show
surprise when they know what it is.”
The €ount wisely remained silent.

g ‘When they reached the prison tower,
! the Queen directed that they be taken
to the Ameriean's cell. When the door
was opened for their entrance, they
found the prisoner sitting on a stool,
smoking a cigarette and writing by the
light of a single candle. When he saw
a woman’s form he stood up, and wait-
The Queen threw

i ed for her to speak.
back her hood.
“Have you been making your will,
Sir American?” she asked.
| “I have,” said he, “been writing to
' my firm that I shall probably take
Saturday's steamer,” and he stamped
out the half-smoked cigarette. “I have
been waiting for a word from our con-
! sul. “I presume, sir,” he said, address-
ing Count Stephen, “that you have
come with the message I have been
expecting.”
| The Count looked askance at the
| Queen, who smiled.
| «Are all Americans like you?’ she
' asked, repeating her question of the
afternoon. “If so, I should like to
borrow a few for my household.” Thep
growing serious she said: “Sir, your
Consul has probably not even heard
of your arrest. We keep these things
to ourselves in our country. I have
heard of your reason for striking the
Duke. Tell me, what do you know
about Queen Alicia?”

“Only that she is a beautiful—one ‘of

he said, with boyish frankness and
looking into her eyes. ‘“Besides 1 saw

‘When |

the most beautiful I have ever seen,” i

you yesterday with your women in thé
poor quarter, giving aims.”’

The Queen shrugged her shoulders,
as she replied: “Even Alicia cannot
be a butterfly all the time.”

The American continued: ‘‘The point
is that you are a woman and your
name must not be bandled in public
drinking places. We do not like such
things in America, where every wo-
man has every man for a companion.

prisoner and then said, more soberly

for all this; and to show you that the
woman for whose fair name you risked
your life, also has a woman't heart,
I came here. Your Consul could not
reach you, certainly not in time, and
then there would be only an explana-
tion, untrue, perhaps, but well attest-
ed. Sir, believe me, had I not come,

last. “You see,” she said,
wistfully, as she had not done even in
childhood. “I am trying to make you
thank me as I have thanked you.”

“1 do thank you, Your Majesty,”
said the American with a warmth of
feeling which illuminated his clear-cut
features. “I did not think I was n
such a hole, But when may I g0?”

“Now,” sald the Queen, "and to-
morrow I will make out a Colonel’s
commission for you. We need more of
your kind in our army, sir.”

“1 appreclate the honor, Your Ma-
jesty would confer on me, but I must
sail on Saturday’s steamer,” he said.

“I am sorry,” said the Queen with
the deepest sincerity in her voice
“But, sir, ‘twould be but sorry free-
dom I offer you if you may not use it
in your own way. Go, sir, if you sO
will.” To the Count, she said: “I
charge you, Count Stephen, to give
free and an honorable conduct to this
gentleman across our border. Do it aa
you prize my friendship. I shall ask
you both to accompany me back to the
palace. ‘“Please follow,” and as she
passed out, followed by the two men,
she spoke a few words in a low voice
spoken until again they had reached
to the guard. Not another word was
the main entrance of the palace. There
the Queen, standing on the marble

taking .from her finger a ring, she
handed it to him, saying: ‘“Take this
sir, as a passport, and as a momento
of a woman who was grateful for hav-
ing met a true man.”’ Holding out
her hand, she added, tremulously, *'Go
now, and God bless you—and remems=

ber Alicia. Then to the Count, she
said: “Remember, Count - Stephen,
free and honorable conduct, as you

value my friendship. You may go.”
The Queen stood watching the two
tall figures fade away in the shadows
of the night, and as their forms disap-
* peared, she murmured, “Oh, for such
a man—always.”
| Then something seemed to strike the
| Queen with grim humor, for = she
smiled as she murmured, “Tomorrow
| there will be a wedding, and my dear
' Louise will be the Duchess of Lorde-
val,” and she laughed her musical
1 malicious laugh, as she passed through
| the great doors of the palace.
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NEW YEARS PRODIGAL

- By B C. Wickery

Star— A New Years No 1— Svl,

+THe Owego Women's Club regarded
#Herman Grant with a feeling akin to
gratitude.

