‘ho is playing the hero of a ro- |
nanee,”“ewid the land baron moadily
*I/confess be has excellent taste, |
ffough. Tbhe figure of a Juno. eyes
Ate stars on an August night. fentures [

/ groud as Diana, the volee of a siren—

’ ‘m a word. picture to yourself ypur
firest conquest, M. le Marquis, and |
you will have a worthy counterpart of
this rose of the wilderness.”

“My fairest conquest!” piped the
fistener. With lackluster eyes he re-
malned motionless, like a traveler in
the desert whbo gazes upon a mirnge.
*You bave described ber well. The
features of Diana! It was at a revival
of Yanbrugh's ‘Relapse’ 1 first met her.
Bréssed after the fashion of the Count-
a8 of Ossory. Who would not wor
ship before the figures of Leiy 7’

. He' tinlf closed his eyes, as though
o ATIRG - In-fancy- upon- the glosxy dra
peries and rosy flesh of those voluptn-
pus court beauties.

v *“Tbe woolng, begun in the wings, |
suded In an ivy covered villa, & retired |
pook, solitary walks by day. nightin- !

and moonshine by night. It was |

pleasing romance while it lasted, but
palls on one. Nature abhors same-

. The beart is like Mother Earth— |
over varying. I wearled of this sur-

Eeit of paradise and left bher!”

#A mere incident in an eventful life,” |
mﬁ companion thoughtfully.

“Yes, only an incident,” repeated the
“Op'y an incident.

3

P

1 bad |

of the actress brought it to mind.
1t had quite pasved away. it bad quite
awsy. Put the cards, M. Mau-

CHAPTER XVIII. .
meveral days after rebearsals
were over the strollers were
free to amuse themselves as
ey~ pl d. Their g8g
. _mont at the theater did not begin for
about a week, and meanwhile they
“managed to combine reereation with
labor in nearly equal proportions, As-
siduously they devoted themseives to
a round of drives and rambles through
~ pastures and woodland to Carrolton;
giong the shell road to Lake Pontchar
train: to Riloxi, the firstusettiement of
the French, and to the battle grounds
onee known as the plains of Chal
mette, where volunteer soldiers were
- pow encamped awaiting orders to go to
the front in the Mexieum eampaign,
For those who craved greater excite
r the three race coursés—~the Lou-
the Metairie and the Carrolton—
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phrasing peculiar to himself, from
even many of Bonaparte's dis- |
veterans were not above ae '
new technique and tempera-
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Shortly after the plagers’ arrival be
hes

tracting noted ren and women fro

ull over the south.  The botels wy

cérowded, the lodiing  Lonses b
whilé 'many of atize homes lios;
tably opened thelr doors to visiti:
friends. The afternocons found the ¢

almost deserted. The bartenders di
contentedln smoked in solfitude, the |
gion of waliters In the hotels and 1
sorts beculae reduced to a thinly scit

tered array, while even the street vend
ers had “folded thelr tents” and silen
ly stolen to the races. On one snch
memorable occasion most of the ms
bers of the Barnes company repaired
to the Metairfe.

Below the grand stand, brilliant with
color, strutted the dandles attending
to their bets: above, they plnyed a win.
wing or-losing gamy With “the Talr sex.
Intrigue and lovemaking were the or-
der of the hour, and these daughters
of the south beguiled time—and mor-
tals—in a heyday of pleasure. In that

mixed gatbering burly cefton plantere”

from the country rubbed elbows with
aristocratic ereoles, whose attire was
distinguishable by enormous ruffies and
Hght boots of cloth. The professional
follower of these events, the Impor-
tunate tout, also mingled with the
crowd, plainly in evidence by the pro
nounced character of his dress, the
size of his dlamond studs or cravat
pin and the massive dimensions of bis

| finger rings. No paltry, scrubby track
| eadger was this resplendent gentleman,

but a pleturesque rogue, with fmpu-
dence as pronounced as his jewels,
Surrounded by a bevy of admirers,
Susag, sprightly and sparkling, was an
example of that “frippery one of her
sex is made up with, a pasticcio of
gauzes, pins and ribbons that go to
compound that multifarious thing, a

foilowed the glances of Siraws ques

joners, and a pallor overspread his
Gark complexion s lonked 21 the
olyeet of chelr attention

