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(Continued) | that be true, then has heaven been |ed!”
“It is a roval task you have realized for me! You are not! CHAPTER XIII
given me,” he answered, smiling, |afraid to trust so young a love?! When Marka told her mistress
and easting on her that searching | You do not ask for any test? I !that Gretch was waiting, she on-
look which she remembered know my love, but how can you? |1 told the truth. She was in the
well. She would not  brook How ean you ¢” act of running to answer the
look, however. and let  her Then she spoke, though it seém- ! violent summons of her mistress
droop before his. ed to her that her tongue would {when she heard her name called
“If you feel equal to it. I am |not aet. from behind her in the voice of
, glad,” she said. “for I would like; “Why should you doubt, Loris? |Gretch; hence she knew that
| to be taken out of myself.” What can I say? I give myself up |Gretch was in the house. He had
“May 1 sing to yout” to you, and you ask me if it be!not been there up to that time,
“Yes.” true.” however, and she only knew
“Do youn insist upon the ficrce! *“But you give yourself so | from having heard his voice that
and stirring ~ort ¢ strangely. You are so unlike you |he was there.
“No, anxthing vou like.” |\\'(‘ro vesterday. I seem to see an-| Gretch had arrived late. H“
He went to the piano, and af- other wonun. I maust doubt m.\‘;h“_‘j spent so '"“_"h ‘.i"‘(’ O¥CF his
ter a preinde that told her the |own senses when you say vou love 'toilet .a novelty in his_experience,
nature of the melody. he ecom-|me. I told you that I love you asthat he had failed to appear at
menced a long f.,,.‘._.“;}.." love bal-|an act of madness; you permit it, {the time when it was usual for

80
the

exes |

She eould do nothing but Taugh.
and had he but known it, he kad
made greater strides into her af-
fections during those minutes that
she believed him to be mimicking
the major-domo, than durigg the
whole of his intercourse with her.
Alas! for him, he did not know it.
Suddenly Marka bethought her of
the telegram.
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Kind You Have
“Good gracious, Greteh! Take
| those absurd things off. No, don’t ways Boughl,- i
wait for that. 1f you will play ;
the fool, you must take the eon-
sequences. Here is a telegram. 1
don’t know whats in it,” which
was true, for she had forgotten to
read it, “but it must go at once.
You made me forget it with your
tomfoolery. Now, don’t stop, but
hurry away. Any other time I
would take you to ‘the princess,
and let her have a good laugh;
but she is in no mood for it now.
Go, go, go!” and she took him by
the shoulder, and thrust him out
of the room, placing the telegram
in his hand as she did so.

lad of the pexsaut fuik. which she and tell me you love me. 1t seems ;Ml" “_* be "l“‘“’-. ’
had ot Sl <o unreal.’ { A little time, indeed, had lxw.n;
<hild. “And vet.” she answered, with |Wasted at the entrance, for it [que.

It was a pathetic  thing, and |an olfort to sniile. !li.r.ﬂz Lronsiderable proof to mn-! ‘(}n"t(-h was ecstatic. She knew
presently <he found the tears ﬁn.ln[ tell vou it is real. For the | vince Il'm porter that he was ac- iln.s voic: \‘.'lu-n she coul not recog:
ing her eves. and she would have ! proof my hands rest ynmll‘\' the Gretch of yesterday. nize him in any other way. Might

dashed them away angrily as| AQS
not befitting the mood she should
be in, when it occurred to her that
it was quite in keeping with what
she should appear to

sinee she wus a

in yvours.”
He looked up at her for a mo- |

ment, studving her face, which

'was so unlike the child-like face of | All that remained of Gretch in

{vesterday. Then he loosed one 'appearance was his little red eyes. ika ¢ Then to whom doss the vojee

] ¥ around jand he had no idea of puimi_n;_'z belong ¢7

{them out in corroboration of his| “Mon Dieu!"” Marka preferred

“This is more real.” he said. {cluim to be himself, for the rea- [the French for expressions of that

He bent over her, and pressed a |son that he was not aware that [sort. “Can it be Gretch ¢”

ikiss on her brow—he did not dare x they were in any way peculiar. |

and in consequence entitled to ad- [it not be that
Ve
impressi

e had nore

on thaa he had believed ?
*You know my voice thea, Mar-

{mittance. ‘

him, and
with a fecling of shame she  let her waist.
them ‘staud that he might  turn |
and see them there. i

