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TheKingin Yelow

By Robert W. Chambers

Editor's Note:

TheKingin Yelow isa peculiar collection of semi-
related short stories, the most famous of which have
acquired the status of minor horror classicsamong
aficionados of the form. For that reason, Litrix has
placed TheKingin Yelow initshorror section. The
first six storiesdeal to a varying degree with a common
thread of a mysterious evil book, one glance at which is
enough to induce madness and death. Thelatter stories
aremoreor lessrealistic romances set among young
Bohemian artistsin Paris'sLatin Quarter, athread that
runsthrough several of the horror talesaswell. Despite
itsfame among horror buffs, the book has seldom seen
print in the past few decades, and even used editionsare
hard to come by. We believe thisto bethefirst timethe
full electronic text of TheKingin Yelow has appeared
anywhere on the Internet, and we are proud to be able
to provideit to interested readers.

Robert Raven, contributing editor

" Along the shorethe cloud waves breaks, The twin suns
sink behind thelake, The shadows lengthen

In Carcosa.

Strangeisthe night where black starsrise, And strange
moons circle through the skies, But stranger still is

L ost Car cosa.

Songsthat the Hyades shall sing, Whereflap thetatters
of theKing, Must dieunheard in ........cccooovevvrienienennnn.
Dim Car cosa.

Song of my soul, my voiceisdead, Diethou, unsung, as
tearsunshed Shall dry and diein .......ccccceeeveeveecieenee
Lost Carcosa."

Cassilda’'s Songin TheKingin Yellow. Act |. Scene 2.
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THE REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS

Neraillons paslesfous; leur folie dure pluslongtemps
guelandtre... Voilatoute la differénce.

TOWARD THE END of theyear 1920 the Gover nment
of the United States had practically completed the
programme, adopted during the last months of
President Winthrop'sadministration. The country was
appar ently tranquil. Everybody knows how the Tariff
and Labor questionswer e settled. The war with
Germany, incident on that country's seizure of the
Samoan | slands, had left no visible scars upon the
republic, and the temporary occupation of Norfolk by
theinvading army had been forgotten in the joy over
repeated naval victories and the subsequent ridiculous
plight of General Von Gartenlaube sforcesin the State
of New Jersey. The Cuban and Hawaiian investments
had paid one hundred per cent. and theterritory of
Samoa was well worth its cost asa coaling station. The
country wasin a superb state of defence. Every coast
city had been supplied with land fortifications; the
army under the parental eye of the General Staff,
organized according to the Prussian system, had been
increased to 300,000 men with aterritorial reserveof a
million; and six magnificent squadrons of cruisersand
battle-ships patrolled the six stations of the navigable
seas, leaving a steam reserve amply fitted to control
home waters. The gentlemen from the West had at least
been constrained to acknowledge that a college for the
training of diplomatswas as necessary aslaw schools
arefor thetraining of barristers. Consequently we were
no longer represented abroad by incompetent patriots.
The nation was prosper ous. Chicago, for a moment
paralyzed after a second great fire, had risen from it
ruins, whiteand imperial, and more beautiful than the
white city which had been built for its plaything in 1893.
Everywhere good ar chitecture wasreplacing bad and
even in New York, asudden craving for decency had
swept away a great portion of the existing horrors.
Streets had been widened, properly paved and lighted,
trees had been planted, squareslaid out, elevated



structures demolished and underground roads built to
replace them. The new government buildings and
barrackswerefinebits of architecture, and thelong
system of stone quays which completely surrounded the
island had been turned into parkswhich proved a
godsend to the population. The subsidizing of the state
theatre and state opera brought itsown reward. The
United States National Academy of Design was much
like European institutions of the same kind. Nobody
envied the Secretary of Fine Arts, either his cabinet
position or hisportfolio. The Secretary of Forestry and
Game Preservation had a much easier time, thanksto
the new system of National M ounted Police. We had
profited well by the latest treatieswith France and
England; the exclusion of foreign born Jewsasa
measur e of nation self-preservation, the settlement of
the new independent negro state of Suanee, the
checking of immigration, the new laws concerning
naturalization, and the gradual centralization of power
in the executive all contributed to national calm and
prosperity. When the Gover nment solved the Indian
problem and squadrons of Indian cavalry scoutsin
native costume wer e substituted for the pitiable
organizationstacked on to thetail of skeletonized
regiments by aformer Secretary of War, the nation
drew along sigh of relief. When, after the colossal
Congress of Religions, bigotry and intolerance were laid
in their graves and kindness and charity began to draw
warring sectstogether, many thought the millennium
had arrived, at least in the new world, which after all is
aworld by itself.

But self-preservation isthefirst law, and the United
States had to look on in helpless sorrow as Ger many,
Italy, Spain and Belgium writhed in the throes of
Anar chy, while Russia, watching from the Caucasus,
stooped and bound them one by one.

In the city of New York the summer of 1899 was
signalized by the dismantling of the Elevated Railr oads.
The summer of 1900 will live in the memories of New
York peoplefor many a cycle; the Dodge Statue was
removed in that year. In the following winter began that
agitation for therepeal of the laws prohibiting suicide
which boreitsfinal fruit in the month of April, 1920,



when thefirst Gover nment Lethal Chamber was
opened on Washington Square.

| had walked down that day from Dr. Archer's house on
Madison Avenue, wherel had been asa mereformality.
Ever sincethat fall from my horse, four yearsbefore, |
had been troubled at timeswith painsin the back of my
head and neck, but now for monthsthey had been
absent, and the doctor sent me away that day saying
there was nothing moreto be cured in me. It was hardly
worth hisfeeto betold that; | knew it myself. Still | did
not grudge him the money. What | minded wasthe
mistake which he made at first. When they picked me
up from the pavement where | lay unconscious, and
somebody had mercifully sent a bullet through my
horse'shead, | wascarried to Doctor Archer, and he,
pronouncing my brain affected, placed mein hisprivate
asylum where | was obliged to endur e treatment for
insanity. At last he decided that | waswell, and I,
knowing that my mind had always been as sound as his,
if not sounder, " paid my tuition" ashejokingly called
it, and left. | told him, smiling, that | would get even
with him for his mistake, and he laughed heartily, and
asked meto call oncein awhile. | did so, hoping for a
chanceto even up accounts, but he gave me none, and |
told him | would wait.

Thefall from my horse had fortunately left no evil
results; on the contrary it had changed my whole
character for the better. From a lazy young man about
town, | had become active, energetic, temperate, and
above all--oh, above all else--ambitious. Therewasonly
one thing which troubled me, | laughed at my own
uneasiness, and yet it troubled me.

During my convalescence | had bought and read for the
first time, " TheKingin Yelow." | remember after
finishing thefirst act that it occurred to methat | had
better stop. | started up and flung the book into thefire-
place; the volume struck the barred grate and fell open
on the hearth in thefirelight. If | had not caught a
glimpse of the opening wordsin the second act | should
never havefinished it, but as| stooped to pick it up, my
eyes becameriveted to the open page, and with a cry of
terror, or perhapsit was of joy so poignant that |
suffered in every nerve, | snatched thething out of the



coals and crept shaking to my bedroom, wherel read it
and reread it, and wept and laughed and trembled with
ahorror which at times assails me yet. Thisisthe thing
that troublesme, for | cannot forget Car cosa where
black starshand in the heavens; where the shadows of
men'sthoughtslengthen in the afternoon, where the
twin suns sink into the Lake of Hali; and my mind will
bear forever the memory of the Pallid Mask. | pray God
will cursethewriter, asthewriter has cursed theworld
with this beautiful, stupendous creation, terriblein its
simplicity, irresistiblein itstruth--a world which now
trembles beforethe Kingin Yelow. When the French
Government seized the trandated copies which had just
arrived in Paris, London, of course, became eager to
read it. It iswell known how the book spread like
infectious disease, from city to city, from continent to
continent, barred here, confiscated there, denounced by
press and pulpit, censured even by the most advanced
of literary anarchists. No definite principles had been
violated in those wicked pages, no doctrine
promulgated, no convictions outraged. It could not be
judged by any known standard, yet, although it was
acknowledged that the supreme note of art had been
struck in " TheKingin Yellow," all felt that human
nature could not bear the strain, nor thriveon wordsin
which the essence of purest poison lurked. Thevery
banality and innocence of thefirst act only allowed the
blow to fall afterward with more awful effect.

It was, | remember, the 13th day of April, 1920, that the
first Government L ethal Chamber was established on
the south side of Washington Squar e, between Wooster
Street and South Fifth Avenue. The block which had
formerly consisted of alot of shabby old buildings, used
as cafés and restaurantsfor foreigners, had been
acquired by the Government in the winter to 1898. The
French and Italian cafés and restaurantsweretorn
down; the whole block was enclosed by a gilded iron
railing, and converted into a lovely garden with lawns,
flowersand fountains. In the centre of the garden stood
a small, white building, severely classical in

ar chitecture, and surrounded by thickets of flowers. Six
lonic columns supported theroof, and the single door
was of bronze. A splendid marble group of " The Fates'
stood before the door, the work of a young American



sculptor, Boris Yvain, who had died in Pariswhen only
twenty-three yearsold.

Theinauguration ceremonieswerein progressasl|
crossed University Place and entered the square. |
threaded my way through the silent throng of
spectators, but was stopped at Fourth Street by a
cordon of police. A regiment of United Stateslancers
weredrawn up in a hollow square around the L ethal
Chamber. On araised tribune facing Washington Park
stood the Governor of New York, and behind him were
grouped the Mayor of New York and Brooklyn, the

I nspector-General of Police, the Commandant of the
state troops, Colonel Livingston, military aid to the
President of the United States, General Blount,
commanding at Governor'slsland, M ajor-General
Hamilton, commanding the garrison of New York and
Brooklyn, Admiral Buffby of thefleet in the North
River, Surgeon General Lanceford, the staff of the
National Free Hospital, senators Wyse and Franklin of
New York, and the Commissioner of Public Works. The
tribune was surrounded by a squadron of hussars of the
National Guard.

The Governor was finishing hisreply to the short
speech of the Surgeon-General. | heard him say: " The
laws prohibiting suicide and providing punishment for
any attempt at self-destruction have been repealed. The
Government has seen fit to acknowledge theright of
man to end an existence which may have become
intolerableto him, through physical suffering or mental
despair. It isbelieved that the community will be
benefited by the removal of such people from their
midst. Since the passage of thislaw, the number of
suicidesin the United States has not increased. Now
that the Government has determined to establish a

L ethal Chamber in every city, town and villagein the
country, it remainsto be seen whether or not that class
of human creatures from whose desponding ranks new
victims of self-destruction fall daily will accept therelief
thusprovided.” He paused, and turned to the white
Lethal Chamber. The silencein the street was absolute.
"Therea painless death awaits him who can no longer
bear the sorrows of thislife. If death iswelcomelet him
seek it there." Then quickly turning to the military aid
of the President’'s household, he said, " | declarethe



Lethal Chamber open,” and again facing the vast crowd
hecried in aclear voice: " Citizensof New York and of
the United States of America, through methe
Government declaresthe L ethal Chamber to be open.”

The solemn hush was broken by a sharp cry of
command, the squadron of hussarsfiled after the
Governor's carriage, the lancerswheeled and formed
along Fifth Avenueto wait for the commandant of the
garrison, and the mounted police followed them. | left
the crowd to gape and stare at the white marble Death
Chamber, and, crossing South Fifth Avenue, walked
along the western side of that thoroughfare to Bleecker
Street. Then | turned to theright and stopped before a
dingy shop which borethesign,

HAWBERK, ARMORER.

| glanced into the doorway and saw Hawberk busy in
hislittle shop at the end of the hall. He looked up at the
same moment, and catching sight of mecried in his
deep, hearty voice, " Comein, Mr. Castaigne!"
Constance, hisdaughter, roseto meet meas| crossed
thethreshold, and help out her pretty hand, but | saw
the blush of disappointment on her cheeks, and knew
that it was another Castaigne she had expected, my
Cousin Louis. | smiled at her confusion and
complimented her on the banner which shewas
embroidering from a colored plate. Old Hawberk sat
riveting the wor n greaves of some ancient suit of armor,
and theting! ting! of hislittle hammer sounded
pleasantly in the quaint shop. Presently he dropped his
hammer, and fussed about for a moment with a tiny
wrench. The soft clash of the mail sent a thrill of
pleasurethrough me. | loved to hear the music of steel
brushing against steel, the mellow shock of the mallet on
thigh pieces, and the jungle of chain armor. That was
the only reason | went to see Hawberk. He had never
interested me personally, nor did Constance, except for
thefact of her being in love with Louis. Thisdid occupy
my attention, and sometimes even kept me awake at
night. But | knew in my heart that all would comeright,
and that | should arrangetheir futureas| expected to
arrange that of my kind doctor, John Archer. However,
| should never have troubled myself about visiting them
just then, had it not been, as| say, that the music of the



tinkling hammer had for methis strong fascination. |
would sit for hours, listening and listening, and when a
stray sunbeam struck theinlaid steel, the sensation it
gave me was almost too keen to endure. My eyes would
become fixed, dilating with a pleasurethat stretched
every nerve almost to breaking, until some movement of
the old armorer cut off theray of sunlight, then, still
thrilling secretly, | leaned back and listened again to the
sound of the polishing rag, swish! swish! rubbing rust
from therivets.

Constance wor ked with the embroidery over her knees,
now and then pausing to examine mor e closely the
pattern in the colored plate from the M etropolitan
Museum.

"Whoisthisfor?" | asked.

Hawberk explained, that in addition to the treasur es of
armor in the Metropolitan Museum of which he had
been appointed armorer, he also had charge of several
collections belonging to rich amateurs. Thiswasthe
missing greave of a famous suit which a client of his had
traced to alittle shop in Parison the Quai d'Orsay. He,
Hawberk, had negotiated for and secured the greave,
and now the suit was complete. Helaid down his
hammer and read methe history of the suit, traced
since 1450 from owner to owner until it was acquired by
Thomas Stainbridge. When his superb collection was
sold, thisclient of Hawberk's bought the suit, and since
then the search for the missing greave had been pushed
until it was, almost by accident, located in Paris.

" Did you continue the sear ch so persistently without
any certainty of the greave being still in existence?" |
demanded.

" Of course,” hereplied coolly.

Then for thefirst timel took a personal interest in
Hawberk.

"1t was worth something to you," | ventured.

"No," hereplied, laughing, " my pleasurein finding it
wasmy reward."



"Have you no ambition to berich?" | asked smiling.

"My one ambition isto bethe best armorer in the
world,” heanswered gravely.

Constance asked meif | had seen the ceremonies at the
L ethal Chamber. She herself had noticed cavalry
passing up Broadway that morning, and had wished to
seetheinauguration, but her father wanted the banner
finished, and she had stayed at hisrequest.