“The strojijer!” Le exclaimed balf

audibly. “Her counterpart doesn’'t ex
Ist.”
[1e stepped back where he could see

Per more plainiy. In that sea of faces

her featmres alone shong before him
clearly, insistenily

“Do yop kuow her, Mr. Mauville?
asked the

riymester, observing that
stendfast glance

“Isnow her?””

repeated the land bar

on, stdrting. “Oh, I've seen Der act.”
Without definite purpose the patroon,

whs bad listened with scant attention

to the poet, bégan to move slowly to

ward the actress and at that moment
the eyes of the soldier. turning to the
saddling paddock, where the
were being led out. fell

horses

ipon the figure

drawing near. recognizing In him the
helr to the manor. Edward Mauville
Construing in his approach a deliberate

a flush of guick anger over
face, and he

intention
spread Saint-Prosper's

e

“You are blocking my way, monsicur.”

glanced at the girl by his side. But
her manner assured him she had not

| observed the land baron, for at that

well dressed woman.” Ever ready with |
u quiek rétort, ihe bestowed her fa- |

vors generously, to the evident discom-
fiture of a young efficer in her retinue
whom she had met several days before

and who ever since had coveted a full |

barvest of smiles, liking not a little
the first sample he had gathered. How.
ever, it was not Susan’s way to In
trust herseif fully to any oné. It was
all very interesting to play one agsinst
another, to intercept angry gleams, to

bold In check clashing suitors—this was |

exciting and diverting—but she exer-
care mnot to transgress those
bounds where she ceased to be mistress
of the situation. Perbaps ber limits
in coquetry were further set than most
women would have ventured to place
them, but without this temerity and
daring the pastime wonld have lost
its charm for her. She might play with
edged tools, but she alse knew how te
use them.
Near ber was seated Kate, indolent
as of yore, now watching her sister

| with an Indvigent, enigmatic expres

slon, anon permitting a scernful glance
to stray toward Adonis, whe, for bis
part, had eyes only for his companion,
a distinet change from country hol
dens, tavern demolselles and dainty
wenches with thelr rough bands and
rosy cheeks. This lady's bands were
like milk, her cheeks ivory, and Adonis
in bestowing bis attentions upon her
bad a twofold purpose—to return tit
for tat for Kate's flaunting ways and
to gratify his own ever fleeting fancy.

In & box, haif the length of the
grand stand removed, some distance
back and to the left of Susan's gay

| party, Constance, Mrs. Adams and the

soldier were also observers of ‘this
scede of animation,

Since the manager's successful flight
from the landiord and the constables
the reiations of the young girl and
Salut-Prosper /bad undergone little
change. At first, it s true, with the
memory of the wild ride to the river
tredh In Ber mind and the more or less
disturbiag recoliections of that strange,
dark niglit, a certain reticence bad

i the eother's.

marked her manner toward the soldler, |
but as time went by this touch of re- |

serve wore off and was succeeded by
her usual frankness or gayety. In ber

eyes appeared at % new thought- |

fuiness, but for no/louger period than
the quick passing/of a summer cleud
over a sunny meadow. This ha!f light of

brief conjecture 6r vague retrospection
only mellowed depths of her gaze,
and Barnes al noted and wondered,

But today partial shadows lay
under the black, shading Jashes. The

exhilara scene, the rapidly succeed-
ing ev | the turbulence and flutter
around , were caleulated to dispel

the meost pronounced abstraction. Be
neath & protecting parasol—for the sun-
light shot below tbe roof at the back
and touched that part of the grand
her

|

i

|
|
t
|
|
{

}
f
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cheeks, while her eyes shone with the |
gladbiésd of the moment. Many of the
dandles, regarding her with marked
persistency, asked who she was, and !
none knew until Anally Editor-Rhyme- |

Straws was appealed to. Straws, |

on all ‘matters, was able to!
i on. “Perhaps. however, you were only

satisfy his questioners.

*“She Is an actress.” sald Straws. “So
we'are told. - We shall find out next
week. She is & beauty. We can tell
that pew.”