And when he had eecaszed he did

jhand, and stole his arm

tainly she should, for it was uni- (hi

His putting the telegram into |
s pocket was a purely mechani-
cal action, for he was not really
aware of what he was doing, ex-
cepting that he was rushing out of
ithe presence of the woman who
thad heaped aceumulated anguish
on his soul.
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| He was ridieulous to her; he!
'had made her laugh; had |

{wished to take him to her mistress
to make her laugh.

she

| Ridicule is a shaft that

SONIC- | ===

—

jtimes makes a mortal hurt. Gretch ';m_v language but Russian—Dbut |that she would make a pretense

turn, and saw her in the act of

wiping away the tears his =ong |

had ean<cd 1o fill her eves,
She had no thonght at
moment of looking seduetive

that
1o
looked

He turned again hastily

him, but never had  she
more so.
to the piano. and began to
lightly on it. - Then. of a sudden.
he turned. and if she had
Inokill;; she would have seen that
his face was pallid.

“Something is wrong with vou !

hu]:!_\'. pl'ill&'1-~.~.

play |

heen ‘

to kiss her lips.

“Now I know you are mine,” he
e

[said.

“Yes, T am vours.™ she answered. | was by that the porter recognized !

for
moments after this, but at last he
asked :

“Something troubled yvou.

They sat in silence some

Wil

vou tell me now what it was?”
“Must J2°

i *No, it is not must; but I wish

vou would.™

*It was‘unwomanly. perhaps:

[ “Ah, ha!” said Gretch, delight- |had not-comprehended  the  atti- |he did swear in Russian.

- . - | ] .

But there was in  his voice—a ’“”‘\.‘ and he made a pretense of {tude of Marka—her mental atti-|  The man he ran into was
{deep bass, with a rolling, guttural twisting his_mustache as he ‘had |tude, that is. Her physical atti-|glas Lasinsky.

Nich-

ith(‘n of indifference. He had no
!excuse for calling on her, bue he
|knew where to find her, and he

Egrnwl running through it—and it | ceen Monsieur Paul do.™

{him at last.
!
 the gayly appointed stranger was
lindeed Greteh than he burst into
a great gutfaw, for it occurred to
{his rude mind that there was in
than a merry
bit of masquerade. When Gretch
‘loruu;:hl him a clap alongside the

{hand nothing less

I cannot know ;but [ feared and hoped that you |head that stretched him out on the

what it i<, but you are so different ;\\'nll]il do what yvou did do—tell ifloor he understood that, what-

from what you were vesterday.

that I—I1—"" he stopped.

”

fme you loved me.
He looked up expeeting to see

lever it might be; it was not a

laughing matter, and he put on a

. H | : 23 . P . 3
She bad thrown herself back in {the frank look of yesterday on her |very serious face, indeed.

hier chair. =obbing like a child. It
was involuntary. It was not act-
ing—=he could not have acted at
that moment.
could not have told herself.

Had she been acting, however,
she could have done nothing bet-
ter to effcet her purpose, for at
the sight of her distress he sprang
from his chair, and was by ler
=ide.

“What is it?" he eried.
me.

“Tell
1 cannot see you so. I shall
go mad. My God. T know this is
no time; but to sce vou in
distress!  Fedora, tell
troubles vou.

such
what
I love you, Fedora
—Ilove vou with the madness that
knows nothing of time.

me

I have
Can I do noth-
look at

loved yvou forever.,
ing? Fedora, Fedora,
we!”

She had not drawn away from
him, she had not recoiled as he
had half-expected to see her; but
her tears no longer flowed. The
thought had come to her in the
midst of them that the time for
which she had striven had come.
and the thought bad dried the
1ears.

She lifted her face and locked
at him—she forced herself to it.

“Fedora.” he said in a half-
whisper, “you look at me, and do
not draw away, vou hear me, and
do not utter a word of rebuke. Am
Tmad? Did you hear me say that
I loved you? 1. who have knowr
you one day. two days, I know not
how long? Did yon understand
.me, and do you let me hold vour
hands still 2"

“T heard, I understand,” she
said, in a low voice. “You hold
my hands, 1 know that.”

“But, merciful God, is it, can
it be true, that you love me ¢’

“But you say that you love me."”

“T—I—that is different. T love
you, ves; Why,
must be mad! T may hold these
hands? They are mine ?”

She nooded her head, but there
held
pressing
-something in  the
pallor of her face, the listlessness
of her hands which he held in his
firm grasp.

“You do understand me?” he
urged, piteously. “Don’t lead me
on to hope only to hurl me back to
despair. You let me love you?
You—you love me? My God! if

I worship you.

was still something which
him for a moment from
his advantage

Why she eried she |

He

know

{face, but it was not there.
| was puzzled. and did not
! Suddenly.

| “Do vou remember your story
of vesterday ?”