" Did you seeyour cousin, Mr. Castaigne, there?" she
asked, with the dlightest tremor of her soft eyelashes.

"No," | replied carelessly. " Louis regiment is
manoeuvreing out in Westchester County.” | rose and
picked up my hat and cane.

" Areyou going upstairsto seethelunatic again?"
laughed old Hawberk. If Hawberk knew how | loathe
that word " lunatic,” hewould never useit in my
presence. It roused certain feelingswithin me which |
do not careto explain. However, | answered him
quietly:

"1 think | shall drop in and see Mr. Wilde for a moment
or two."

" Poor fellow," said Constance, with a shake of her
head, " it must be hard to live alone year after year,
poor, crippled and almost demented. It isvery good of
you, Mr. Castaigne, to visit him as often asyou do."

"1 think heisvicious," observed Hawberk, beginning
again with hishammer. | listened to the golden tinkle on
the greave plates, when he had finished | replied:

"No, heisnot vicious, nor ishein theleast demented.
Hismind isawonder chamber, from which he can
extract treasuresthat you and | would give years of our
livesto acquire.”

Hawberk laughed.

| continued a little impatiently: " Heknows history as
not one else could know it. Nothing, however trivial,



escapes his sear ch, and hismemory is so absolute, so
precisein details, that wereit known in New York that
such a man existed, the people could not honor him
enough.”

"Nonsense," muttered Hawberk, sear ching on the floor
for afallen rivet.

"Isit nonsense," | asked, managing to suppresswhat |
felt, "isit nonsense when he saysthat the tassets and
cuissards of the enamelled suit of armor commonly
known asthe'Prince's Emblazoned' can befound
among the mass of rusty theatrical properties, broken
stovesand ragpicker'srefusein agarret in Pell Street?"

Hawberk's hammer fell to the ground, but he picked it
up and asked, with a great deal of calm, how | knew
that thetassets and left cuissard were missing from the
" Prince's Emblazoned.”

"1 did not know until Mr. Wilde mentioned it to methe
other day. He said they werein the garret of 998 Pell
Street."

"Nonsense," hecried, but | noticed his hand trembling
under hisleathern apron.

"Isthisnonsensetoo?" | asked pleasantly, "isit
nonsense when Mr. Wilde continually speaks of you as
the Marquis of Avonshire and of Miss Constance----"

| did not finish, for Constance had started to her feet
with terror written on every feature. Hawberk looked at
me and slowly smoothed hisleathern apron. " That is
impossible,” heobserved, " Mr. Wilde may know a
great many things----"

" About armor, for instance, and the'Prince's
Emblazoned,'" | interposed, smiling.

"Yes," hecontinued, owly, " about armor also--may
be--but heiswrongin regard to the Marquis of
Avonshire, who, as you know, killed hiswife's traducer
year s ago, and went to Australia where he did not
survive hiswife."



"Mr. Wildeiswrong,” murmured Constance. Her lips
wer e blanched but her voice was sweet and calm.

"Let usagree, if you please, that in thisone
circumstance Mr. Wildeiswrong," | said.

| climbed the three dilapidated flights of stairs, which |
had so often climbed before, and knocked at a small
door at theend of the corridor. Mr. Wilde opened the
door and | walked in.

When he had double-locked the door and pushed a
heavy chest against it, he came and sat down beside me,
peering up into my face with hislittle light-colored eyes.
Half a dozen new scratches covered his nose and cheeks,
and the silver wireswhich supported hisartificial ears
had become displaced. | thought | had never seen him
so hideously fascinating. He had no ears. The artificial
ones, which now stood out at an angle from thefine
wire, wer e his one weakness. They wer e made of wax
and painted a shell pink, but therest of hisface was
yellow. He might better haverevelled in the luxury of
some artificial fingersfor hisleft hand, which was
absolutely fingerless, but it seemed to cause him no
inconvenience, and he was satisfied with hiswax ears.
Hewasvery small, scarcely higher than a child of ten,
but hisarmswere magnificently developed, and his
thighsasthick asan athlete's. Still, the most
remarkable thing about Mr. Wilde wasthat a man of
hismarvellousintelligence and knowledge should have
such a head. It wasflat and pointed, like the heads of
many of those unfortunates whom peopleimprison in
asylumsfor the weak-minded. Many called him insane
but I knew him to beassaneas| was.

| do not deny that he was eccentric; the mania he had
for keeping that cat and teasing her until sheflew at his
face like a demon, was certainly eccentric. | never could
understand why he kept the creature, nor what pleasure
he found in shutting himself up in hisroom with the
surly, vicious beast. | remember once, glancing up from
the manuscript | was studying by the light of some
tallow dips, and seeing Mr. Wilde squatting motionless
on hishigh chair, hiseyesfairly blazing with



excitement, while the cat, which had risen from her
place befor e the stove, came creeping across the floor
right at him. Before | could move sheflattened her belly
to the ground, crouched, trembled, and sprang into his
face. Howling and foaming they rolled over and over on
thefloor, scratching and clawing, until the cat screamed
and fled under the cabinet, and Mr. Wilde turned over
on hisback, hislimbs contracting and curling up like
thelegs of a dying spider. He was eccentric.

Mr. Wilde had climbed into his high chair, and, after
studying my face, picked up a dog's-eared ledger and
opened it.

"Henry B. Matthews," heread, " book-keeper with
Whysot Whysot and Company, dealersin church
ornaments. Called April 3d. Reputation damaged on the
race-track. Known as a welcher. Reputation to be
repaired by August 1st. Retainer Five Dollars.” He
turned the page and ran hisfingerless knuckles down
the closely-written columns.

" P. Greene Dusenberry, Minister of the Gospdl,
Fairbeach, New Jersey. Reputation damaged in the
Bowery. To berepaired as soon as possible. Retainer
$100."

He coughed and added, " Called, April 6th."

"Then you arenot in need of money, Mr. Wilde," |
inquired.

"Listen," he coughed again.

"Mrs. C. Hamilton Chester, of Chester Park, New York
City. Called April 7th. Reputation damaged at Dieppe,
France. To berepaired by October 1st. Retainer $500.

" Note--C. Hamilton Chester, Captain U.S.S.
'Avalanche,’ ordered home from South Seas Squadron
October 1t."

"Well," | said, " the profession of a Repairer of
Reputationsislucrative."



His colorless eyes sought mine. " | only wanted to
demonstratethat | wascorrect. You said it was
impossible to succeed as a Repairer of Reputations; that
even if | did succeed in certain casesit would cost me
morethan | would gain by it. To-day | havefive
hundred men in my employ, who are poorly paid, but
who pursuethework with an enthusiasm which
possibly may be born of fear. These men enter every
shade and grade of society; some even are pillars of the
most exclusive social temples; othersarethe prop and
pride of thefinancial world; still others, hold
undisputed sway among the'Fancy and the Talent." |
choose them at my leisure from those who reply to my
advertisements. It is easy enough, they areall cowards. |
could treble the number in twenty daysif | wished. So
you see, those who have in their keeping the reputations
of their fellow-citizens, | have in my pay."

"They may turn on you," | suggested.

Herubbed histhumb over his cropped ears, and
adjusted the wax substitutes. " | think not,” he

mur mur ed thoughtfully, " I seldom have to apply the
whip, and then only once. Besidesthey like their
wages."

"How do you apply thewhip?" | demanded.

Hisface for a moment was awful to look upon. His eyes
dwindled to a pair of green sparks.

"1 invitethem to come and have a little chat with me,"
hesaid in a soft voice.

A knock at the door interrupted him, and hisface
resumed its amiable expression.

"Whoisit?" heinquired.
"Mr. Steylette," wasthe answer.
"Cometo-morrow," replied Mr. Wilde.

"Impossible,” began the other, but was silenced by a
sort of bark from Mr. Wilde.



"Cometo-morrow," herepeated.

We heard somebody move away from the door and turn
the corner by the stairway.

"Whoisthat?" | asked.

"Arnold Steylette, Owner and Editor in Chief of the
great New York daily."

He drummed on the ledger with hisfingerless hand
adding: "I pay him very badly, but he thinksit a good
bargain.”

"Arnold Steylette!" | repeated amazed.
"Yes" said Mr. Wildewith a self-satisfied cough.

The cat, which had entered the room as he spoke,
hesitated, looked up at him and snarled. He climbed
down from the chair and squatting on the floor, took
the creatureinto hisarmsand caressed her. The cat
ceased snarling and presently began aloud purring
which seemed to increase in timber as he stroked her.

"Wherearethenotes?" | asked. He pointed to the table,
and for the hundredth time | picked up the bundle of
manuscript entitled

"THE IMPERIAL DYNASTY OF AMERICA."

One by onel studied the well-wor n pages, worn only by
my own handling, and although | knew all by heart,
from the beginning, " When from Car cosa, the Hyades,
Hastur, and Aldebaran," to" Castaigne, Louisde
Calvados, born December 19th, 1877, | read it with an
eager rapt attention, pausing to repeat partsof it aloud,
and dwelling especially on " Hildred de Calvados, first
in succession," etc., etc.

When | finished, Mr. Wilde nodded and coughed.

" Speaking of your legitimate ambition,” hesaid, " how
do Constance and L ouis get along?"

" Sheloveshim,” | replied smply.



The cat on hisknee suddenly turned and struck at his
eyes, and heflung her off and climbed on to the chair
opposite me.

"And Doctor Archer! But that'sa matter you can settle
any timeyou wish," he added.

"Yes" | replied, " Doctor Archer can wait, but it istime
| saw my cousin Louis."

"Itistime" herepeated. Then hetook another ledger
from the table and ran over theleavesrapidly.

"Wearenow in communication with ten thousand
men," he muttered. " We can count on one hundred
thousand within thefirst twenty-eight hours, and in
forty-eight hoursthe state will rise en masse. The
country followsthe state, and the portion that will not, |
mean California and the Northwest, might better never
have been inhabited. | shall not send them the Yellow
Sign."

The blood rushed to my head, but | only answered, " A
new broom sweeps clean."

"The ambition of Caesar and of Napoleon pales before
that which could not rest until it had seized the minds of
men and controlled even their unborn thoughts,” said
Mr. Wilde.

"You are speaking of the Kingin Yellow," | groaned
with a shudder.

"Heisaking whom Emperors have served."
"1 am content to serve him," | replied.

Mr. Wilde sat rubbing his earswith hiscrippled hand.
" Perhaps Constance does not love him," he suggested.

| started toreply, but a sudden burst of military music
from the street below drowned my voice. The twentieth
dragoon regiment, formerly in garrison at Mount St.
Vincent, wasreturning from the manoeuvresin
Westchester County, to itsnew barrackson East
Washington Square. It was my cousin'sregiment. They



wereafinelot of fellows, in their pale-blue, tight-fitting
jackets, jaunty busbys and white riding breeches with
the doubleyellow stripe, into which their limbs seemed
molded. Every other squadron was armed with lances,
from the metal points of which fluttered yellow and
white pennons. The band passed, playing theregimental
mar ch, then came the colonel and staff, the horses
crowding and trampling, while their heads bobbed in
unison, and the pennonsfluttered from their lance
points. Thetroopers, who rode with the beautiful
English seat, looked brown asberriesfrom their
bloodless campaign among the farms of Westchester,
and the music of their sabresagainst the stirrups, and
thejingle of spursand carbineswas delightful tome. |
saw L ouisriding with hissquadron. Hewas as
handsome an officer as| have ever seen. Mr. Wilde,
who had mounted a chair by the window, saw him too,
but said nothing. Louisturned and looked straight at
Hawberk's shop as he passed, and | could seetheflush
on hisbrown cheeks. | think Constance must have been
at the window. When the trooper s had clattered by, and
thelast pennons vanished into South 5th Avenue, Mr.
Wilde clambered out of hischair and dragged the chest
away from the door.

"Yes," hesaid, "it istimethat you saw your cousin
L ouis."

Heunlocked the door and | picked up my hat and stick
and stepped into thecorridor. The stairswere dark.
Groping about, | set my foot on something soft, which
snarled and spit, and | aimed a murderous blow at the
cat, but my cane shivered to splintersagainst the
balustrade, and the beast scurried back into Mr.
Wilde'sroom.

Passing Hawberk's door again | saw him still at work
on thearmor, but | did not stop, and stepping out into
Bleecker Street, | followed it to Wooster, skirted the
grounds of the Lethal Chamber, and crossing
Washington Park went straight to my roomsin the
Benedick. Herel lunched comfortably, read the Herald
and the Meteor, and finally went to the steel safein my
bedroom and set the time combination. Thethree and
three-quarter minuteswhich it is necessary to wait,
whilethe timelock is opening, areto me golden



moments. From theinstant | set the combinationsto the
moment when | grasp the knobs and swing back the
solid steel doors, | livein an ecstasy of expectation.
Those moments must be like moments passed in
Paradise. | know what | am to find at the end of the
timelimit. | know what the massive safe holds secure
for me, for me alone, and the exquisite pleasur e of
waiting is hardly enhanced when the safe opensand |
lift, from its velvet crown, a diadem of purest gold,
blazing with diamonds. | do thisevery day, and yet the
joy of waiting and at last touching again the diadem,
only seemstoincrease asthe dayspass. It isa diadem fit
for a King among kings, an Emperor among emperors.
TheKingin Yelow might scorn it, but it shall be worn
by hisroyal servant.

| held it in my armsuntil the alarm on the saferang
harshly, and then tenderly, proudly, | replaced it and
shut the steel doors. | walked slowly back into my study,
which faces Washington Square, and leaned on the
window-sill. The afternoon sun poured into my
windows, and a gentle breeze stirred the branches of the
elmsand maplesin the park, now covered with buds
and tender foliage. A flock of pigeonscircled about the
tower of the Memorial Church; sometimes alighting on
the purpletiled roof, sometimes wheeling downward to
the lotos fountain in front of the marble arch. The
gardenerswere busy with the flower beds around the
fountain, and the freshly-turned earth smelled sweet
and spicy. A lawn mower, drawn by a fat white horse,
clinked acrossthe green sward, and watering carts
pour ed shower s of spray over the asphalt drives.
Around the statue of Peter Stuyvesant, which in 1897
had replaced the monstrosity supposed to represent
Garibaldi, children played in the spring sunshine, and
nurse girlswheeled elaborate baby-carriages with a
recklessdisregard for the pasty-faced occupants, which
could probably be explained by the presence of half a
dozen trim dragoon trooperslanguidly lolling on the
benches. Through the trees, the Washington Memorial
Arch glistened like silver in the sunshine, and beyond,
on the eastern extremity of the squarethe gray stone
barracks of the dragoons, and the white granite
artillery stableswere alive with color and motion.



| looked at the Lethal Chamber on the corner of the
sgquar e opposite. A few curious people still linger ed
about thegilded iron railing, but inside the grounds the
pathswere deserted. | watched the fountainsripple and
gparkle; the sparrows had already found this new
bathing nook, and the basins wer e crowded with the
dusty-feathered little things. Two or three peacocks
picked their way acrossthe lawns, and a drab-color ed
pigeon sat so motionless on the arm of one of the Fates,
that it seemed to be a part of the sculptured stone.