For two years the Owego Women’s
Club had been searching futilely for
an Object. The executive committee
helq many star-chamber sessions to
discuss worthy Objects. Here was the
flower of Owego's feminine intellect,

- backed by the purses of Owego’s most

:+ variqus churches
: « Christian Association.

PO

prosperous husbands and fathers and
brothers, literally: going to waste,

The hospitals were ably managed by
and the Women's
They needed
funds, to be sure, but no more direc-
tors or patronesses, and what’s the use
of ‘givifig ‘more money when you want
to ald executive ability? The club
could ‘@ot form a cemetery association
because old Peter Dolger, who had
been sec¢tion of God’s acre for ten years
kept it in such good order that inter-
ference. would have been resented by
those who contributed to his salary.
The school children had organized
themselves into an active art club and
had covered the school walls with pic-
tures, tastefully framed. The Daught-
ers of the‘Amerlcan,gRevolutlon had
beautified .the one historic spot of
svhich the towr could boast. The Mas-
ons had erected a statute to the city’'s
one hero.

The executive committee was just

discussing the chances of maintaining®

& day nursery or- creche in a town
where husbands were So discouraging-
iy prosperous that very few women
had to toll for their children, when
young Mrs. Calflin, with a gleam of
triumph in her eye, rushed into the
ropm.

“Girls—I mean ‘Mrs, President — ) ¢
have found a worthy object for the
club’s  benefactions and interests.
There's a young man with a fine tenor
voice serving soda at Bradley’s drug
store. His mother 'is a widow with
thiree sons and he’s the youngest, soO
ghe is not absolutely dependent upon
him, and he might rival Caruso if we
sent him to New York or Berlin or
Milan or -somewhere to study.”

That night Herman Grant in his neat
blue 'serge made his appearance in
«Mrs. President’s’” parlor. He had not

“ peen forewarned. Perhaps the club was

‘planning to give an entertainment and
wanted him to sing. That would please
his mother very much.

The entire executive committee was
present, also Owego's leading music-
fans, Herman Grant sang through his
repertoire of college airs, church. solos
(He had long led the singing at a
church so unfashionable that the mem-
bers of the executive committee barely
knew of its existence) and a few pop-
ular songs. The leading musicians
nodded their heads and the president
of the club made a speech. Herman

uearly plucked the ,red and blue ribbon ;

aff his-straw hat during that speech.
He tried hard to follow the patronizing
tones of her-who-would-be-his-patron-
ess, but in the end he went home with
his mind in a jumble of such phrases
a8 “musical centers,” “Owego and the
guture Caruso.” and “the duty of the

' ¢lub to the community.”

The next night things were clearer.
. The evening paper had a column story
i on how the Women'’s Club had discov- |
! ered a phenomenal tenor in an humble
: drug clerk, whom they would educate
for grand opera to the everlasting
glory of Owego. At home he found his |
mother smiling proudly through tears.
Of course she would miss him, but thén |
she could not stand in his light. And
when he went back to the store, Mr.
Bradley asked him how soon his sue-
cessor had better come in,

Now, Herman Grant was not a stupid
young man, but never before had he
been the object of motions, amend-|
ments, and new by-laws, The awful |
truth never really sank into his mind |
until he found himself in the theatrical |
boarding house in New York, with & |
letter of credit and more new clothes
than he had ever owned at once before
in all his life. His last few weeks in
Owego had been one long nightmare of
receptions, teas and dinners, through
which there shone just one redeeming
ray of light—his mother smiling proud-
ly in her black silk frock, with the
cameo brooch and real lace collar
handed down by a maternal great-
grandmother.

Now, as he sat in the dim room on
a narrow court, with his trunk still
strapped and locked before him, his
umbrella—gift of an enthusias®#y cly.a
worker—and a neat Gladstone bag, ‘2
mere trifle from the program commit- |
tee,” lying on the bed, the awful tnnhi
flashed through his being. i

He—Herman Grant—able-bodied, aged !
. twenty-three, self-supporting since his |
“twentieth year—was actually dependent

upon women, and a lot of women who |
were not related to him, many of whom |
he had never seen! They were to pay
‘his board, give him music lessons, al-|
low him so much spending money (“to:
keep up appearances worthy of Owego’s
advanced feminine thought’), send him |
to the opera and the best concerts; and
pay for evening clothes to be made by |
a good tailor. And he had agreed to |
such an arrangement! {

He flung the bag one way and the:
umbrella another. !