There was a gleam in her eye
now,

HYen)

*Will you hear mine to-day? T
jowe it to vou now. I could not
tell it before. It is not a pleas-
ant story to tell.”
| “If yon are ready to tell it T
{will be glad to hear it,” she an-
swered, her heart beating with
dull thuds.

“Let me begin by asking
{vou have not wondered why
live in Paris ?”

Yes, 1 have.”

“I live here because it would
be unsafe to live in Russia. Did
vou ever hear of Vladimir Bor-
off 1 ;

“My God, yes,” and in spite
of herself-trol she started from
his arms, and turned upon- him
with a look of horror.

“I left Russia because I killed

him.”

what to say.

|

if

“It was you, then?’ she cried,
with such a mingling of possian
that he could recognize none of
them.

“Yes, but wait.”

“No, no,” she exclaimed wild-
ly, a horfible fear on her now
that she would again have to en-
dure his cmbrace. . “Not any
more “tonight.  I—I could not
stand it. Don’t you sec that I
am ill? My God! Go now! No,
no, don’t kiss me. Not tonight.
Come again. . For God's sake
leave me! Tet me go!” and
without waiting for him to go
she fled from the room.

She was no longer mistress of
herself ; but she ran like a mad
woman to her chamber, and
snatched wp pen and paper, and
wrote :

“It was Loris Ipanoff.”

This she signed with her name
and addressed to General Boroff.
Not waiting even for an envelope
she rang for Marka so violently
that the girl came to her
fright. ;

“Give this to Greteh, and tell
him to send it without
ment’s delay.’

When the girl, was gone
stood up, and wailed :

“Vladimir, you will be aveng-

i

in a

a ¢y mo

she

Il

|
|

I But this was a mere episode,

and did not_trouble Gretch, over-
only a
porter, and not to be expected to
enter into the njceties of a change
of this sort.

{much, for the man

1

was

|  None of the other servants re-
|cognized him, and Gretch did not
{muke himself known to them,
though it gratified him to observe
|that they all regarded him with
lextreme curosity as he made his
{way through the rooms with an
luir of knowing perfectly well
{where he would find Marka at this
[time, and he went directly to that
| place. She did not see him coming,
because at that moment she was
hurrying to her mistress.
“Marka! Marka!” he had called
out; but as we kuow she had not
{stopped.

But it was not long before he
saw her returning. She was com-
ing so quickly that he half won-
dered if it could be that she had
seen him, and was anxious to have
another look at him.

He disposed himself in as near-
ly as possible the, manner of Mon-
sicur Paul, when seated, and wait-
od with a smile for her to recogni-
ze him. But that is what she did
not do. It is only the eyes of love
that penetrate ull disguises.

She hastened up to him with
the telegram her mistress had
written in her hand, and was about
to address him, then she looked at
him, smiled graciously, murmurea
something to the effect of mistake
hastening on again, when he ex-
claimed :

“And for whom are you look-
ing, Marka ¢”

Then did she whirl about and
stare at him like one who is under
a spell. It was a veritable triumph
for Gretch, and he smiled between
his waxed mustache and his im-
pexiul, just as he had done before
the mirror. Marka gave a little
[jump at sight of the smile, but
frhm'e was no light of recogmition
lin her eyes.

“I beg your pardon,’
“T thought you spoke.”

“And so I did, Marka,’ ecried
Greteh, joyously. “Do you not
know me ¢"

Marka stared and stared again,
and the more she stared the more
he smiled his ferocious smile.

“I should know that voice,”
said Marka, doubtfully, and cer-

]

she said;

But no socner was he sure that

|twist it. He had not the courage to
ireally touch it with his fingers.

“*Speak to me'” Marka,
zaping at him.

\

|
\

|

|
i

|

|

{and he was doubtful.

“Do 1 dream ¢” cried Marka.

*Ho, ho!™ laughed Greteh, and
he used both hands  to twist  his
|mustache. That is he appeared to

said

Then ke rose from his seat, and
he had
scen Monsieur Paul do, thrust one
fuot out in the manner of the same
wmodel, and bowed at nearly as
wight be after the style of the
paragon. Of course he fell short
of the original, as any mere foreig-
uer must have done ; but the imita-
tion was good enough for Marka
to recognize.

pulled his coat down as

Then she gaped a moment long-
er, put the knuckles of her hands

{against her hips, bent forward a

little bit, opened her red lips till
every shining tooth was displayed
and laugher till the tears rolled
over her round cheeks.