Stznding near the rhymester, ltory;

writer and journalist was a tall young
man dressed in crecle fashion. He

SINERAL WAT TR,
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| echallenging Saint-Prosper's

s

moment she was looking In the oppo-
site direction, endeavoring to discover
Barnes or the eothers of the company
in the immense throng.

Murmuring some excuse to his uncon-
scious companion and cutting sbort the

wiry old lady's reminiscences af the.

first public trotting race in 1818, the
soldier left the box and, moving with
some difficuity through the crowd, met
Mauville in the alsle near the stair-
way. The latter's face expressed sur-
prise, not altogether of an agreeable
nature, at the encounter, but he imme-
diately regained his composure.

“Ab, M. Balot-Prosper,” he observed
easily, “l1 little thought to see you
here,”

“Nor I you!” sald the other bluntly.

The patroon gazed in seeming care-
lessness from the soldier to the young
girl. Baint-Prosper’s presence in New
Orleans ceuld be accounted for. He
had followed her from the Shadenge
valley across the continent. The drive
begun at the country inn, he looking
down from the dormer window to wit-
hess the start, had been a long one,
very different from his own brief
filght, with its wretched end. These
thoughts coursed rapidiy through the
Jand baron’s brain: her appearance re-
kindled the ashes of the past: the fire
in his breast @amed from his eyes, but
otherwise he made no display of feel-
ing. He glanced out upon the many
faces below them, bowing to one wom-
an and swmiling at another.

“Oh, I couldn’t stand a winter in the
north,” resumed the patroon, turning
once more to the soldier, “although
the barn burners promised to make it
warm for mel”

Offering no reply to this sally. Saint-
Prosper’s gaze continned to rest cold-
ly and expectantly upon the other.
Goaded by that arbitrary regard. an
implied barrier between him and the
young girl, the land baron sought to
press forward. His glittering eyes met
The glances they ex-
changed were like the thrust and parry
of swords. Without wishing to ad-
dress the actress, and thereby risk a
publie rebuff, it was nevertheless im-
possible for the hot blooded southern-
er to submit to peremptory restraint.
Who had made the soldier his task-
master? He read Salnt-Prosper’s pur
pose and was not slow to retaliate.

“If I am not mistaken, yonder is our
divinity of the lane.” sald the patroon
softly. “Permit me.” Apd he strove
to pass.

The soldier dld not move.

“You are blocking my way, mon-
sleur,” continued the other sharply.

“Not It it lies the other way.”

“This way or that way, how does it
concern you? rotorted the land baron.

“If you seek further to ancoy a lady
whom you have already sufficlently
wronged it is any man's concern.”

“Especlally If he has followed her
across the country.” sneered Mauville.
“Besides, since when have actresses
become so chary of their favors? In
his anger the land baron threw out in-
timations be would have challenged
from other lips.
become a boly convent ¥

“You stamped yourseif a scoundrel
some time ago.” said the soldier slow
Iy. 2% though welghing each word. “and
Bow show yourself a coward when you
malign a young girl without father,
brother”— .

“Or lover.” interrupted the land dar

travellng to see the country.”

“Have you anything further with
me? interjected Saint-Prosper curtly.

The patroon's bisod cotrsed. burn-
fag. through his velna The other's
contemptuons manaer stung Lim more
flercely tbam language, 3

“Yes." he said meaningly, his eyes
“Have
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“Has the stage then

you beea at Spedelia’s fencing rooms?

Are you in practice?

Saint-Prosper bhesitated a8 moment,
and the lap s face feil. Was I
possible the other would refuse to

t LUims? But be would not let bin
There were ways to . force,
and y the of the iar-
quis g to him, he surveyed the
soidler disguinfully.

“Gad, you must come of a famil

nes
off casily,
sud

words

cowards and traitors! But y

fight or—the public becomes arbiter™
And be half raised his arm threaten-
ingly.

The soldier’s tanned cheek was now
y

i some w

k s,

d darkening

With loweriug brows a:
glanc tbe land baron

“I 3 ' he sald at length,
with an effort. “that if [ killed you

would want to Lknow the rea

prople

son.”
The patroon leughed. “How/ solicit.

ous you are for her welfare and mine!

Do you then measure skill/ only by
incles? If so. | confess you would
stand a fajr cthano tching me.
Dt your address? The St. Charles, |
presume.”