His soul rose an-
grily against itsclf. His face flushed. |
Phen suddenly from across the court
came a voice, fresh, vibrant and tune-!
ful:

“The sweetest flower that blows
I give you as we part—"

Herman bent forward to listen, his
hands clasped about his knees. That
was a song his mother had sung, the
mother from whom he had inherited
his fine voice. The older singer’s voice
had been tender and reminiscent. This
younger voice thrilled and quivered
with life and hope and anticipation.
~Herman rose abruptly and began to
tinpack. He remembered vaguely how
his mother had always spoken of her
musical gift as a lovely memory, some-
thing beautiful in her past. Perhaps
she would like to see it live again in
him. Perhaps as a successful musician
he might bring her more hanniness than

as a mere maker of morey, for Her-
man Grant from childhood had been
recognized as possessing a good busi-
ness head. No lad ever worsted him
in a playground dicker. No person
ever beat him down a pehny during his
early clerkship in the drug store.

Yes, for the little mother’s sake he
would try as he had never tried before
—but he must work along his own
lines. He could not wait until success
smiled upon him to repay the women of
Owego. ' And so, while the self-satisfled
club members pratted of the future
glowing ahead of their ‘“Object,” that
young man was doing his best to un-
load the millstone of dependency.

The very next morning he made ar-
rangements'to take lessons from a fa-
mous teacher, and then he strolled to
the nearest newspaper office and in-
serted an advertisement for work as
substitute in a drug store. In the af-
ternoon he rented a piano for practice
purposes, per order the secretary of the
Owego Women’s Club, but that evening
he made the acquaintance of a man
who secured choir positions on a com-
mission basis. A week later he heard
his first opera, and the next Sunday h?
was singing in a choir for $5.00 per ser-
vice. He cultivated agents who sup-
plied clubs and private parties with
entertainers. By day he studied the
scores of grand operad. By night he
sang popular songs and gave imitations
of odd folk in his own town that made
sated people shriek with laughter.

{ He lived up to the letter of his con-

tract with the Owego Women’s Club,
taking his lessons regularly, rractising
faithfully, but never lost an  oppor-
tunity to turn an honest penny. Every
week he forwarded to the secretary of
the club a statement of his expendi-
tures and every Saturday night, or
more often it was in the early hours of

: Sunday, he set down figures in a small

red book which he carried in his vest
pocket. His one ambition was to
balance to the two sets of figures.
He was working much harder than
in the old days when he clerked in
Owego and there were times when
his limbs would have dragged and his
spirits lagzed if it had not been for the
fresh young voice acrcss the court. 3
sang exultantly in the morning and
sweetly at night. It cheered him)on to
work when he faced a new day and sent
him off to dreamless sleep when he
came home early enough to hear it at
all. Occasiopally he caught a glimpse
of its owner, or at least the girl he felt
quite sure must be Ats owner.
thick brown hair, parted in the middle,
and delicately moulded features. Her-
man wondered why she was so pale
when all the girl students he Kknew
were. ruddy from breathing exercises

She had |

i time drug clerk became the rage.

and long walkg. And, of course, she !

must be studying. @ It seemed to him
that every man or woman for blocks

around was studying for grand opera. |

Sometimes it almost frightened him to
think of the competition.

And the girl .

—if she was delicate and frail, what

chance did she have in the mad scram-
ble for recaguniticn?

One morning he watched her scatter
crumbs on the window ledge for the
sparrows. She looked across the court,
caught his eye, and instead of smiling
and nodding as did most of the young
people in that semi-Bohemian atmos-
phere, she instantly dropped the sash
curtains or barred muslin and dis-
appeared.