As| wasturning carelessly away, a slight commotion in
the group of curiousloitersaround the gates attracted
my attention. A young man had entered, and was
advancing with nervous strides along the gravel path
which leadsto the bronze door s of the L ethal Chamber.
He paused a moment beforethe Fates, and as heraised
his head to those three mysterious faces, the pigeon rose
from its sculptured perch, circled about for afew
moments and flew to the east. The young man pressed
hishandsto hisface, and then with an undefinable
gesture sprang up the marble steps, the bronze doors
closed behind him, and half an hour later theloiterers
slouched away, and the frightened pigeon returned to
itsperch in thearmsof Fate.

| put on my hat and went out into the park for alittle
walk beforedinner. Asl crossed the central driveway a
group of officerspassed, and one of them called out,
"Hello, Hildred," and came back to shake handswith
me. It wasmy Cousin Louis, who stood smiling and
tapping hisspurred heelswith hisriding-whip.

"Just back from Westchester," hesaid; " been doing the
bucolic; milk and curds, you know, dairy-maidsin
sunbonnets, who say 'haeow' and 'l don't think' when
you tell them they are pretty. I'm nearly dead for a
square meal at Delmonico's. What'sthe news?"

"Thereisnone" | replied pleasantly. " | saw you
regiment coming in this morning."

"Did you? | didn't seeyou. Where wereyou?"

"In Mr. Wilde'swindow."



"Oh, hell'" he began impatiently, " that man is stark
mad! | don't under stand why you----"

He saw how annoyed | felt by this outburst, and begged
my pardon.

"Really, old chap,"” hesaid, "I don't mean to run down
aman you like, but for thelifeof mel can't see what the
deuce you find in common with Mr. Wilde. HE s not
well-bred, to put it generously; he's hideously

deformed; hishead isthe head of a criminally insane
person. You know yourself he'sbeen in an asylum”

"Sohavel," | interrupted calmly.

Louislooked startled and confused for a moment, but
recovered and sapped me heartily on the shoulder.

"You were completely cured," hebegan, but | stopped
him again.

"| suppose you mean that | was simply acknowledged
never to have been insane.”

" Of coursethat--that'swhat | meant,” helaughed.

| disliked hislaugh because | knew it wasforced, but |
nodded gaily and asked him where he was going. L ouis
looked after hisbrother officerswho had now almost
reached Broadway.

"We had intended to sample a Brunswick cocktail, but
to tell you thetruth | was anxiousfor an excuse to go
and see Hawberk instead. Come along, I'll make you my
excuse."

We found Hawberk, neatly attired in a fresh spring suit,
standing at the door of hisshop and sniffing the air.

"1 had just decided to take Constance for a little stroll
beforedinner,” hereplied to theimpetuous volley of
guestionsfrom Louis. " We thought of walking on the
park terrace along the North River."

At that moment Constance appeared and grew pale and
rosy by turnsas L ouis bent over her small gloved



fingers. | tried to excuse myself, alleging an engagement
up-town, but L ouis and Constance would not listen, and
| saw | was expected to remain and engage old
Hawberk's attention. After all it would bejust aswell if
| kept my eyeon Louis, | thought, and when they hailed
a Spring Street horsecar, | got in after them and took
my seat besidethe armorer.

The beautiful line of parksand granite terraces
overlooking the wharves along the North River, which
wer e built in 1910 and finished in the autumn of 1917,
had become one of the most popular promenadesin the
metropolis. They extended from the battery to 190th
Street, overlooking the nobleriver and affording afine
view of the Jersey shore and the Highlands opposite.
Cafés and restaurants wer e scattered hereand there
among the trees, and twice a week military bandsfrom
the garrison played in the kiosgques on the par apets.

We sat down in the sunshine on the bench at the foot of
the equestrian statue of General Sheridan. Constance
tipped her sunshadeto shield her eyes, and sheand

L ouis began to murmuring conver sation which was
impossible to catch. Old Hawberk, leaning on hisivory-
headed cane, lighted an excellent cigar, the mateto
which | politely refused, and smiled at vacancy. The sun
hung low above the Staten |1 sland woods, and the bay
was dyed with golden huesreflected from the sun-
warmed sails of the shipping in the harbor.

Brigs, schooners, yachts, clumsy ferry-boats, their decks
swar ming with people, railroad transportscarrying
lines of brown, blue and white freight cars, stately
sound steamer s, declassé tramp steamers, coasters,
dredgers, scows, and everywher e pervading the entire
bay impudent little tugs puffing and whistling
officioudly; these werethe craftswhich churned the
sunlit watersasfar asthe eye could reach. In calm
contrast to the hurry of sailing vessel and steamer a
silent fleet of white warshipslay motionlessin
midstream.

Constance's merry laugh aroused mefrom my reverie.

"What areyou staring at?" sheinquired.



"Nothing--thefleet,” | smiled.

Then Louistold uswhat the vessels wer e, pointing out
each by itsrelative position to the old Red Fort on
Governor'slsland.

"That little cigar-shaped thing isa torpedo boat,” he
explained; " therearefour morelying close together.
They arethe'Tarpon,' the'Falcon,’ and 'Sea Fox' and
the'Octopus." The gun-boatsjust above arethe
'Princeton,’ the'Champlain,’ the'Still Water' and the
'Erie’’ Next tothem liethecruiser " Farragut' and 'L os
Angeles,' and above them the battle-ships'Califor nia’
and 'Dakota,' and the 'Washington' which isthe flag-
ship. Those two squatty-looking chunks of metal which
are anchored there off Castle William are the double-
turreted monitors'Terrible and "Magnificent'; behind
them liestheram, 'Osceola."

Constance looked at him with deep approval in her
beautiful eyes. " What loads of thingsyou know for a
soldier," shesaid, and we all joined in the laugh which
followed.

Presently, Louisrosewith anod to usand offered his
arm to Constance, and they strolled away along the
river wall. Hawberk watched them for a moment and
then turned to me.

"Mr. Wildewasright,"” hesaid." | havefound the
missing tassets and left cuissard of the'Prince's
Emblazoned,' in avileold junk garret in Pell Street.”
"998?7" | inquired, with a smile.

"Yes."

"Mr. Wildeisavery intelligent man," | observed.

"1 want to give him the credit of thismost important
discovery," continued Hawberk. " And | intend it shall

be known that hisisentitled to the famefor it."

"Hewon't thank you for that,” | answered sharply;
" please say nothing about it."



" Do you what it isworth?" said Hawberk.
" No, fifty dollars, perhaps.”

"Itisvalued at five hundred, but the owner of the
'Prince’'s Emblazoned' will give two thousand dollarsto
the per son who completes his suit; that reward also
belongsto Mr. Wilde."

"Hedoesn't want it! Herefusesit!" | answered angrily.
"What do you know about Mr. Wilde? He doesn't need
the money. Heisrich--or will be--richer than any living
man except myself. What will we care for money then--
what will we care, heand I, when-when----"

"When what?" demanded Hawberk, astonished.
"You will see" | replied, on my guard again.

Helooked at me narrowly, much as Doctor Archer used
to, and | knew he thought | was mentally unsound.
Perhapsit wasfortunate for him that he did not usethe
word lunatic just them.

"No," | replied to hisunspoken thought, "1 am not
mentally weak; my mind isas healthy asMr. Wilde's. |
do not careto explain just yet what | have on hand, but
it isan investment which will pay mor e than mere gold,
silver and precious stones. It will secure the happiness
and prosperity of a continentyes, a hemisphere!”

"Oh," said Hawberk.

" And eventually,” | continued more quietly, " it will
secur e the happiness of the whole world."

" And incidentally your own happiness and prosperity
aswell asMr. Wilde's?"

" Exactly,” | smiled. But | could havethrottled him for
taking that tone.

Helooked at mein silencefor a while and then said very
gently, "Why don't you give up your books and studies,
Mr. Castaigne, and take a tramp among the mountains



somewhereor other? You used to be fond of fishing.
Takeacast or two at thetrout in the Rangelys.”

"1 don't carefor fishing any more,” | answered, without
a shade of annoyance in my voice.

"You used to befond of everything,” he continued;
" athletics, yachting, shooting, riding----"

"1 have never cared toridesincemy fall," | said quietly.

"Ah, yes, your fall," herepeated, looking away from
me.

| thought this nonsense had gone far enough, so |
turned the conver sation back to Mr. Wilde; but he was
scanning my face again in amanner highly offensiveto
me.

"Mr. Wilde," herepeated, " do you know what hedid
this afternoon? He came downstairs and nailed a sign
over the hall door next to mine; it read:

MR. WILDE
REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS
3d Bell

Do you know what a Repairer of Reputations can be?"
"1 do," | replied, suppressing the rage within.
"Oh," hesaid again.

L ouis and Constance came strolling by and stopped to
ask if wewould join them. Hawberk looked at his
watch. At the same moment a puff of smoke shot from
the casements of Castle William, and the boom of the
sunset gun rolled acrossthe water and wasre-echoed
from the Highlands opposite. The flag camerunning
down from the flag-pole, the bugles sounded on the
white decks of the war ships, and thefirst electric light
sparkled out from the Jersey shore.

Asl turned into the city with Hawberk | heard
Constance murmur something to Louiswhich | did not
understand; but Louiswhispered "My darling,” in



reply; and again, walking ahead with Hawberk through
thesquarel heard amurmur of " sweetheart,” and " my
own Constance,” and | knew thetime had nearly
arrived when | should speak of important matterswith
my Cousin Louis.

Onemorning early in May | stood beforethe steel safe
in my bedroom, trying on the golden jewelled crown.
The diamondsflashed fireas| turned to the mirror,
and the heavy beaten gold burned like a halo about my
head. | remembered Camilla's agonized scream and the
awful words echoing through the dim streets of
Carcosa. They werethelast in thefirst act, and | dared
not think of what followed dared not, even in the spring
sunshine, therein my own room, surrounded with
familiar objects, reassured by the bustle from the street
and the voices of the servantsin the hallway outside.
For those poisoned wor ds had dropped slowly into my
head, as death-sweat drops upon a bed-sheet and is
absorbed. Trembling, | put the diadem from my head
and wiped my forehead, but | thought of Hastur and of
my own rightful ambition, and | remembered Mr.
Wilde as| had last left him, hisface all torn and bloody
from the claws of that devil's creature, and what he
said--ah, what he said! The alarm bell in the safe began
towhirr harshly, and I knew my time was up; but |
would not heed it, and replacing the flashing circlet
upon my head | turned defiantly to themirror. | stood
for along time absorbed in the changing expression of
my own eyes. Themirror reflected a face which waslike
my own, but whiter, and so thin that | hardly
recognized it. And all thetime| kept repeating between
clenched teeth, " The day has come! the day has come!”
whilethe alarm in the safe whirred and clamored, and
the diamonds spar kled and flamed above my brow. |
heard a door open but did not heed it. It was only when
| saw two facesin the mirror;--it was only when another
facerose over my shoulder, and two other eyes me
mine. | wheeled like a flash and seized a long knife from
my dressing-table, and my cousin sprang back very
pale, crying: "Hildred! for God's sake!' then asmy
hand fell, hesaid: "It isl, Louis, don't you know me?" |
stood silent. | could not have spoken for my life. He
walked up to me and took the knife from my hand.



"What isall this?" heinquired, in agentlevoice. " Are
you ill?"

"No, " | replied. But | doubt if he heard me.

" Come, come, old fellow," hecried, " take off that brass
crown and toddleinto the study. Areyou going to a
masquerade? What's all thistheatrical tinsel anyway?"

| was glad he thought the crown was made of brassand
paste, yet | didn't like him any better for thinking so. |
let him takeit from my hand, knowing it was best to
humor him. Hetossed the splendid diadem in theair,
and catchingit, turned to me smiling.

"It'sdear at fifty cents,” hesaid. " What'sit for?"

| did not answer, but took thecirclet from his hands,
and placing it in the safe shut the massive steel door ..
The alarm ceased itsinfernal din at once. He watched
me curiously, but did not seem to notice the sudden
ceasing of thealarm. He did, however, speak of the safe
as a biscuit box. Fearing lest he might examinethe
combination | led the way into my study. L ouisthrew
himself on the sofa and flicked at flieswith his eternal
riding-whip. Hewor e hisfatigue uniform with the
braided jacket and jaunty cap, and | noticed that his
riding-bootswere all were all splashed with red mud.

"Where haveyou been?" | inquired.

"Jumping mud creeksin Jersey,” hesaid." | haven't
had timeto changeyet; | wasrather in ahurry to see
you. Haven't you got a glass of something? I'm dead
tired; been in the saddle twenty-four hours."

| gave him some brandy from my medicinal store,
which he drank with a grimace.

" Damned bad stuff," heobserved. " I'll giveyou an
addresswherethey sell brandy that isbrandy.”

"1t'sgood enough for my needs," | said indifferently. "1
useit torub my chest with." He stared and flicked at
another fly.



" Seehere, old fellow," he began, " 1've got something to
suggest to you. It'sfour yearsnow that you've shut
yourself up herelike an owl, never going anywhere,
never taking any healthy exercise, never doing a damn
thing but poring over those books up thereon the
mantelpiece.”

He glanced along therow of shelves. " Napoleon,
Napoleon, Napoleon!" heread. " For heaven's sake,
have you nothing but Napoleons her e?"

"1 wish they were bound in gold,” | said. " But wait, yes,
thereisanother book, TheKingin Yellow." | looked
him steadily in the eye.

"Haveyou ever read it?" | asked.
"1? No, thank God! | don't want to bedriven crazy."

| saw heregretted his speech as soon as he had uttered
it. Thereisonly oneword which | loathe morethan | do
lunatic and that word iscrazy. But | controlled myself
and asked him why hethought " TheKingin Yellow"
dangerous.

"Oh, | don't know," hesaid, hastily, " | only remember
the excitement it created and the denunciations from
pulpit and press. | believe the author shot himself after
bringing forth this monstrosity, didn't he?"

"1 understand he's still alive," | answered.

"That's probably true,” he muttered; " bullets couldn’t
kill afiend likethat."

"It isabook of great truths," | said.

"Yes," hereplied, " of 'truths which send men frantic
and blast their lives. | don't careif thethingis, asthey
say, the very supreme essence of art. It'sa crimeto have
written it, and | for one shall never open its pages.”