The soldier nodded eurtly, and, bav-
ing acconrpil ose, Maurille
loud voices
in a frount box mear the right aisie at-
tracted genmeral attention from those
occupyiong that part of the grand stand.
Thes young officer who had accompa-

when

nied Susan _to ibe Iaces was angrily .

confronting a thickset man. the latest
reeruit to her corps of willlng captives.
The lad bad assumed the arduous tagk
of guurding the object of hiz fapncy
from all eomers simply because she

Lad becn kind. And why should she
not bave been? He was only a boy.
Sue was oid enough to be—well, an
adviser. When, after a brief but point-
ed altercation, be flung himself away
with a last reproachful look in the di-
rection of his enslaver. Susan looked

bhurt. That was her reward for being
nice to a child!

“A fractious young cub™ sald the
thickset man complacently.

“Well. 1 like cubs better than bears!™
retorted Susan polntedly,

Not long, bowever, could the Interest
of the spectators be diverted from the
amusement of. the day. and soon all
eyes were drawn once more to the
track, where the horses’ hoofs resound-
ed with exciting patter as they strug
gled toward the wire, urged by the
stimalating volces of the jockeys.

“How _did _you-enjoy it my -dear™
asked Barnes, suddenly reappearing at
Constance’s box. “A grand beat, that,
though 1 did bet on the wrong horse!
But don’t wait for us, Saint-Prosper.
Mrs. Adams and | will take our time
getting through the crowd. 1 will see
you at the botel, my dear,” he added
as the soidier and Constance moved
away with the desultory fag end of the
procession. On either side of the road
waved the mournful cypress, draped
by the boary tillandsia, and from the
somber depths of foliage came the
chirp of the tree crickets and the note
of the swamp owl. Falnt musle, in
measured rbythm, a foll to disconnect-
ed wood sound, was wafted from a
distant plantation.

“Wait.,” said Coustance.

He drew in the horses, and silently
they listened. Or was he listening?
Iis glance seemed bent so moodily,
almost, on space she concluded he was
not. She stole a sidelong look at him.

“A peany for your thouglits,” she
sald gayly.

He started. “1 was thinking bow
soon | might leave New Orleans.”

“Leave New Orleans!” she repeated
in surprise. “But | thought you intend-
ed stayiug here.  Why have you chang-
ed your mind ¥

Did he detect a subtle accent of re-
gret In ber veice? A deep flush mount-
ed to his brow. He bent over her sud-
denly, eagerly.

“Would It matter—If T went?

She drew back at the abruptness of
his words.

“How unfalr to answer one question
with another!” she said lightly.

A pause feil between them. Perhaps
sbe, too, feit the suddea repulse of her
own answer and tbe ensuing con-
straint. Perhaps some compunction
moved her to udd in a voice not entire-
Iy steady:

“And 50 you think—of going back to
France?”

“To France!™ bhe repeated quickly.
“No,” and stopped.

Looking up, a balf gnestioning light
fa her eyes took flight to his until
suddenly arrested by the bard, set ex-
pression of his features. Abruptly
chilled by she knew not what, her
lashes fell. The horses champed their
bits and tugzed at the reins, impatient
of the prolonged psuse,

“Let us go!” sbe said in a low, con-
strained voice.

“A thousand details pass through my
mind. reminiscences of her girihood,
ligbtening a lonesome life like glim-
merings of sunsliine in a seciuded
wood; memories of her mcther and the
old days when she played in my New
York theater, for Barnes, the stroller,
was once a metropolitan manager!
Her fame had preceded her. and every
admirer of bistrionic art eagerly await-
ed lLier arrival. Then this Incompara-
ble woman fell iil.

“‘You see? I have ruined you,' she
said sadly.

“‘I am bonored, madam,” was all |
could reply

“She placed her band softly on mine
and let Ler luminous eyfs rest on me.

*“ ‘Dear oid friend” she murmured.

“Then she closed her eyes, and |
thought she was sieeping. Some time
elapsed when she agaln opened them

1

“‘Death will break our contract, Mr.
Barnes,” she said softly
“] snuppose my hand trembled, for

she tightened her grasp and continued
firmly, ‘It is not so terrible. after all
or would not be, but for one thing.'

‘ ‘You will soon get well, madam.” ]
managed to stammer.