This was not what he expected,
He shift-
ed from one foot to the other, pufi-
ed out his cheecks, and snatched at
his waxed ends. This was an im-
itation of nobody buti t was so like
what she had seen Monsicur Paul
do upon an occasion when he was
vexed, that Marka doubled herself
up fn paroxysms of mirth. She
thpught she had done an injustice
toGreteh, that he was a merrier
fellow than she had imagined, and
that he wak taking this excruciat-
ing method of showing her what
an absurd little chap Monsieur
Paul in truth was.

“Mon Dieu ! mon Dieu! you will
kill me, Gretech. I will
you everything for this. T never
realized what a little monkey
Monsieur Paul was till now. You
are so absurd, so ridiculous! 1
never would have believed you
could be so funny. Oh, mon
Dieu!” and she went off into an-
|other peal of laughter.

A thing may be pretty, betwitch-
ing, or otherwise, according to
your point of view. Anybody else
than Gretch must have thought
Marka, as she stood there, con-
vulsed with ‘mirth, a very attrac-
tive picture. Gretch had a point
of view peculiar to himself, and
Marka had never looked less at-
tractive to him than then.

He blew his lips till.they ac-
tually seemed to flutter, and pull-
ed his waxed ends in real earnest
turning one up, and the other
down, and making Marka scream
again.

“Funny, ridiculous!”
| Gretch, away down in his threat.

“Stop, I tell you, Gretch! I
can stand no more. Who would
have believed you could play the
fool so well!” _

“Brr-r-!"” roared Gretéh, with
a frightful Russian bath,

But Marka would not take him
in earnest no matter what he did.

forgive

eried |

{tude -was “all he could think of.!
She had held her sides with langh-
ing at him. He had gone to  her

Nicholas Lasinsky was a man |[sought her, trusting to. his ad-
who would have gone out-of his dress to arouse her curiosity and
! jway at any time to injure Loris ;secure her help afterward.
to fascinate her, and she had] Ipanoff. At the partienlar mo-| He knew she drove her ponies
laughed. Telegram  and CVery-ent that Greteh swore the Rus- jon the Bois every afternoon, and

thing (:lsp was forgotten, swallow-| o = o0 Lasinsky was literally |held a sort of open air reception.
ed up in that one thought. Laugh-

ed at, scorned.
{ He rushed out

aching to find some way of injur- {He betook himself therefore to
{the Bois, and loitered along in the
Nevertheless, at the apparition |hope of catching the countess at
for

ing Loris Ipanoff.

llf

variety

the  Louse.
" of “"“i"“_ of a Frenchman swearing Russian. |an opportune
mnhs.m the mere wantonness of [po g0 careful | coup.
despair; growling them into  the [ g 1v of him. Then he looked up| The opporrunity came to him
air, and then smiting them with lat ‘l’l(‘ front of the palace—it was lus it is said nl\\'a.\'s to do to him
his clenched sts. He saw ""‘lu palace—and a sarcastic smile | who waits. The: was
body, ""_'l'i""" and that i_‘ “'l.'y curled his lip. {drawn up at one side, chatting
he ran his nose, as the saying is, gayly, as her fashion was, &
number of gentlemen. He saun-
tered up, and entered into the
conversation, - thing always easy
for him to do, and presently was
He
that
sort so well, having. by long prac-
itice, learned how to push himself
{through a circle of courteous peo-
Iple.

She smiled at him not because

swearing a

moment his

made a

countess

into the face of a man coming |
'around the corner.

A Russian oath of undsual in-|
{tensity was his only apology, and |

he to
muttered, amd thought no more of |

the ineident.

“A transformed Russian,”

There wis no reason
should the

Just where he ]
‘ . . thought, but he might have dwel
{was on to he did not know. His| p ;

on it a little longer had he

"brain was in a whirl, and he sim- |
ply went on and on.

‘ Under such circumstances as
jwere acting upon him. men do
‘ things.

why
matter

he
any
¢ |at the elbow of the countess.
¢ | knew how to do a thing of

{he was on again. give
no
seen something which drove every
!other thought out of his head.
Loris Ipanoff, hardly less disturb-
{ed in appearapce than  Gretch,
hurried out of the palace, brush- | : .
ing by Lasinsky in his preoecu- ‘r.»h(’ hkvn‘l him, lm.t because she en-
‘pnlinn. without noticing him. . jJoyed his sarcastic temper , and
| Jshv knew she could depend upon
him' to display it. He followed
the drift of the conversation for a
while, and then gradually turned
it into the channel that suited
lhim.