"lsthat what you have cometo tell me?" | asked.

"No," hesaid,"| cametotell that | am goingto be
married."



| believe for a moment my heart ceased to beat, but |
kept my eyes on hisface.

"Yes," hecontinued, smiling happily, " married to the
sweetest girl on earth.”

" Constance Hawberk," | said mechanically.

"How did you know?" hecried, astonished. "I didn't
know it myself until that evening last April, when we
strolled down to the embankment before dinner.”

"When isit to be?" | asked.

"It wasto have been next September, but an hour ago a
dispatch came ordering our regiment to the Presidio,
San Francisco. We leave at noon to-morrow. To-
morrow," herepeated. " Just think, Hildred, to-morrow
| shall bethe happiest fellow that ever drew breath in
thisjolly world, for Constance will go with me."

| offered him my hand in congratulation, and he seized
and shook it like the good-natured fool he wasor
pretended to be.

"1 am going to get my squadron as a wedding present,”
herattled on. " Captain and Mrs. L ouis Castaigne, eh,
Hildred"

Then hetold mewhereit wasto be and who wereto be
there, and made me promise to come and be best man. |
set my teeth and listened to hisboyish chatter without
showing what | felt, but

| was getting to the limit of my endurance, and when he
jumped up, and, switching his spurstill they jingled,
said he must go, | did not detain him.
"There'sonething | want to ask of you," | said quietly.
" Out with it, it's promised,” helaughed.

"1 want you to meet mefor a quarter of an hour'stalk
to-night.”



" Of course, if you wish," he said, somewhat puzzled.
"Where?"

"Anywhere, in the park there."
"What time, Hildred?"
"Midnight."

"What in the name of" he began, but checked himself
and laughingly assented. | watched him go down the
stairsand hurry away, his sabre banging at every
stride. He turned into Bleecker Street, and | knew he
was going to see Constance. | gave him ten minutesto
disappear and then followed in hisfootsteps, taking
with methejewelled crown and the silken robe
embroidered with the Yellow Sign. When | turned into
Bleecker Street, and entered the doorway which bore
the sign,

MR. WILDE
REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS. 3d Bell

| saw old Hawberk moving about in his shop and
imagined | heard Constance'svoicein the parlor; but |
avoided them both and hurried up the trembling
stairwaysto Mr. Wilde's apartment. | knocked, and
entered without ceremony. Mr. Wildelay groaning on
thefloor, hisface covered with blood, his clothestorn to
shreds. Drops of blood wer e scattered about over the
car pet, which had also been ripped and frayed in the
evidently recent struggle.

"It'sthecursed cat,” hesaid, ceasing hisgroans, and
turning his colorless eyesto me; " she attacked me while
| was asleep. | believe she will kill me yet."

Thiswastoo much, so | went into the kitchen and
seizing a hatchet from the pantry, started to find the
infernal beast and settle her then and there. My search
was fruitless, and after awhilel gaveit up and came
back to find Mr. Wilde squatting on his high chair by
thetable. He had washed his face and changed his
clothes. The great furrowswhich the cat's claws had
ploughed up in hisface he had filled with collodion, and
arag hid thewound on histhroat. | told him | should



kill the cat when | came acr oss her, but he only shook
hishead and turned to the open ledger before him. He
read name after name of the people who had cometo
him in regard to their reputation, and the sums he had
amassed wer e startling.

"1 put on the screws now and then," he explained.

"Oneday or other some of these people will assassinate
you," | insisted.

" Do you think so?" he said, rubbing hismutilated ears.

It was uselessto argue with him, so | took down the
manuscript entitled Imperial Dynasty of America, for
thelast timel should ever takeit down in Mr. Wilde's
study. | read through, thrilling and trembling with
pleasure. When | finished Mr. Wilde took the
manuscript and, turning to the dark passage which
leads from his study to his bed-chamber, called out in a
loud voice, " Vance." Then for thefirst time, | noticed a
man crouching therein the shadow. How | had
overlooked him during my search for the cat, | cannot
imagine.

"Vance, comein," cried Mr. Wilde.

Thefigurerose and crept toward us, and | shall never
forget the facethat heraised to mine, asthelight from
the window illuminated it.

"Vance, thisisMr. Castaigne,” said Mr. Wilde. Before
he had finished speaking, the man threw himself on the
ground beforethetable, crying and gasping, " Oh, God!
Oh, my God! Help me! Forgive me--Oh, Mr. Castaigne,
keep that man away. You cannot, you cannot mean it!
You aredifferent--save me! | am broken down--1 wasin
a madhouse and now--when all was coming right--when
| had forgotten the King--the King in Yellow and--but |
shall go mad again--1 shall go mad"

Hisvoicedied in a choking rattle, for Mr. Wilde had
leapt on hisand hisright hand encircled the man's
throat. When Vancefell in a heap on thefloor, Mr.
Wilde clambered nimbly into his chair again, and
rubbing his mangled earswith the stump of his hand,



turned to me and asked mefor theledger. | reached it
down from the shelf and he opened it. After amoment's
sear ching among the beautifully written pages, he
coughed complacently, and pointed to the name Vance.

"Vance," heread aloud, " Osgood Oswald Vance." At
the sound of hisvoice, the man on thefloor raised his
head and turned a convulsed faceto Mr. Wilde. His eyes
wereinjected with blood, hislipstumefied. " Called
April 28th," continued Mr. Wilde. " Occupation, cashier
in the Seaforth National Bank; has served a term of
forgery at Sing Sing, from whence hewastransferred to
the Asylum for the Criminal Insane. Pardoned by the
Governor of New York, and discharged from the
Asylum, January 19, 1918. Reputation damaged at
Sheepshead Bay. Rumorsthat helives beyond his
income. Reputation to berepaired at once. Retainer
$1,500.

" Note--Has embezzled sums amounting to $30,000 since
March 20th, 1919, excellent family, and secured present
position through uncle sinfluence. Father President of
Seaforth Bank."

| looked at the man on thefloor.

" Get up, Vance," said Mr. Wildein a gentle voice.
Vancerose asif hypnotized. " He will do as we suggest
now," observed Mr. Wilde, and opening the
manuscript, heread the entire history of the Imperial
Dynasty of America. Then in akind and soothing
murmur heran over theimportant pointswith Vance,
who stood like one stunned. His eyes wer e so blank and
vacant that | imagined he had become half-witted, and
remarked it to Mr. Wildewho replied that it was of no
consequence anyway. Very patiently we pointed out to
Vancewhat hissharein the affair would be, and he
seemed to understand after awhile. Mr. Wilde
explained the manuscript, using several volumes on
Heraldry, to substantiate the result of hisresearches. He
mentioned the establishment of the Dynasty in Car cosa,
the lakes which connected Hastur, Aldebaran and the
mystery of the Hyades. He spoke of Cassilda and
Camilla, and sounded the cloudy depths of Demhe, and
the Lake of Hali. " The scolloped tattersof the King in
Yellow must hide Yhtill forever,” hemuttered, but | do



not believe Vance heard him. Then by degreesheled
Vance along the ramifications of the Imperial family, to
Uoht and Thale, from Naotalba and Phantom of Truth,
to Aldones, and then tossing aside his manuscripts and
notes, he began the wonderful story of the Last King.
Fascinated and thrilled | watched him. He threw up his
head, hislong arms wer e stretched out in a magnificent
gesture of pride and power, and his eyes blazed deep in
their sockets like two emeralds. Vancelistened
stupefied. Asfor me, when at last Mr. Wilde had
finished, and pointing to me, cried, " The cousin of the
King!" my head swam with excitement.

Controlling myself with a superhuman effort, |
explained to Vance why | alone wasworthy of the
crown and why my cousin must be exiled or die. | made
him understand that my cousin must never marry, even
after renouncing all hisclaims, and how that least of all
he should marry the daughter of the Marquis of
Avonshire and bring England into the question. |
showed him alist of thousands of names which Mr.
Wilde had drawn up; every man whose name was there
had received the Yellow Sign which no living human
dared disregard. Thecity, the state, the whole land,
wereready torise and tremble before the Pallid Mask.

Thetime had come, the people should know the son of
Hastur, and the wholeworld bow to the Black Stars
which hand in the sky over Carcosa.

Vance leaned on thetable, hishead buried in hishands.
Mr. Wildedrew arough sketch on the margin of
yesterday's Herald with a bit of lead pencil. It wasa
plan of Hawberk'srooms. Then hewrote out the order
and affixed the seal, and shaking like a palsied man |
signed my first writ of execution with my name Hildred-
Rex.

Mr. Wilde clambered to the floor and unlocking the
cabinet, took along squar e box from thefirst shelf. This
he brought to the table and opened. A new knifelay in
thetissue paper insideand | picked it up and handed it
to Vance, along with the order and the plan of
Hawberk's apartment. Then Mr. Wildetold Vance he
could go; and he went, shambling like an outcast of the
slums.



| sat for a while watching the daylight fade behind the
squar e tower of the Judson Memorial Church, and
finally, gathering up the manuscript and notes, took my
hat and started for the door.

Mr. Wildewatched mein silence. When | had stepped
into the hall | looked back. Mr. Wilde'ssmall eyeswere
still fixed on me. Behind him, the shadows gathered in
thefading light. Then | closed to door behind me and
went out into the darkening streets.

| had eaten nothing since breakfast, but | was not
hungry. A wretched half-starved creature, who stood
looking acrossthe street at the Lethal Chamber, noticed
me and came up to tell meatale of misery. | gave him
money, | don't know why, and he went away without
thanking me. An hour later another outcast approached
and whined hisstory. | had a blank bit of paper in my
pocket, on which wastraced the Yellow Sign and |
handed it to him. Helooked at it stupidly for a moment,
and then with an uncertain glance at me, folded it with
what seemed to me exagger ated care and placed it in his
bosom.

The électric lightswer e sparkling among the trees, and
the new moon shonein the sky abovethe L ethal
Chamber. It wastiresome waiting in the square; |
wandered from the Marble Arch totheartillery stables,
and back again to thelotosfountain. The flowersand
grass exhaled a fragrance which troubled me. Thejet of
the fountain played in the moonlight, and the musical
gplash of falling dropsreminded me of thetinkle of
chained mail in Hawberk's shop. But it was not so
fascinating, and the dull sparkle of the moonlight on the
water brought no such sensations of exquisite pleasure,
aswhen the sunshine played over the polished steel of a
corselet on Hawberk'sknee. | watched the bats darting
and turning above the water plantsin the fountain
basin, but their rapid, jerky flight set my nerveson
edge, and | went away again to walk aimlessly to and
froamong the trees.

Theartillery stableswere dark, but in the cavalry
barracksthe officer'swindows wer e brilliantly lighted,
and the sallyport was constantly filled with troopersin



fatigues, carrying straw and harness and basketsfilled
with tin dishes.

Twicethe mounted sentry at the gates was changed,
whilel wandered up and down the asphalt walk. |
looked at my watch. It was nearly time. Thelightsin the
barrackswent out one by one, the barred gate was
closed, and every minute or two an officer passed in
through the side wicket, leaving arattle of
accoutrements and a jungle of spurson the night air.
The square had become very silent. The last homeless
loiterer had been driven away by the gray-coated park
policemen, the car tracks along Wooster Street were
deserted, and the only sound which brokethe stillness
wasthe stamping of the sentry's hor se and thering of
his sabre against the saddle pommel. In the barracks,
the officer's quarterswere still lighted, and military
servants passed the repassed befor e the bay windows.
Twelve o'clock sounded from the new spire of St.
Francis Xavier, and at the last stroke of the sad-toned
bell a figure passed through the wicket beside the
portcullis, returned the salute of the sentry, and
crossing the street entered the square and advanced
toward the Benedick apartment house.

"Louis," | called.

The man pivoted on hisspurred heelsand came straight
toward me.

"lsthat you, Hildred?"
"Yes, you are on time."

| took his offered hand, and we strolled toward the
Lethal Chamber.

Herattled on about hiswedding and the graces of
Constance, and their future prospects, calling my
attention to his captain's shoulder-straps, and thetriple
gold arabesque on his sleeve and fatigue cap. | believe |
listened as much to the music of hisspursand sabreasl|
did to hisboyish babble, and at last we stood under the
elmson the Fourth Street corner of the square opposite
the Lethal Chamber. They helaughed and asked me
what | wanted with him. | motioned him to a seat on a



bench under the electric light, and sat down beside him.
Helooked at me curioudly, with that same sear ching
glancewhich | hateand fear soin doctors. | felt the
insult of hislook, but hedid not know it, and | carefully
concealed my feelings.

"Waell, old chap,” heenquired, "what can | do for
you?"

| drew from my pocket the manuscript and notes of the
Imperial Dynasty of America, and looking him in the
eyesaid:

"1 will tell you. On your word asa soldier, promise me
to read this manuscript from beginning to end, without
asking me a question. Promise meto read these notesin
the same way, and promise meto listen to what | have

totell later."

"1 promise, if you wish it,"” hesaid pleasantly, " Give me
the paper, Hildred."

He began to read, raising his eyebrows with a puzzled
whimsical air, which made metremble with suppressed
anger. As he advanced his eyebrows contracted, and his
lips seemed to form the word, " rubbish.”

Then helooked dlightly bored, but apparently for my
sakeread, with an attempt at interest, which presently
ceased to beto be an effort. He started when in the
closely written pages he cameto his own name, and
when he cameto mine helowered the paper, and looked
sharply at mefor a moment. But he kept hisword, and
resumed hisreading, and | let the half-formed question
dieon hislipsunanswered. When he cameto the end
and read the signature of Mr. Wilde, hefolded the
paper carefully and returned it to me. | handed him the
notes, and he settled back, pushing hisfatigue cap up to
hisforehead, with a boyish gesture, which |
remembered so well in school. | watched hisface as he
read, and when hefinished | took the noteswith the
manuscript, and placed them in my pocket. Then |
unfolded a scroll marked with the Yellow Sign. He saw
the sign, but hedid not seem to recognizeit, and | called
hisattention to it somewhat sharply.



"Well," hesaid, " | seeit. What isit?"
"ltistheYellow Sign," | said, angrily.

"Oh, that'sit, isit?" said Louis, in that flattering voice,
which Doctor Archer used to employ with me, and
would probably have employed again, had | not settled
his affair for him.

| kept my rage down and answer ed as steadily as
possible, " Listen, you have engaged your word?"

"1 am listening, old chap,” hereplied soothingly.
| began to speak very calmly.

" Dr. Archer, having by some means become possessed
of the secret of the Imperial Succession, attempted to
deprive me of my right, alleging that because of a fall
from my horsefour yearsago, | have become mentally
deficient. He presumed to place me under restraint in
hisown housein hopesof either driving meinsane or
poisoning me. I have not forgotten it. | visited him last
night and theinterview wasfinal."