“*No. Do you ecare? It is pleasant
to havre one true. kind friend in the
worid—one who makes a woman be
lieve again in the mobility of buman
nature. My Jife Las been sad. as yon
know. [ should not regret giving it
up. Nor should 1 fear to die. My
¢hild—whbat / will ghe do?—poor. moth
eriess, fatheriess girl—all alone, all
alone? : y

“‘Madam: if T may—wiil you permit
me to care for her? If [ might regard
bher as my child!’

“How tightly she held-my band at
that! Her eyes seemed to biaze with

Lieavenly fire. But let me not dwell '

further upon the sad events that led to
the end of bher noble career. Some
thing of her life 1 had heard:; some
thing | surmised. Unbappy as a wom-
an, she was majestic as an actress
The fire of her volce struck every ear.
Its swweetness bad a charm never to be
forgotten.”

A knock at the door rudely dispelled
these memories. For a moment the
manager looked startled. as one sb
ruptly called back to his immediate
surroundings; then the pen fell from
bis hand, and be pushed the book from
him to the center of the table.

“Come in,” be sald.

The door opened, and Baint-Prosper
entered.

“Am T interrupting you?" asked the
soldler, glancing at the littered table.

“Not-at-all,” answered the manuager,
recovering bimself and settling back
in his chair. “Make yourself at home
You'll ind some cigars on the mantel,
or if you prefer your pipe there's a jar
of tobacco on the trunk. Do you find
it? 1 baven't bad time yet to bring
order out of chaos. r's trunks
are like a junk Kt._"p. with everything
from a needle to an anchor.”

Fiiling bis pipe from the receptacle
Indicated, which lay among old
tumes and wigs, the soldier seated him
self-near an open window *.at looked
out apon a baicouy. Through z .tor at
the far end of the balcony a light
streamed from a chandelier within.
playing upon the balustrade. Once the
figure of the young actress stepped for
& moment out upen the balcony. She
leaned upon the balustrade, looked
across the city, breathed the perfume
of the flowers and then quickly van
ished.

cos

To te Continued.
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At her words he turned. the harsh. |

ness dropping from his face like a dis-

carded mask, the lines of determina- |

tiop wavering.

*Let us go!™ she said again without
looking up.

He made no motion to obey until the

‘sound of a vehicle behind them seemed

to break the speil, and mechanically he
touched the borses with the whip.

CHAPTER XIX.
BOVE in bis room Barpes, with

plays and manuscrints scatter- |

ed around him. was engaged
; in writing (n his note and date
book, wherelhy autebiography, ledger

and jeurnal accounts and such miscels |

luneous matter mingled Indiscriminate
Iy. “Teday she said to me. 1 am go-
fng to the races with Mr Seint-Pros
per’ What did 1 say? *Yes' of course.
What can there te In common be
tweea Lear and Jullet? Naturally she
samethmes turas from ap old fellow
like me. Now, iIf she were only a slip
of a girl agalu, with her short frock,
her disorder of long ringiets, running
and rowviug— ¢
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STRAY THOUGHTS |

The Workingmaun’s Paper. !
told that the new Distriet |
bour Council rcpresents
sized workingmen., It woutl
Ip to the labor movement

ld persuade every mem- |
scribe for and read The Woek- |

ber t

Iy Toiler,
+ & |
Toronto the Good! !
The Queen City of the West must be |
more « next year of her réputation, |
whea cots $i0,000 to rub out the
dirty stains placed oa the bailot T
Last Lfn s day, people wﬂlp;op;in
to think we are not so very good in|
!

spite of oar good name.

® &

The New Library. |

The people of Toronto migh' be gen- !
ero8 eno.gh when the new library is
erécter] to rescrve the bascment for the |
wicked individuals who smoke, and if |
thre y lu pot"afford to give them the |
new papers and magazines why the old
ones would, do. {

|
|

a
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Which Will It Be?
The employ.r owns tae workshop, thei
employee makes the goods and the peoi
ple use them. ‘ihe emjployer has a!
right to ciose his workshop.
Las a right to refuse to work. |
hould mot the people have the right |
open workshops and employ the peo-
» and run the industry for the bemefit |

cople ]

Cradle to Grave. '
It does mot tuke the average man or |
woman longer thaa seventy years to |
travel from the cradle to tae grave, yeti
wiat a wise a le time the most of us/
have in g.tting food to eat, clothing |
to wear and a house to hive in. All this '
struggling and fighting just to make a |
H\'”‘g. !
A A {
MEN OF PRINCIPLE. !
If voters cast their ballots for prin-i
ciples instead of money, men of prinei- |
ples would be elected and then this fair |
city of Toronto would ba goverped by |
principles instead of being governed by
money. .
L 2
A Workingman..
Beravse a man’s a workingman,
Why the need to snecr?
Is it not through work alome
From death we can steer elear?