“I have seen no six-in-hand this
afternoon,” he said in answer to
some question by one of the gen-
tlemen.

jsingular Some men
| would have rushed to the nearest
{river side. and plunged in with
|suicidal intent. A thorough go-
‘i“’_, Frenchman. such as Greteh | Him Lasinsky followed with an
{looked to be, wonld have gone "'iﬂ.“ look until he was out ol
the top of some monumental col-
umn, and made an unpleasant| “He was here yesterday. and
mess of himself on the pavement he was here today,” muttered lie.
below. | b

Greteh, without reason, with- | knowing Loris had been with Fe
out volition, guided, no doubt, by ; dora the day before. Now he
his Russian instinet, went on and jwas furious. Lasinsky had mapk-
on, until he came to a cafe. There jed Fedora for his own. Shéfwas
he turned aside, and sought a se-|all that any man could desire, and
cluded spot, and ordered brandy, |was particularly what he desired.
{brandy, brandy. !She was rich. And Ipanoff, who

Water might do for some, but ,posed for a eynie. had, with his
brandy alone could drown his sor-!customary ease, found the open
row, and drowned it must be. If |sesame to the presence of the prin-
|lw had really been a  Frenchman [cess at once and as often as he
{the garcon would have detected |cared to go.
his pertubation by the wildness of |

sight.
i

Lasinsky had been very angry,

dis-
the
the

The remark led at once to a
cussion of Fedora, in which
gentlemen in deference to
woman present did not show too
much enthusiasm until they dis-
covered that the countess equaled
any of them in her admiration for
the beautiful princess.

“The most beautiful woman I
Lasinsky ever saw, ’ said the countess, “and
his manners, but being a Russian, [and acute, but that was his only las good and witty as she is beau-
Gretch gave no outward sign, of [cquipment for rascality. He had ilifu]. A wonderful combination!
his inward condition that wuas the will, however, and the tlm-u-r-:.\lL what a prize for some one!”
comprehensible to a Frenchman.  fmination, and he set about ll')'illgl “But she is a widow,” waid

He asked for brandy and bran- {with renewed encrgy to  discover | Lasinsky, “and it will require
dy, but his manner was stony, and {some means of injuring
they gave it to him. If he drank fand of preventing him from earry- “Well,” retorted Olga, “it is
such quantities as no Frenchman ing off the prize. { your opportunity then, for you
ever did they could but stare. Re-|  He was a small  villain,  and lgre as artful as any one I know.”
fuse him they could not, for the his resonrces were not great. Hel It was rathera sharp thrust,
more he drank the more dignified |could think of nothing hevioe  to gnd Lasinsky winced under the
he became, and how should they 'do, but it did occur to him that a !subdued laughter of the men. Las-
suspect that his dignity was but l\\'nnmn\- mind is  proverbially Hinsky’s income from fixed sources
the monument which rose over his (keener in such  matters  than  a| i
drowned sorrow { lmun's and that deeided  him to 'obliged to eke it out in ways thrt

Fedora luy mummb in her cham- {make common with the| men with larger incomes were
ber with a tragic shock. heriCountess Olga, whom he knew to 'imclined to look askance at. Laugh-
thoughts following the he infatuated with Tpanoff,
she had sent over the If she could be comvineed
Petershurg.

was  conscienceless

Ipanoff | great art to eapture her.”

a4 iwas not a large one, and he was

cilse

Hessa {ter, which is subdued, usually hes
a meaning hidden under it. Olga
icould be mereiless with some men.
| Lasinsky was one of them, and
|she was no better disposed. toward
him that she had noticed that he
‘resented her liking for Ipanoff.
| *“Ah, well,” answered he, with
jan assumption of frankness “I do
not deny that I would make a

wires to St that
Fedora was on the point of taking
ITpanoff from her, what would be

more natural than for her to use

Greteh sat munb with hrandy.

l

{the message, tumbled out of
|

his

pocket by a groping hand, lying on ‘her keen wit to ereate a division
ithe floor of the eafe, unheeded by between the two.
It will

Lasingky had heen

[him and by the garcon who had | that
‘hilu in charge. | cognizant  of
| (CHAPTER X1V [the impression made by Fedora

When Greteh rushed away from [on the night of her debut at  the (vigorous effort if it were worth
[ Marka he ran into o man,  and [ Countess Olga’s salon, !\.‘hih.. but T faney one more artfs'

swore a Russian oath, If he had | He was too enuning to gq tolthan T has aiready made an im-

be  vemembered

sworn in French, if he had not {the conntess. and bluntly state his pression. ’
sworn at all, if he had sworn in errand, (To be ccntinued)

for it was quite certain