Louisturned quite pale, but did not move. | resumed
triumphantly, " There areyet three peopleto be
interviewed in theinterests of Mr. Wilde and myself.
They aremy cousin Louis, Mr. Hawberk, and his
daughter Constance."

Louissprangto hisfeet and | arose also, and flung the
paper marked with the Yellow Sign to the ground.

"Oh, | don't need that to tell you what | haveto say," |
cried with alaugh of triumph. " You must renounce the
crown to me, do you hear, to me."

Louislooked at mewith a startled air, but recovering
himself said kindly, " Of course | renounce the--what is
it I must renounce?"

"Thecrown," | said angrily.

" Of course,” heanswered, " | renounceit. Come, old
chap, I'll walk back to your roomswith you."



"Don't try any of your doctor'strickson me,” | cried,
trembling with fury. " Don't act asif you think | am
insane."

"What nonsense," hereplied. " Come, it's getting late,
Hildred."

"No," | shouted, " you must listen. You cannot marry, |
forbid it. Do you hear? | forbid it. You shall renounce
thecrown, and in reward | grant you exile, but if you
refuseyou shall die."

Hetried to caim mebut | wasroused at last, and
drawing my long knife barred hisway.

Then | told him how they would find Dr. Archer in the
cellar with histhroat open, and | laughed in hisface
when | thought of Vance and hisknife, and the order
signed by me.

"Ah, you aretheKing," | cried, " but I shall beKing.
Who areyou to keep me from Empire over all the
habitable earth. | was born the cousin of a king, but |
shall beKing!"

L ouis stood white and rigid before me. Suddenly a man
camerunning up Fourth Street, entering the gate of the
Lethal Temple, traversed the path to the bronze doors
at full speed, and plunged into the death chamber with
the cry of one demented, and | laughed until | wept
tears, for | had recognized Vance, and knew that
Hawberk and his daughter were no longer in my way.

"Go," | cried to Louis, " you have ceased to be a
menace. You will never marry Constance now, and if
you marry any oneelsein your exile, | will visit you as|
did my doctor last night. Mr. Wilde takes charge of you
to-morrow."” Then | turned and darted into South Fifth
Avenue, and with acry of terror Louisdropped his belt
and sabre and followed melikethewind. | heard him
close behind me at the corner of Bleecker Street, and |
dashed into the doorway under Hawberk'ssign. He
cried, "Halt, or | fire!" but when he saw that | flew up
the stairsleaving Hawberk's shop below, he left me, and
| heard him hammering and shouting at their door as
though it were possible to arouse the dead.



Mr. Wilde'sdoor wasopen, and | entered crying, "It is
done, it isdone! Let the nationsrise and look upon their
King!" but I could not find Mr. Wilde, so | went to the
cabinet and took the splendid diadem from its case.
Then | drew on the white silk robe, embroidered with
theyellow sign, and placed the crown upon my head. At
last | wasKing, King by my right in Hastur, King
because | knew the mystery of the Hyades, and my
mind had sounded the depths of the Lake of Hali. | was
King! Thefirst gray pencillings of dawn would raise a
tempest which would shake two hemispheres. Then as|
stood, my every never pitched to the highest tension,
faint with thejoy, and splendor of my thought, without,
in thedark passage, a man groaned.

| seized thetallow dip and sprangto thedoor. The cat
passed melike a demon, and the tallow dip went out,
but my long knife flew swifter then she, and | heard her
screech, and | knew my knife had found her. For a
moment | listened to her tumbling and thumping about
in the darkness, and then when her frenzy ceased, |
lighted alamp and raised it over my head. Mr. Wilde
lay on thefloor with histhroat torn open. At first |
thought hewas dead, but as| looked, a green sparkle
cameinto hissunken eyes, his mutilated hand trembled,
and then a spasm stretched his mouth from ear to ear.
For a moment my terror and despair gave placeto
hope, but as| bent over him hiseyeballsrolled clean
around in hishead, and hedied. Then whilel stood,
transfixed with rage and despair, seeing my crown, my
empire, every hope and every ambition, my very life,
lying prostrate there with the dead master, they came,
seized me from behind, and bound me until my veins
stood out like cords, and my voice failed with the
paroxysms of my frenzied screams. But | still raged,
bleeding and infuriated among them, and more than
one policeman felt my sharp teeth. Then when | could
no longer movethey came nearer; | saw old Hawberk,
and behind him my cousin Louis ghastly face, and
farther away, in the corner, a woman, Constance,

weeping softly.

"Ah!'| seeit now!" | shrieked. " You have seized the
throne and the empire. Woe! woeto you who are
crowned with the crown of theKingin Yelow!"



[EDITOR'SNOTE. Mr. Castaigne died yesterday in the
Asylum for Criminal Insane.]



THE MASK

Camilla: You, sir, should unmask.

Stranger: Indeed?

Cassilda: Indeed it'stime. We all have laid aside
disguise but you.

Stranger: | wear no mask.

Camilla: (Terrified, asideto Cassilda.) No mask? No
mask!

THE KING IN YELLOW: Act | Scene 2

ALTHOUGH | KNEW nothing of chemistry, | listened
fascinated. He picked up an Easter lily which Genevieve
had brought that mor ning from Notre Dame and
dropped it into the basin. Instantly theliquid lost its
crystalline clearness. For a second thelily was
enveloped in a milk-white foam, which disappear ed,
leaving the fluid opalescent. Changing tints of orange
and crimson played over the surface, and then what
seemed to be aray of pure sunlight struck through from
the bottom wherethelily wasresting. At the same
instant he plunged his hand into the basin and drew out
theflower. " Thereisno danger,” heexplained, " if you
choose theright moment. That golden ray isthe signal.”

Heheld thelily toward meand | took it in my hand. It
had turned to stone, to the purest marble.

"You see," hesaid, "it iswithout flaw. What sculptor
could reproduce it?"

The marble was white as snow, but in its depthsthe
veins of thelily weretinged with palest azure, and a
faint flush lingered deep in itsheart.

"Don't ask methereason of that," he smiled, noticing
my wonder. " | have noidea why theveinsand heart are
tinted, but they alwaysare. Yesterday | tried one of
Genevieve'sgold fish--thereit is."

Thefist looked asif sculptured in marble. But if you
held it to thelight the stone was beautifully veined with
afaint blue, and from somewhere within came a rosy
light like thetint which sslumbersin an opal. | looked



into thebasin. Oncemoreit seemed filled with clear est
crystal.

"1f | should touch it now?" | demanded.

"1 don't know," hereplied, " but you had better not
try."

"Thereisonething I'm curious about,” | said, " and
that iswheretheray of sunlight comes from."

"It looked like a sunbeam true enough,” hesaid. "I
don't know, it always comeswhen | immerse any living
thing. Perhaps," he continued smiling, " perhapsit isthe
vital spark of the creature escaping to the source from
whenceit came.”

| saw he was mocking and threatened him with a mahl-
stick, but he only laughed and changed the subject.

" Stay to lunch. Geneviéve will be heredirectly.”

"1 saw her going to early mass," | said, " and she looked
asfresh and sweet asthat lilybefore you destroyed it."

"Doyou think | destroyed it?" said Borisgravely.
" Destroyed, preserved, how can wetel?"

We sat in the corner of a studio near hisunfinished
group of " The Fates." Heleaned back on the sofa,
twirling a sculptor's chisel and squinting at hiswork.

"By theway," hesaid, " | have finished pointing up that
old academic Ariadne and | supposeit will haveto go to
the Salon. It'sall | haveready thisyear, but after the
successthe 'Madonna’' brought me, | feel ashamed to
send a thing likethat."

The" Madonna,” an exquisite marble for which
Geneviéve had sat, had been the sensation of last year's
Salon. | looked at the Ariadne. It was a magnificent
piece of technical work, but | agreed with Boristhat the
wor |d would expect something better of him than that.
Still it wasimpossible now to think of finishingin time
for the Salon, that splendid terrible group half



shrouded in the marble behind me. " The Fates' would
have to wait.

We were proud of BorisYvain. We claimed him and he
claimed uson the strength of hishaving been bornin
America, although hisfather was French and his
mother was Russian. Every onein the Beaux Artscalled
him Boris. And yet there were only two of uswhom he
addressed in the same familiar way: Jack Scott and
myself.

Perhaps my being in love with Geneviéve had
something to do with his affection for me. Not that it
had ever been acknowledged between us. But after all
was settled, and she had told mewith tearsin her eyes
that it was Boriswhom sheloved, | went over to his
house and congratulated him. The perfect cordiality of
that interview did not deceive either of us, | always
believed, although to one at least it was a great comfort.
| do not think he and Geneviéve ever spoke of the
matter together, but Borisknew.

Genevieve waslovely. The Madonna-like purity of her
face might have been inspired by the Sanctusin
Gounod's Mass. But | was always glad when she
changed that mood for what we called her " April
Manoeuvres." Shewas often asvariableasan April
day. In the morning grave, dignified and sweet, at hoon
laughing, capricious, at evening whatever one least
expected. | preferred her sorather than in that
Madonna-like tranquility which stirred the depths of
my heart. | was dreaming of Geneviéve when he spoke
again.

"What do you think of my discovery, Alec?"

"1 think it wonderful."

"| shall make no useof it, you know, beyond satisfying
my own curiosity so far as may be and the secret will die

with me."

"1t would berather a blow to sculpture, would it not?
We painterslose morethan we ever gain by

photography.”



Borisnodded, playing with the edge of the chisal.

" This new vicious discovery would corrupt theworld of
art. No, | shall never confide the secret to any one,” he
said slowly.

It would be hard to find any one lessinformed about
such phenomena than myself; but of coursel had heard
of mineral springs so saturated with silica that the
leaves and twigs which fell into them wereturned to
stone after atime. | dimly comprehend the process, how
the silicareplaced the vegetable matter, atom by atom,
and theresult was a duplicate of the object in stone.
This| confesshad never interested me greatly, and as
for the ancient fossils thus produced, they disgusted me.
Boris, it appeared, feeling curiosity instead of
repugnance, had investigated the subject, and had
accidentally stumbled on a solution which, attacking the
immer sed object with a ferocity unheard of, in a second
did thework of years. Thiswasall | could make of the
strange story he had just been telling me. He spoke
again after along silence.

"1 am almost frightened when | think what | have
found. Scientists would go mad over the discovery. It
was so simpletoo; it discovered itself. When | think of
that formula, and that new element precipitated in
metallic scales’

"What new e ement?"

"Oh, | haven't thought of namingit, and | don't believe
| ever shall. Thereareenough precious metals now in
theworld to cut throats over."

| pricked my ears. " Have you struck gold, Boris?"

" No, better;--but see here, Alec!" helaughed, starting
up. " You and | have all we need in thisworld. Ah! how
sinister and covetousyou look already!" | laughed too,
and told him | was devoured by the desire for gold, and
we had better talk of something else; so when Geneviéve
camein shortly after, we had turned our backson
alchemy.



Genevieve wasdressed in silvery gray from head to foot.
Thelight glinted along the soft curve of her fair hair as
sheturned her cheek to Boris; then she saw me and
returned my greeting. She had never beforefailed to
blow me a kissfrom thetips of her whitefingers, and |
promptly complained of the omission. She smiled and
held out her hand which dropped almost beforeit had
touched mine; then she said, looking at Boris, " You
must ask Alec to stay for luncheon." Thisalsowas
something new. She had always asked me her self until
to-day.

"1 did," said Borisshortly.

"And you said yes, | hope," sheturned to mewith a
char ming conventional smile. | might have been an
acquaintance of the day before yesterday. | made her a
low bow. " J'avais bien I"honneur, madame,” but
refused to take up our usual bantering tone she
murmured a hospitable commonplace and disappeared.
Borisand | looked at one another.

"1 had better go home, don't you think?" | asked.
"Hanged if | know!" hereplied frankly.

While we wer e discussing the advisability of my
departure Genevieve reappeared in the doorway
without her bonnet. She was wonderfully beautiful, but
her color wastoo deep and her lovely eyesweretoo
bright. She came straight up to me and took my arm.

"Luncheon isready. Was| cross, Alec? | thought | had
a headachebut | haven't. Come here, Boris'; and she
dipped her other arm through his. " Alec knows that
after you thereisnoonein theworld whom I like as
well as | like him, so if he sometimes feels snubbed it
won't hurt him."

"Alabonheur!" | cried, "who saysthereareno
thunderstormsin April?"

"Areyou ready?" chanted Boris. " Ayeready,” and arm
in arm weraced into the dining-room scandalizing the
servants. After all wewere not so much to blame;



Genevieve was eighteen, Boriswas twenty-three and |
not quite twenty-one.

Somework that | was doing about thistime on the
decorationsfor Genevieve'sboudoir kept me constantly
at the quaint little hotel in therue Sainte-Cécile. Boris
and | in those days labored hard but aswe pleased,
which wasfitfully, and we all three, with Jack Scott,
idled a great deal together.

Onequiet afternoon | had been wandering alone over
the house examining curios, prying into odd corners,
bringing out sweetmeats and cigars from strange
hiding-places, and at last | stopped in the bathing-room.
Borisall over clay stood there washing his hands.

The room was built of rose-colored marble excepting
thefloor which wastessellated in rose and gray. In the
center was a squar e pool sunken below the surface of
thefloor; stepsled down toit, sculptured pillars
supported a frescoed ceiling. A delicious marble Cupid
appear ed to have just alighted on his pedestal at the
upper end of theroom. Thewholeinterior wasBoris
work and mine. Boris, in hisworking clothes of white
canvas, scraped the traces of clay and red modelling
wax from his handsome hands, and coquetted over his
shoulder with the Cupid.

"l seeyou," heinsisted, "don't try to look the other way
and pretend not to see me. You know who made you,
little humbug!"

It was always my roletointerpret Cupid's sentimentsin
these conver sations, and when my turn camell
responded in such a manner that Boris seized my arm
and dragged hetoward the pool, declaring he would
duck me. Next instant he dropped my arm and turned
pale. " Good God!" hesaid, " | forgot the pool isfull of
the solution!"

| shivered alittle, and drily advised him to remember
better where he had stored the preciousliquid.



"In Heaven's name why do you keep a small lake of that
grewsome stuff here of all places?" | asked.

"1 want to experiment on something large,” hereplied.
"On me, for instance!"

" Ah! that cametoo close for jesting; but | dowant to
watch the action of that solution on a more highly
organized living body; thereisthat big white rabbit,"
he said, following me into the studio.