To live without the peed 87 work
Is a dream that -comes to all;

For the eurse on man did fall

Then if ‘through work we all do live,
And all were born to work,

And after that have lots of fun.
It Pumiles Me.
There is one thing that pussles me,
Anl I réally can't understani—
Why the privilege to work for daily oread
Belongs to another man.

If the people rule the Church
And our countyv and our school:
Why should not the workshop then

Be under the people’s rule?

* @
An Homest Man.
1 was told the other day that there is
a steady demand for all the books that

‘“Homest Abe,”” the people called him.
I wondéred if reople liked to read about
& man that was hosest, becsuse homest
people are so scarce these days.

g A, 0
Christianity.
If Christian prineiples. bave done so-
much for us in the chureh, in the country’
and the school, bow it is that*they wogld

not do to rua our faetories, workshops
and stoves by? g !

'

{are asked all the t.me to

If Its Right.

If it is right that the missiondry should
persuade heathems to forsake iaolatory,
wouldn’t he be employed just as well in
persuading men to forsake our old ‘cor-
rupt politieal economy for a Christian
economy 1 E

> &
A Privileged Class,

We have given all men the liberty to
control their lives; but that which sus-
tains life is controlled by a few privi-
leged people. Now what is the use of &
nation giving a man the pover to con-
trol his life, if another man coptrols
what supports it.

* &
Pleading for Work.

What a beautiful illustration of inde-
pendent manhsod, te ses a man erawling
up to his fellow-man to sell his labor at
bargain price so that he may have the
g)’lﬂlczo to earn bread and butter for

imself and family!
- @
R A Problem.

If it is mot right for a man to own
and control another man’s life, how can
we prove that it js right for any man
to own and control that by which an-

other man’s life is sustainedy

+ *
Men Are Funny.

_ We ars told that when we haye Social-

ism we will have no millionaires, yet we

lidnaire Socislists to-day.

* +
A Toiler’s Funeral.
In a little country graveyard
Among the snow-elad fields
A new gravé lay wide open,
'Twas but yesterday revealed.

And while I looked upon it
The bell began to toll,
As the hearse so slowly travelled
soil.

Towards the new-raised

And as I gazed and wondered,
A stranger came along. |

He told me that a father ¢
Was being buried by the/son, i

He told of the many mijes
He had brought him on the train,
To lay in the country churchyard,
Where his wife for years lain,
1

I looked up to God, my Father,
And agked Him to /bless the son,

For the kindness shown his father,
And the noble way ’twas done.

As I listaned to the service, 5
And heard the  pray, 1ﬁ
And commit fo s e
The one they loft to him that day.
My thought elimbed to heaven,
And Fiwondered ii:npwu thers—
Au‘.\ligmm

"of God’s sreat mere
passion beyond parc, %

As' I wandered out of the churelivard
And thought. of the solemn sight,
AlL heaven burst befors me
In a radiance most bright.

T thought of the final jhdgment,
Over which Christ witl ide:

It of the soul now before Him,
And T mid in Christ’s love [’ canfide,
85 ../ —Paul Liseoli.
Jan. 30th, 1004,
it e s e

Sometimes 7t iy diffeult to distin:uish
bétween contentment and laziness.
; +
In_ Harburg a dog is taxed aecording
to his size—a Jittle tav for a little dog,
and 9/big tax for m big dog.
* @

Xew Yeork. according to Dr. Parkhurst,

i% only seven weeks away from Hades. 4

Thé people can haplly mait.
*

Who couldn’t live ’i‘n palaces if by
bhad their hands in other pople’s pocket
books? All palaces are built with mopey
flched from -the common people.

{
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