“Classy, isn't she?” grumbled Her-
man, as he slipped on his overcoat.
He had picked up quite a little Broad-
way slang by this time and felt that he
must employ it to relieve his sense of
defeat. Yet, when he met on the stairs
a girl with unnaturally reddish hair,
who patted his arm familiarly and told
him he looked “very fit,”” he was glad
that the girl with the brown hair and
eyes had droppad the curtain at sight
of him.

it all, he never quite lost his mental
and moral balance. In a vague, un-
real way, he understood that it was not
his voice, nor his ability to which he
owed his good fortune, but to a certain
whimsical fancy of women who could
make or unmake artists. Buf for how
long?

Already he had tasted the bitter fruit
of professional knowledge. ‘When his
high-priced instructor urged him on to
extra lessons, he could close his eye
and recall the experiences which sing-
ers, fresh from Europe, had detailed,
experiences fraught with great stuggle
and small_reward, of American men
who had studied for years only to be
set. aside by some gamin of the Italian
streets born with the golden- light of
his native land in his voice; of girls
who had starved themselves or beg-

Then something happened that made

Py

him forget all else, even the girl and
the sympathetic voice. An agent who
supplied talent for drawing room en-
tertainments booked him for a’ dinner
poudre. This involved wearing court
dress, from wig to silver buckled slip-
pers, but the fee was large enough to
cover the extra expense, and when
Herman stepped forward to sing, clad
in silver brocade with rhinestone but-
tons and lace ruffles, his fresh, boyish-
face beneath the white wig caught
more than one world-weary eye.

In certain drawing-rcoms the one-
He
meét here more than society dames and
debutantes, for he .sang in
with grand and light opera stars and

appeared in conjunction with footlight |
imita- |
tions or offered hits from popular plays. |

favorites who danced or gave

It was a far ery from the austere
mingling of studio

£ SLIRPED ON MIS DRESSING ROBE AND STOLE TO THE WINDOW. THE BROWN HEAD WAS BENT OVER A BOowL OF

company |

and business life |

VIOLETS.

l selves charged for the privilege of sing-
{ ing in a creditable company.
1 But in spite of this new view of his
|professlon, he yielded to the alllux‘c-
i ments of the moment. It was hard now
| to keep the balance bhetween his two
f.’\f'oounts, for while his private engage-
ments paid him better than ever, there
| were certain little expenses that never

found their way into the statement re~|

‘ﬂ’ived by . the secretary of Owego’s
| Women’s Club. With tuifles like vio-
ilets, hansoms and tea at Sherry’s, the
| Owego sponsors had nothing to do.

{ Sometimes when he was buying the
| violets, he caught himself wondering
| how his mother would enjoy a box .of
the flowers; and-then he would look at
| the stately Amerlcan bheauty roses and
think of the girl across the court whom
he no longer saw because he slept un-
til the very moment when he must
leave the house. It rather annoyed nim
that -his mother and the girl seemed to

gered their families only to ﬂndvthem-‘

he was doing rather foolish or extrav-

agant things. Of course, the girl would!

be. just. as foolish when her time came
—when she made her hit as he had.
And thus stood matters when New

Year's Eve fell upon New York, a

night of merry carnival among those
. with much money, a night akin to riot

with those who had little and used it
illy. Herman Grant had been invited
to welcome the New Year at the stu-
dio of a man whose genius built homes
of art by day and palaces of exotic
{_pleasures by night. Herman sat on-the
edge of polite Bohemia with a girl
who was to appear the next week in
grand opera. Watching the scene with
brooding eyes, she sat, her hands
clasped around her crossed knees.

“And those are they who make us
or unmake us,” she said bitterly.

Herman never knéw just how it hap-
pened, but as they saf, he read the
girl’s heart. Little by little the story
came to him, and looking at her cling-
ing velvet robe, her gleaming jewels,
her snow white, quivering arms, he
shivered.

“And what matters it,” she finished
abruptly, “though a woman see her
name in big type if she lose body and
soul?”

Herman made no reply. He, too, sat
staring moodily at the picture beyond
the damask draperies. A pretty girl
with the dew of her country lanes still
in her eyes, tried to rise, and then sat
down with a silly little laugh. When
she opened her eyes again Herman
realized, oddly, that the dew had dried
up.