Jack Scott, wearing a paint-stained jacket, came
wandering in, appropriated al the Oriental sweetmeats
he could lay his hands on, looting the cigar ette case, and
finally he and Boris disappear ed together to visit the
Luxembourg gallery, where a new silver bronze by
Rodin and a landscape of M oneta's wer e claiming the
exclusive attention of artistic France. | went back to the
studio, and resumed my work. It was a Renaissance
screen, which Boriswanted meto paint for Genevieve's
boudoir. But the small boy who was unwillingly
dawdling through a series of posesfor it, to-day refused
all bribesto be good. He never rested an instant in the
same position, and inside five minutes, | had as many
different outlines of thelittle beggar.

" Areyou posing, or areyou executing a song and
dance, my friend?" | inquired.

"Whichever monsieur pleases,” hereplied with an
angelic smile.

Of course | dismissed him for the day, and of coursel
paid him for thefull time, that being the way we spoil
our models.

After theyoungimp had gone, | made a few
perfunctory daubs at my work, but was so thoroughly
out of humor, that it took metherest of the afternoon to
undo the damage | had done, so at last | scraped my
palette, stuck my brushesin a bowl of black soap, and
strolled into the smoking-room. | really believe that,
excepting Geneviéve' s apartments, no room in the house
was so free from the perfume of tobacco asthisone. It
was a queer chaos of odds and ends hung with



threadbare tapestry. A sweet-toned old spinet in good
repair stood by the window. There wer e stands of
weapons, some old and dull, othersbright and modern,
festoons of Indian and Turkish armor over the mante,
two or three good pictures, and a pipe-rack. It washere
that we used to come for new sensationsin smoking. |
doubt if any type of pipe ever existed which was not
represented in that rack. When we has selected one, we
immediately carried it somewhere else and smoked it;
for the place was, on the whole, more gloomy and less
inviting than any in the house. But this afternoon, the
twilight was very soothing, therugs and skinson the
floor looked brown and soft and drowsy; the big couch
was piled with cushions, | found my pipeand curled up
therefor an unaccustomed smoke in the smoking-room.
| had chosen one with a long flexible stem, and lighting
it fell to dreaming. After awhileit went out, but | did
not stir. I dreamed on and presently fell asleep.

| awoketo thesaddest music | had ever heard. The
room was quitedark, | had noideawhat timeit was. A
ray of moonlight silvered one edge of the old spinet, and
the polished wood seemed to exhale the sounds as
perfume floats above a box of sandal wood. Some one
rosein the darkness, and come away weeping quietly,
and | wasfool enough to cry out " Genevieve!"

Shedropped at my voice, and | had time to cur se myself
whilel madealight and tried to raise her from the
floor. She shrank away with a murmur of pain. Shewas
very quiet, and asked for Boris. | carried her tothe
divan, and went to look for him, but hewasnot in the
house, and the servants were goneto bed. Perplexed
and anxious, | hurried back to Geneviéve. She lay
wherel had left her, looking very white.

"1 can't find Borisnor any of the servants,” | said.

"1 know," she answered faintly, " Boris has goneto Ept
with Mr. Scott. | did not remember when | sent you for
him just now."

" But he can't get back in that case before to-morrow
afternoon, and--are you hurt? Did | frighten you into
falling? What an awful fool | am, but | was only half
awake."



" Boristhought you had gone home before dinner. Do
please excuse usfor letting you stay hereall thistime."

"1 have had along nap,” | laughed, " so sound that | did
not know whether | was still asleep or not when | found
myself staring at a figure that was moving toward me,
and called out your name. Have you been trying the old
spinet? You must have played very softly."

| would tell athousand mor e lieswor sethan that oneto
seethelook of relief that cameinto her face. She smiled
adorably and said in her natural voice: " Alec, | tripped
on that wolf'shead, and | think my ankleis sprained.
Please call Marie and then go home."

| did as shebade me and left her therewhen themaid
comein.

At noon next day when | called, | found Boriswalking
restlessly about his studio.

" Geneviéveisadeep just now,” hetold me, "the sprain
isnothing, but why should she have such a high fever?
Thedoctor can't account for it; or else hewill not," he
muttered.

"Genevieve hasafever?" | asked.

" | should say so, and has actually been a little light-
headed at intervalsall night. Theidea, gay little
Genevieve, without a carein theworld,--and she keeps
saying her heart's broken, and she wantsto die."

My own heart stood still.

Borisleaned against the door of his studio, looking
down, hishandsin his pockets, hiskind, keen eyes
clouded, a new line of troubledrawn " over themoth's
good mark, that made the smile." The maid had orders
to summon him theinstant Genevieve opened her eyes.
Wewaited and waited, and Boris growing restless
wander ed about fussing with modelling wax and red
clay. Suddenly he started for the next room. " Come and
see my rose-color ed bath full of death,” hecried.



"Isit death?" | asked to humor his mood.

"You arenot prepared to call it life, | suppose,” he
answer ed. As he spoke he plucked a solitary gold fish
squirming and twisting out of itsglobe. " We'll send this
one after the other--wherever that is," hesaid. There
was feverish excitement in hisvoice. A dull weight of
fever lay on my limbsand on my brain as| followed
him to thefair crystal pool with its pink-tinted sides;
and he dropped the creaturein. Falling, its scales
flashed with a hot orange gleam in itsangry twistings
and contortions; the moment it struck the liquid it
becamerigid and sank heavily to the bottom. Then
camethe milky foam, the splendid huesradiating on the
surface and then the shaft of pure serenelight broke
though from seemingly infinite depths. Boris plunged in
his hand and drew out an exquisite marble thing, blue-
veined, rose tinted and glistening with opalescent drops.

" Child'splay," hemuttered, and looked wearily,
longingly at me, asif | could answer such questions. But
Jack Scott camein and entered into the " game" ashe
called it with ardor. Nothing would do but to try the
experiment on the white rabbit then and there. | hated
to seethelife go out of awarm, living creature and |
declined to be present. Picking up a book at random |
sat down in thestudiotoread. Alas, | had found " The
Kingin Yelow." After afew momentswhich seemed
ages, | was putting it away with a nervous shudder,
when Borisand Jack camein bringing their marble
rabbit. At the sametimethebell rang aboveand a cry
came from the sick room. Boriswas gonelike a flash,
and the next moment he called " Jack, run for the
doctor; bring him back with you. Alec, come here."

| went and stood at her door. A frightened maid came
out in haste and ran away to fetch someremedy.
Genevieve, sitting bolt upright, with crimson cheeks and
glittering eyes, babbled incessantly and resisted Boris
gentlerestraint. He called meto help. At my first touch
she sighed and sank back, closing her eyes, and then--
straight into Boris' face, poor fever-crazed girl, and told
her secret. At that someinstant, our threelivesturned
into new channels; the bond that had held us so long
together snapped forever and a new bond wasforged in
its place, for she had spoken my name, and asthe fever



tortured her, her heart poured out itsload of hidden
sorrow. Amazed and dumb | bowed my head, while my
face burned like a live coal, and the blood surged in my
ears, stupefying mewith its clamor. Incapable of
movement, incapable of speech, | listened to her
feverish wordsin an agony of shame and sorrow. |
could not silence her, | could not look at Boris. Then |
felt an arm upon my shoulder, and Boristurned a
bloodless face to mine.

"Itisnot your fault, Alec, don't grieve so if she loves
you" but he could not finish; and asthe doctor stepped
swiftly into theroom saying--" Ah, thefever!" | seized
Jack Scott and hurried him t the street saying, " Boris
would rather bealone." We crossed the street to our
own apartments and that night, seeing | was going to be
ill too, he went for the doctor again. The last thing |
recollect with any distinctness was hearing Jack say,

" For Heaven's sake, doctor, what ails him, towear a
facelikethat?" and | thought of " TheKingin Yellow"
and the Pallid Mask.

| wasvery ill, for the strain of two yearswhich | had
endured since that fatal may morning when Genevieve
murmured, "1 loveyou, but | think | love Boris best"
told on meat last. | had never imagined that it could
become morethan | could endure. Outwardly tranquil,
| had deceived mysdlf. Although the inward battle raged
night after night, and I, lying alone in my room, cur sed
myself for rebellious thoughts unloyal to Borisand
unworthy of Geneviéve, the morning always brought
relief, and | returned to Geneviéeve and to my dear Boris
with a heart washed clean by the tempests of the night.

Never aword or deed or thought whilewith them, had |
betrayed my sorrow even to myself.

The mask of self-deception was not longer a mask for
me, it was a part of me. Night lifted it, laying barethe
stifled truth below; but there was no one to see except
myself, and when day broke the mask fell back again of
its own accord. These thoughts passed through my
troubled mind as| lay sick, but they were hopelessly
entangled with visions of white creatures, heavy as
stone, crawling about in Boris basin,--of the wolf's head
on therug, foaming and snapping at Genevieve, who lay



smiling besideit. | thought, too, of The Kingin Yellow
wrapt in the fantastic colors of histattered mantle, and
that bitter cry of Cassilda, " Not upon us, oh King, not
upon us!" Feverishly | struggled to put it from me, but |
saw the lake of Hali, thin and blank, without aripple or
wind to stir it, and | saw the tower s of Carcosa behind
the moon. Aldebaran, The Hyades, Alar, Hastur, glided
through the cloud riftswhich fluttered and flapped as
they passed like scalloped tattersof TheKingin Yellow.
Among all these, one sane thought persisted. It never
wavered, no matter what else was going on in my
disordered mind, that my chief reason for existing was
to meet some requirement of Borisand Geneviéve.
What this obligation was, its nature was never clear;
sometimesit seemed to be protection, sometimes
support through a great crisis. Whatever it seemed to be
for thetime, itsweight rested only on me, and | was
never soill or so weak that | did not respond with my
whole soul. ther e wer e always cr owds of faces about me,
mostly strange, but afew | recognized, Boris among
them. Afterward they told me that this could not have
been, but | know that once at least he bent over me. It
was only atouch, a faint echo of hisvoice, then the
clouds settled back on my senses, and | lost him, but he
did stand there and bend over me once at least.

At last, onemorning | awoketo find the sunlight falling
across my bed, and Jack Scott reading beside me. | had
not strength enough to speak aloud, neither could |
think, much lessremember, but | could smilefeebly, as
Jack's eye met mine, and when he jumped up and asked
eagerly if | wanted anything, | could whisper, " Yes,
Boris." Jack moved to the head of my bed, and leaned
down to arrange my pillow: | did not see hisface, but he
answer ed heartily, " You must wait, Alec, you aretoo
weak to see even Boris."

| waited and | grew strong; in afew days| wasableto
seewhom | would, but meanwhile | had thought and
remembered. From the moment when all the past grew
clear again in my mind, | never doubted what | should
do when the time came, and | felt surethat Boriswould
have resolved upon the same course so far as he was
concerned; asfor what pertained to me alone, | knew he
would seethat also as| did. | nolonger asked for any
one. | never inquired why no message came from them;



why during the week | lay there, waiting and growing
stronger, | never heard their name spoken. Preoccupied
with my own sear ching for theright way, and with my
feeble but determined fight against despair, | ssmply
acquiesced in Jack'sreticence, taking for granted that
hewas afraid to speak of them, lest | should turn unruly
and insist on seeing them. Meanwhile | said over and
over to myself, how it would be when life began again
for usall. Wewould take up our relations exactly as
they were before Genevievefell ill. Borisand | would
look into each other's eyes and therewould be neither
rancor nor cowar dice nor mistrust in that glance. |
would be with them again for alittle whilein the dear
intimacy of their home, and then, without pretext or
explanation, | would disappear from their livesforever.
Boriswould know, Genevievethe only comfort was that
shewould never know. It seemed, as| thought it over,
that | had found the meaning of that sense of obligation
which had persisted all through my delirium, and the
only possible answer toit. So, then | was quiteready, |
beckoned Jack to me one day, and said, " Jack, | want
Borisat once; and take my dearest greeting to
Genevieve. .. ."

When at last he made me under stand that they were
both dead, | fell into such awild rage asto throw all my
little convalescent strength to atoms. | raved and cursed
myself into arelapse, from which | crawled froth some
weeks afterward a boy of twenty-one who believed that
hisyouth was gone forever. | seemed to be past the
capability of further suffering, and one day when Jack
handed me alatter and the keysto Boris house, | took
them without atremor and asked him to tell meall. It
was cruel of meto ask him, but therewas no help for it,
and heleaned wearily on histhin hands, to reopen the
wound which could never entirely heal. He began
quietly.

" Alec, unlessyou have a cluethat | know nothing
about, you will not be able to explain any morethan |
what has happened. | suspect that you wold rather not
hear these details, but you must learn them, else | would
gparethem therelation. God knows | wish | could be
gpared thetelling. | shall use few words.



"That day when I left you in the doctor's care and came
back to Boris, | found him working on the'Fates.’
Geneviéve, he said, was seeping under the influence of
drugs. She had been quite out of her mind, hesaid. He
kept working, not talking any more, and | watched him.
Beforelong, | saw that thethird figure of the group--the
onelooking straight ahead, out over theworld bore his
face; not asyou ever saw it, but asit looked then and to
theend. Thisisonething for which | should liketo find
an explanation, but | never shall.

"Weéll, heworked and | watched him in silence, and we
went on that way until near midnight. Then we heard a
door open and shut sharply, and a swift rush in the next
room. Boris sprang through the doorway and |
followed; but we wheretoo late. Shelay at the bottom of
the pool, her hands across her breast. Then Boris shot
himself through the heart.” Jack stopped speaking,
dropsof sweat stood under hiseyes, and histhin cheeks
twitched. " | carried Boristo hisroom, and turning on
all thewater, washed the marble clean of every drop.
When at length | dared descend the steps, | found her
lying there aswhite as snow. At last, when | had decided
what was best to do, | went into the laboratory, and first
emptied the solution in the basin into the waste-pipe;
then | poured the contents of every jar and bottle after
it. Therewaswood in thefire-place, so | built afire, and
breaking thelocks of Boris cabinet | burnt every paper,
note-book and letter that | found there. With a mallet
form the studio | smashed to pieces all the empty
bottles, then loading them into a coal scuttle, | carried
them to the cellar and threw them over the red-hot bed
of thefurnace. Six times| made thejourney, and at last,
not a vestige remained of anything which might again
aid in seeking for the formula which Boris had found.
Then at last | dared call thedoctor. Heisa good man,
and together we struggled to keep if from the public.
Without him | never could have succeeded. At last we
got the servants paid and sent away into the country,
whereold Rosier keepsthem quiet with storiesof Boris
and Genevieve'stravelsin distant lands, from whence
they will not return for years. Weburied Borisin the
little cemetery of Sévres. The doctor isa good creature
and knows when to pity a man who can bear no more.
He gave his certificate of heart disease and asked no
guestions of me."



Then lifting his head from his hands, he said, " Open the
letter, Alec; it isfor usboth.”

| toreit open. It wasBoris will dated a year before. He
left everything to Geneviéve, and in case of her dying
childless, | wasto take control of the housein the Rue
Sainte-Cécile, and Jack Scott, the management at Ept.
On our deathsthe property reverted to hismother's
family in Russia, with the exception of the sculptured
mar bles executed by himself. These heleft to me.

The page blurred under our eyes, and Jack got up and
walked to the window. Presently hereturned and sat
down again. | dreaded to hear what he was going to say,
but he spoke with the same simplicity and gentleness.

" Genevieve lies beforethe Madonna in the marble
room. The Madonna bendstenderly above her, and
Genevieve smiles back into that calm face that never
would have been except for her."

Hisvoice broke, but he grasped my hand, saying,
" Courage, Alec." Next morning he left for Ept to fulfil
histrust.

Y

The same evening | took the keys and went into the
house | had known so well. Everything wasin order,
but the silence wasterrible. though | went twiceto the
door of themarbleroom, | cold not force myself to
enter. It was beyond my strength. | went into the
smoking-room and sat down beforethe spinet. A small
lace handker chief lay on the keys, and | turned away,
choking. It wasplain | could not stay, so | locked every
door, every window, and the three front and back gates,
and went away. Next morning Alcide packed my valise,
and leaving him in charge of my apartments| took the
Orient expressfor Constantinople. During the two years
that | wandered through the East, at first, in our letters,
we never mentioned Geneviéve or Boris, but gradually
their namescrept in. | recollect particularly a passage
in one of Jack's lettersreplying to one of mine.

"What you tell me of seeing Borisbending over you
whileyou lay ill, and feeling histouch on your face, and



hearing hisvoice of coursetroubles me. Thisthat you
describe must have happened a fortnight after he died. |
say to myself that you were dreaming, that it was part
of your delirium, but the explanation does not satisfy
me, nor would it you."

Toward the end of the second year a letter came from
Jack tomein India so unlike any thing that | had ever
known of him that | decided toreturn at onceto Paris.
Hewrote, "1 am well and sell all my picturesasartists
do, who have no need of money. | have not a care of my
own, but | am morerestlessthan if | had. | am unable
to shake off a strange anxiety about you. It isnot
apprehension, it israther a breathless expectancy, of
what God knows. | can only say it iswearing me out.
Nights| dream always of you and Boris. | can never
recall anything afterward, but | wakein the morning
with my heart beating, and all day the excitement
increasesuntil | fall asleep at night to recall the same
experience. | am quite exhausted by it, and have
determined to break up thismorbid condition. | must
seeyou. Shall I goto Bombay or will you cometo
Paris?"

| telegraphed him to expect me by the next steamer .

When we met | thought he had changed very little; I, he
insisted looked in splendid health. It was good to hear
hisvoice again, and as we sat and chatted about what
life still held for us, wefelt that it was pleasant to be
alivein the bright spring weather.

We stayed in Paristogether a week, and then | went for
aweek to Ept with him, but first of all wewent tothe
cemetery at Sévres, where Borislay.

" Shall we placethe'Fates in thelittle grove above
him?" Jack asked and | answered, " | think only the
‘Madonna’ should watch over Boris grave."

But Jack was nonethe better for my home-coming. the
dreams of which he could not retain even the least
definite outline continued, and he said that at timesthe
sense of breathless expectancy was suffocating.



"You seel doyou harm and not good,” | said. " Try a
change without me." So he started alonefor aramble
among the Channel Islandsand | went back to Paris. |
had not yet entered Boris house, now mine, since my
return, but | knew it must be done. It had been kept in
order by Jack; there were servantsthere, so | gave up
my own apartment and went theretolive. Instead of the
agitation | had feared, | found myself ableto paint there
tranquilly. | visited all the rooms--all but one. | could
not bring myself to enter the marbleroom where
Geneviéevelay, and yet | felt the longing growing daily
to look upon her face, to kneel beside her.

One April afternoon, | lay dreaming in the smoking-
room, just as!| had lain two years before, and
mechanically | looked among the tawny Eastern rugs
for thewolf's head, and | thought of my dream wherel
saw Genevieve lying besideit. The helmets still hung
against the threadbar e tapestry, among them the old
Spanish morion which | remembered Geneviéeve had
once put on when we were amusing our selves with the
ancient bits of mail. | turned my eyesto the spinet;
every yellow key seemed eloquent of her caressing hand,
and | rose, drawn by the strength of my life's passion to
the sealed door of the marble room. The heavy doors
swung inward under my trembling hands. Sunlight
poured through the window, tipping with gold the wings
of Cupid, and lingering like a nimbus over the brows of
the Madonna. Her tender face bent in compassion over
amarbleform so exquisitely purethat | knelt and
signed myself. Genevieve lay in the shadow of the
Madonna, and yet, through her whitearms, | saw the
pale azurevein, the beneath her softly clasped handsthe
folds of her dressweretinged with rose, asif from some
faint warm light within her breast.

Bending with a breaking heart | touched the marble
drapery with my lips, then crept back into the silent
house.

A maid come and brought me a letter, and | sat down in
thelittle conservatory toread it; but asl wasabout to
break the seal, seeing the girl lingering, | asked her
what she wanted.



She stammer ed something about a white rabbit that
had been caught in the house and asked what should be
donewith it. | told her tolet it loose in the walled
garden behind the house and opened my letter. It was
from Jack, but so incoherent that | thought he must
have lost hisreason. It was nothing but a series of
prayersto my not to leave the house until he could get
back; he could not tell my why, therewerethe dreams,
he said--he could explain nothing, but hewas surethat |
must not leave the house in the Rue Sainte-Cécile.

Asl finished reading | raised by eyes and saw the same
maid-servant standing in the doorway holding a glass
dish in which two gold fish were swimming: " Put them
back into the tank and tell me what you mean by
interrupting me," | said.

With a half suppressed whimper she emptied water and
fish into an aquarium at the end of the conservatory,
and turning to me asked my permission to leave my
service. She said people were playing tricks on her,
evidently with a design of getting her into trouble; the
mar ble rabbit had been stolen and a live one had been
brought into the house; the two beautiful marblefish
wer e gone and she had just found those common live
things flopping on the dining-room floor. | reassured
her and sent her away saying | would look about myself.
| went into the studio; there was nothing there but my
canvasses and some casts, except the marble of the
Easter Lily. | saw it on atable acrosstheroom. Then |
strode angrily over toit. But the flower | lifted from the
table was fresh and fragile and filled the air with
perfume.

Then suddenly | comprehended and sprang through the
hall-way to the marbleroom. The door s flew open, the
sunlight streamed into my face and through it, in a
heavenly glory, the Madonna smiled, as Geneviéve lifted
her flushed face from her marble couch, and opened her

sleepy eyes.



IN THE COURT OF THE DRAGON

"Oh Thou who burn'st in heart for those who burn
In Hell, whose firesthyself shall feed in turn;

How long be crying, ‘"Mercy on them, God!

Why, who arethou to teach and Heto learn?"

IN THE CHURCH of St. Barnabé vesperswere over;
the clergy left the altar; thelittle choir-boys flocked
acrossthe chancel and settled in the stalls. A Suissein
rich uniform marched down the south aisle, sounding
his staff at every fourth step on the stone pavement;
behind him came that eloquent preacher and good man,
Monseigneur C----.

My chair was near the chancel rail. | now turned
toward the west end of the church. The other people
between the altar and the pulpit turned too. There was
a little scraping and rustling while the congregation
seated itself again; the preacher mounted the pulpit
stairs, and the organ voluntary ceased.

| had always found the organ-playing at St. Barnabé
highly interesting. L ear ned and scientific, it wastoo
much for my small knowledge, but expressing a vivid if
cold intelligence. Moreover, it possessed the French
quality of taste. Tastereigned supreme, self-controlled,
dignified, and reticent.

To-day, however, from thefirst chord | had felt a
changefor the wor se, a sinister change. During vespers
it had been chiefly the chancel organ which supported
the beautiful choir, but now and again, quite randomly
asit seemed, from the west gallery wherethe great
organ stands, a heavy hand had struck acrossthe
church, at the serene peace of those clear voices. It was
something mor e than harsh and dissonant, and it
betrayed no lack of skill. Asit recurred again and
again, it set me thinking of what my ar chitect's books
say about the custom in early timesto consecrate the
choir as soon asit was built, and that the nave, being
finished sometimes half a century later, often did not get
any blessing at all: | wondered idly if that had been the
case as St. Barnabé, and whether something not usually
supposed to be at homein a Christian church, might
have enter ed undetected, and taken possession of the



west gallery. | had read of such things happening too,
but not in the works on ar chitecture.

Then | remembered that St. Barnabé was not much
mor e than a hundred yearsold, and smiled at the
incongruous association of mediaeval super stitions with
a cheerful little piece of eighteenth century rococo.

But now vesperswereover, and there should have
followed a few quiet chords, fit to accompany
meditations, while we waited for the sermon. Instead of
that, the discord at the lower end of the church broke
out with the departure of the clergy, asif now nothing
could controal it.

| belong to those children of an older and ssimpler
generation, who do not love to seek for psychological
subtletiesin art; and | have ever refused tofind in
music anything mor e than melody and harmony, but |
felt that in the labyrinth of sounds now issuing from
that instrument ther e was something being hunted. Up
and down the pedals chased him, while the manuals
blared approval. Poor devil! whoever hewas, there
seemed small hope of escape!

My nervous annoyance changed to anger. Who was
doing this? How dare he play like that in the midst of
divine service? | glanced at the people near me: not one
appeared to bein theleast disturbed. The placid brows
of the knedling nuns, still turned toward the altar, lost
none of their devout abstraction, under the pale shadow
of their white head-dress. The fashionable lady beside
me was looking expectantly at Monseigneur C----. For
all her face betrayed, the organ might have been singing
an Ave Maria.

But now, at last, the preacher had made the sign of the
cross, and commanded silence. | turned to him gladly.
Thusfar | had not found therest | had counted on,
when | entered St. Barnabéthat afternoon.

| wasworn out by three nights of physical suffering and
mental trouble: the last had been the wor st, and it was
an exhausted body, and a mind benumbed and yet
acutely sensitive, which | had brought to my favorite



church for healing. For | had been reading " TheKing
inYelow."

"Thesun ariseth; they gather themselvestogether and
lay them down in their dens." Monseigneur C----
delivered histext in a calm voice, glancing quietly over
the congregation. My eyesturned, | knew not why,
toward thelower end of the church. The organist was
coming from behind the pipes, and passing along the
gallery on hisway out, | saw him disappear by a small
door that leadsto some stairswhich descend directly to
the street. Hewas a dender man, and hisface was as
white as his coat was black. " Good riddance!" |
thought, " with your wicked music! | hope your assistant
will play the closing voluntary."

With afeeling of relief, with a deep, calm feeling of
relief, | turned back to the mild facein the pulpit, and
settled myself to listen. Here at last, was the ease of
mind | longed for.

"My children," said the preacher, " onetruth the
human soul finds hardest of all to learn; that it has
nothing to fear. It can never be made to seethat nothing
can really harm it."

"Curiousdoctrine!" | thought, " for a Catholic priest.
L et us see how hewill reconcilethat with the Fathers."

" Nothing can really harm the soul,” hewent on, in his
coolest clearest tones, " because----"

But | never heard therest; my eyeleft hisface, | knew
not for what reason, and sought the lower end of the
church. The same man was coming out from behind the
organ, and was passing along the gallery the same way.
But there had not been timefor him toreturn, and if he
had returned, | must have seen him. | felt a faint chill,
and my heart sank; and yet, hisgoing and coming were
no affair of mine. | looked at him: | could not look away
from hisblack figure and hiswhite face. When he was
exactly opposite me, heturned and sent acrossthe
church, straight into my eyes, alook of hate, intense and
deadly: | have never seen any other likeit; would to
God | might never seeit again! Then he disappeared by



the same door through which | had watched him depart
lessthan sixty seconds before.

| sat and tried to collect my thoughts. My first sensation
was like that of a very young child badly hurt, when it
catchesits breath before crying out.

To suddenly find myself the object of such hatred was
exquisitely painful: and this man was an utter stranger.
Why should he hate me so? M e, whom he had never
seen before? For the moment all other sensation was
merged in this one pang: even fear was subordinate to
grief, and for that moment | never doubted; but in the
next | began to reason, and a sense of the incongruous
cameto my aid.

As| havesaid, St. Barnabéisamodern church. It is
small and well lighted; one seesall over it almost at a
glance. The organ gallery gets a strong white light from
arow of long windows in the clere-story, which have not
even colored glass.

The pulpit being in the middle of the church, it followed
that, when | wasturned toward it, whatever moved at
the west end could not fail to attract my eye. When the
organist passed it was no wonder thel saw him: | had
simply miscalculated the interval between hisfirst and
his second passing. He had comein that last time by the
other side-door. Asfor thelook which had so upset me,
there had been no such thing, and | was a nervousfooal.

| looked about. Thiswasa likely place to harbor
supernatural horrors! That clear-cut, reasonable face of
Monseigneur C----, his collected manner, and easy,
graceful gestures, werethey not just alittle
discouraging to the notion of a gruesome mystery? |
glanced above his head, and almost laughed. That
flyaway lady, supporting one corner of the pulpit
canopy, which looked like a fringed damask table-cloth
in ahigh wind, at thefirst attempt of a basilisk to pose
up therein theorgan lost, she would point her gold
trumpet at him, and puff him out of existence! | laughed
to myself over thisconceit, which, at thetime, | though
very amusing, and sat and chaffed myself and
everything else, for the old harpy outsidetherailing,
who had made me pay ten centimesfor my chair, before



shewould let mein (shewas morelikeabasilisk, | told
myself, than was my organist with the anaemic
complexion): from that grim old dame, to, yes, alas! to
Monseigneur C----, himself. For all devoutness had fled.
| had never yet done such a thingin my life, but now |
felt a desireto mock.

Asfor the sermon, | could not hear aword of it, for the
jinglein my ears of

"The skirtsof St. Paul hasreached,”
Having preached usthose six L ent lectures,
More unctuousthan ever he preached:"

keeping time to the most fantastic and irreverent
thoughts.

It was not useto sit thereany longer: | must get out of
doors and shake myself free form this hateful mood. |
knew therudeness| was committing, but still I rose and
left the church.