“Have you heard that Terry Wilson
and his wife are on speaking terms
again?”’ cackled the voice of a thin,
sharp-featured old beau who was pass-
ing them with a willowy girl, whose
hair burned like a Dbronze aureole
around her carefully roughed face.

“Don’t tell! How horribly plebian of

them!” she laughed.

: Herman started. What if those

words had dropped from the lips of the
girl with the voice; if the demurely
parted brown hair should suddenly
take on a bronze tinge? He rose. So
did the girl in the clinging velvet
robes. :

“Ready to go? So am I. Can I drop
you anywhere on my way home?”

“No, thanks. I'll see you to' your car-
riage and then I guess I'll walk home.
T'd like to hear the Trinity Chimes,
but they say there is =guch a din—"

“Yes, there's very little of the real
and true left in this town,” said the
girl quietly as they crossed the room.

Herman did not answer. Mechanical-
ly he tucked her into her cab. Mechan-
ically he raised his hat and turned
away. She looked at him for a few sec-
onds.

“I don’t believe it §s too late,” she
murmured, chokingly, and then in her
| clear, penetrating soprano she called
!to the driver:
| “To the hotel.”

! It was 10 o’clock  the next morning
i when a window across the court was
| raised and the rich, mellow ¢ voice,

! which he bad beaw ieading, but through | stand side by side at mements when sang:—
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“The sweetest ﬂowe;‘ that grows

I give you as we part—"

It was the first song she had sung
| for him, his mother’s song. He slipped
on his dressing robe and stole to the
window, drawing aside the curtains in
just a mere slit. The brown head was
bent over a bowl of vielets. The slen-
der white fingers were picking out the
dead blooms and caressing the fresh-
er ones.

“Soon she will have so many violets
that she won’'t sort them over,”
thought, Herman bitterly.‘Violets, ros=
es, diamonds and gilks—and a chance
to sing a few weeks in the year for
whatever a manager is willing to pay
her—that’s the reward of years of
hard work. But you couldn’t make
her believe it. She is just like the
rest.”

You think it but a rose;

“Ah, me, it is my heart.”

The compelling tender voice trailed
off into silence, as the singer disap-
peared behind the sash curtains of
parred muslin. New Year's day had
dawned in almost Springlike tender-
ness, and the windows all around the
court were open,

Herman flung himself back on the
bed. New Year's c¢. Day of reck=-
oning, or resolutions and freshly turn=
ed leaves. How should he turn his?
The odor of violets came across the
court, but the memory of the moody
voice at his shoulder the night before
seemed to end straight through the
pathway of violet perfume. He saw
his talent, exaggerated by the zeal of
the Owego Women’s Club, suddenly
stand forth stark and naked in all its
smallness. . The future? Had he ’(he
‘courage to win out, and to win along
lines that he could ask an honest wo=
man to share with him?"’

“For you it is a rose,

For me it is my heart.”

He stepped to the window and jerke
ed the sash down with a violent
crash.

A faint tap at the door diverted his
attention. He flung it open savagely
and his face softened. Maggie, the
good-natured waitress, handed him a
telegram. :

“I ‘hought I'd just knock faint-like,
and if you weren’t awake I wouldn’t
wake you at all, and again I thought
it might be something you wanted to
know."

He tore open
smiled.

“Yes, Maggie, it {s something I want-
ed to know. My mother wires me @&
happy New Year.”

“Now wasn't that sweet of her.
Country folks mostly seem afraid of
them wires.”

She began tidying up his room.

“Shall I bring you up a mouthful of
toast and some stout coffee, M.
Grant? Sure, you look real fagged.”

«mhe fragrance it exhales,

Ah, it you only knew.’’

“Who is that young lady in the next
house?” he asked, as Maggie lingered,
making pretense of clearing up his
bureau. ;

l (Continued on page seven.)

the envelope and

and ®0,” he said, simply asa boy, "I\
struck the Duke. What else .ould I
do, sir,” he said, speaking to the
Count.

“The man is right, Stephen said.
| “That is the way of Americans.

The Queen looked earnestly at the

than was her wont: ‘Sir, I thank you '

the next sunrise would have been your
smiling,

stairway, turned to the American and |

e i
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