A spring sun was shining on therue St. Honoré, as| ran
down the church steps. On one corner stood a barrow
full of yellow jonquils, pale violets from the Riviera,
dark Russian violets, and white Roman hyacinthsin a
golden cloud of mimosa. The street was full of Sunday
pleasur e seekers. | swung my cane and laughed with the
rest. Some one overtook and passed me. He never
turned, but there was the same deadly malignity in his
white profile that there had been in hiseyes. | watched
him aslong as| could see him. Hislithe back expressed
the same menace; every step that carried him away
from me seemed to bear him on some errand connected
with my destruction.

| was creeping along, my feet almost refusing to move.
There began to dawn in me a sense of responsibility for
something long forgotten. It began to seem asif |
deserved that which hethreatened: it reached along
way back--along, long way back. It had lain dor mant
all theseyears: it wastherethough, and presently it
would rise and confront me. But | would try to escape;
and | stumbled asbest | could in theruede Rivoli,
acrossthe Place dela Concorde and on to the Quai. |
looked with sick eyesupon the sun, shining through the



white foam of the fountain, pouring over the backs of
the dusky bronzeriver-gods, on the far-away Arc, a
structure of amethyst mist, on the countless vistas of
gray stems and bare branchesfaintly green. Then | saw
him again coming down one of the chestnut alleys of the
CourslaReine.

| left theriver side, plunged blindly acrossto the
Champs Elysées and turned toward the Arc. The setting
sun was sending itsrays along the green sward of the
Rond-point: in the full glow he sat on a bench, children
and young mothersall about him. He was nothing but a
Sunday lounger, likethe others, like myself. | said the
wordsalmost aloud, and all thewhile| gazed on the
malignant hatred of hisface. But he was not looking at
me. | crept past and dragged my leaden feet up the
Avenue. | knew that every timel met him brought him
nearer t the accomplishment of his purpose and my fate.
And still | tried to save myself.

Thelast rays of the sunset were pouring through the
great Arc. | passed under it, and met him faceto face. |
had left him far down the Champs Elysées, and yet he
camein with a stream of people who werereturning for
the Bois de Boulogne. He came so close that he brushed
me. Hisslender framefelt iron insideitsloose black
covering. He showed not signs of haste, nor of fatigue,
nor of any human feeling. His whole being expressed
but onething: the will, and the power to work me evil.

In anguish | watched him, where he went down the
broad crowded Avenue, that was all flashing with
wheels and the trappings of horses, and the helmets of
the Garde Republicaine.

Hewas soon lost to sight; then | turned and fled. Into
the Bois, and far out beyond it--I know not where|l
went, but after along whileasit seemed to me, night
had fallen, and | found myself sitting at a table before a
small café. | had wandered back into the Bois. It was
hoursnow sincel had seen him. Physical fatigue, and
mental suffering had left me no more power to think or
feel. | wastired, sotired! | longed to hide away in my
own den. | resolved to go home. But that was a long way
off.



| livein the Court of the Dragon, a narrow passage that
leads from the rue de Rennesto therue du Dragon.

Itisan " Impasse;” traversable only for foot passengers.
Over the entrance of therue de Rennesis a balcony,
supported by an iron dragon. Within the court tall old
housesrise on either side, and close the endsthat give
on the two streets. Huge gates, swung back duringthe
day into the walls of the deep archways, close this court,
after midnight, and one must enter then by ringing at
certain small doorson the side. The sunken pavement
collects unsavory pools. Steep stairways pitch down to
doorsthat open on the court. Theground floorsare
occupied by shops of second-hand dealers, and by iron
workers. All day long the place ringswith the clinks of
hammers, and the clang of metal bars.

Unsavory asit isbelow, thereis cheerfulness, and
comfort, and hard, honest work above.

Fiveflightsup arethe ateliersof architectsand
painters, and the hiding-places of middle-aged students
like myself who want to live alone. When | first came
heretolivel wasyoung, and not alone.

| had to walk awhile before any conveyance appeared,
but at last, when | had almost reached the Arc de
Triomphe again, an empty cab came along and | took it.

From the Arctotheruede Rennesisadrive of more
than half an hour, especially when oneis conveyed by a
tired cab horsethat had been at the mercy of Sunday
féte makers.

There had been time| passed under the Dragon's
wings, to meet my enemy over and over again, but |
never saw him once, and now refuge was close at hand.

Before the wide gateway a small mob of children were
playing. Our concierge and hiswife walked about
among them with their black poodle, keeping order;
some couples wer e waltzing on the side-walk. | returned
their greetingsand hurried on.



All theinhabitants of the court had trooped out into the
street. The place was quite deserted, lighted by a few
lanterns hung high up, in which the gas burned dimly.

My apartment was at the top of the house, halfway
down the court, reached by a stair case that descended
almost into the street, with only a bit of passage-way
intervening. | set my foot on the threshold of the open
door, thefriendly, old ruinous stair s rose before me,
leading up to rest and shelter. Looking back over my
right shoulder, | saw him, ten paces off. He must have
entered the court with me.

He was coming straight on, neither slowly, nor swiftly,
but straight on to me. And now he was looking at me.
For thefirst timesince our eyes encountered acrossthe
church they met now again, and | knew that the time
had come.

Retreating backward, down the court, | faced him. |
meant to escape by the entrance on therue du Dragon.
Hiseyestold methat | never should escape.

It seemed ages while we were going, | retreating, he
advancing, down the court in perfect silence; but at last
| felt the shadows of the archway, and the next step
brought mewithin it. | had meant to turn here and
spring through into the street. But the shadow was not
that of an archway; it wasthat of a vault. The great
doorson theruedu Dragon wereclosed. | felt thishy
the blackness which surrounded me, and at the same
instant | read it in hisface. How hisface gleamed in the
darkness, drawing swiftly nearer! The deep vaults, the
huge closed doors, their cold iron clampswereall on his
side. Thething which he had threatened had arrived: it
gathered and bore down on me from the fathomless
shadows; the point from which it would strike was his
infernal eyes. Hopeless| set my back against the barred
doors and defied him.

Therewas a scraping of chairson the stonefloor, and a
rustling asthe congregation rose. | could hear the
Suisse's staff in the south aisle, preceding M onseigneur
C---- tothe sacristy.



The kneeling nuns, roused from their devout
abstraction, made their reverence and went away. The
fashionable lady, my neighbor, rose also, with graceful
reserve. As she departed her glancejust flitted over my
facein disapproval.

Half dead, or so it seemed to me, yet intensely alive to
every trifle, | sat among the leisurely moving crowd,
then rose too and went toward the door.

| had slept through the sermon. Had | slept through the
sermon? | looked up and saw him passing along the
gallery to hisplace. Only hisside| saw; thethin bent
arm in itsblack covering looked like one of those
devilish, nameless instruments which liein the disused
torture chambers of mediaeval castles.

But | had escaped him, though his eyes had said |
should not. Had | escaped him? That which gave him
the power over me came back out of oblivion, wherel
had hopeto keep it. For | knew him now. Death and the
awful abode of lost souls, whither my weakness long ago
had sent him--they had changed him for every other
eye, but not for mine. | had recognized him almost from
thefirst; | had never doubted what he was cometo do;
and now | knew that while my body sat safein the
cheerful little church, he had been hunting my soul in
the Court of the Dragon.

| crept to the door; the organ broke out overhead with a
blare. A dazzling light filled the church, blotting the
altar from my eyes. The people faded away, the arches,
the vaulted roof vanished. | raised my seared eyesto the
fathomlessglare, and | saw the black starshangingin
the heavens: and the wet winds from the L ake of Hail
chilled my face.

And now, far away, over leagues of tossing cloud-waves,
| saw the moon dripping with spray; and beyond, the
tower s of Carcosa rose behind the moon.

Death and the awful abode of lost souls, whither my
weakness long ago had sent him, had changed him for
every other eye but mine. And now | heard hisvoice,
rising, swelling, thundering through theflaring light,
and as| fell, theradiance increasing, increasing, pour ed



over mein waves of flame. Then | sank into the depths,
and | heard theKingin Yéelow whispering to my soul:

"Itisafearful thingto fall into the hands of theliving

God!"



THE YELLOW SIGN

"Let thered dawn surmise
What we shall do,

When this blue starlight dies
And all isthrough.”

I
BEING THE CONTENTSOF AN UNSIGNED LETTER SENT TO THE
AUTHOR

THERE ARE SO many things which areimpossible to
explain! Why should certain chordsin music make me
think of the brown and golden tints of autumn foliage?
Why should the Mass of Sainte Cécile send my thoughts
wandering among the caver ns whose walls blaze with
ragged masses of virgin silver? What wasit in the roar
and turmoil of Broadway at six o'clock that flashed
before my eyesthe picture of a still Breton forest where
sunlight filtered through spring foliage and Sylvia bent,
half curioudly, half tenderly, over a small green lizard,
murmuring: " To think that thisalsoisalittle ward of
God!"

When | first saw the watchman hisback wastoward
me. | paid no more attention to him than | had to any
other man who lounged through Washington Square
that morning, and when | shut my window and turned
back into the my studio | had forgotten him. Latein the
afternoon, the day being warm, | raised the window
again and leaned out to get a sniff of air. A man was
standing in the courtyard of the church, and I noticed
him again with aslittleinterest as| had that morning. |
looked across the squareto wherethe fountain was
playing and then, with my mind filled with vague
impressions of trees, asphalt drives, and the moving
groups of nursemaids and holiday-makers, | started to
walk back to my easel. As| turned, my listless glance
included the man below in the churchyard. Hisface was
toward me now, and with a perfectly involuntary
movement | bent to seeit. At the same moment he
raised hishead and looked at me. Instantly | thought of
a coffin-worm. Whatever it was about the man that
repelled mel did not know, but the impression of a
plump white grave-worm was so intense and nauseating
that | must have shown it in my expression, for he



turned his puffy face away with a movement which
made me think of a disturbed grub in a chestnut.

| went back to my easel and motioned the model to
resume her pose. After working awhile | was satisfied
that | was spoiling what | had down asrapidly as
possible, and | took up a palette knife and scraped the
color out again. The flesh tones wer e sallow and
unhealthy, and I did not under stand how | could have
painted such sickly color into a study which befor e that
had glowed with healthy tones.

| looked at Tessie. She had not changed, and the clear
flush of health dyed her neck and cheeksas| frowned.

"lsit something I've done?" she said.

"No, I've made a mess of thisarm, and for thelife of me
| can't see how | cameto paint such mud asthat into the
canvas," | replied.

"Don't | posewell?" sheinsisted.
" Of course, perfectly.”

"Then isn't not my fault?"

"No. It'smy own."

"I'mvery sorry," shesaid.

| told her she could rest whilel applied rag and
turpentine to the plague spot on my canvas, and she
went off to smoke a cigar ette and look over the
illustrationsin the Courier Francais.

| did not know whether it was somethingin the
turpentine or a defect of the canvas, but themorel
scrubbed the mor e that gangrene defect seemed to
spread. | worked like a beaver to get it out, and yet the
disease appeared to creep from limb to limb of the study
beforeme. Alarmed | stroveto arrest it, but now the
color on the breast changed and the wholefigure
seemed to absorb theinfection as a sponge soaks up
water. Vigoroudly | plied palette knife, tur pentine, and
scraper, thinking all the time what a séance | should



hold with Duval who had sold me the canvas; but soon |
noticed that it was not the canvas which was defective
nor yet the colorsof Edward. " It must bethe
turpentine,” | thought angrily, " or else my eyes have
become so blurred and confused by the afternoon light
that | can't seestraight.” | called Tessie, the model. She
came and leaned over my chair blowing rings of smoke
intotheair.

"What have you been doingtoit?" she exclaimed.
"Nothing," | growled, " it must bethisturpentine!”

"What a horriblecolor it isnow," shecontinued. " Do
you think my flesh resembles green cheese?"

"No, | don't,” | said angrily, " did you ever know meto
paint likethat before?"

"No, indeed!"
"Well, then!"

"1t must bethe turpentine, or something,” she
admitted.

She dlipped on a Japanese robe and walked to the
window. | scraped and rubbed until | wastired and
finally picked up my brushes and hurled them through
the canvas with aforcible expression, the tone alone of
which reached Tessie'sears.

Nevertheless she promptly began: " That'sit! Swear and
act silly and ruin your brushes! You have been three
weeks on that study, and now look! What'sthe good of
ripping the canvas? What creaturesartistsare!"

| felt about as much ashamed as| usually did after such
an outbreak, and | turned the ruined canvasto thewall.
Tessie helped me clean my brushes, and then danced
away to dress. From the screen sheregaled me with bits
of advice concerning whole or partial loss of temper,
until, thinking, perhaps, | had been tormented
sufficiently, she came out to implore meto button her
waist where she could not reach it on the shoulder.



" Everything went wrong from the time you came back
from the window and talked about that horrid-looking
man you saw in the churchyard,” she announced.

"Yes, he probably bewitched the picture,” | said,
yawning. | looked at my watch.

"It'safter six, | know," said Tessie, adjusting her hat
beforethemirror.

"Yes" | replied, "1 didn't mean to keep you so long.” |
leaned out of the window but recoiled with disgust, for
the young man with the pasty face stood below in the
churchyard. Tessie saw my gesture of disapproval and
leaned from the window.

"lsthat the man you don't like?" she whispered.
| nodded.

"| can't see hisface, but he doeslook fat and soft.
Someway or other,” she continued, turningto look at
me, " hereminds me of a dream, an awful dream | once
had. Or," she mused, looking down at her shapely
shoes, "wasit a dream after all?"

"How should | know?" | smiled.
Tessiesmiled in reply.

"You werein it,” shesaid, " so perhapsyou might know
something about it."

"Tessiel Tessie!" | protested, " don't you dareflatter by
saying you dream about me!"

"But | did," sheinsisted; " shall | tell you about it?"

"Go ahead," | replied, lighting a cigarette. Tessie leaned
back on the open window-sill and began very seriously.

" One night last winter | waslyingin bed thinking about
nothing at all in particular. | had been posing for you
and | wastired out, yet it seemed impossiblefor meto
deep. | heard the bellsin thecity ring ten, eleven, and
midnight. | must have fallen about midnight because |



don't remember hearing the bells after that. It seemed
tomethat | had scarcely closed my eyeswhen |
dreamed that something impelled meto go to the
window. | rose, and raising the sash, leaned out.
Twenty-fifth Street was deserted asfar as| could see. |
began to be afraid; everything outside seemed so--so
black and uncomfortable. Then the sound of wheelsin
the distance cameto my ears, and it seemed to me as
though that waswhat | must wait for. Very slowly the
wheels approached, and, finally, | could make out a
vehicle moving along the street. It came nearer and
nearer, and when it passed beneath my window | saw it
was a hearse. Then, as| trembled with fear, thedriver
turned and looked straight at me. When | awoke | was
standing by the open window shivering with cold, but
the black-plumed hearse and the driver were gone. |
dreamed thisdream again in March last, and again
awoke beside the open window. L ast night the dream
came again. You remember how it wasraining; when |
awoke, standing at the open window, my night-dress
was soaked."

"But wheredid | comeinto thedream?" | asked.
"You--you werein the coffin; but you were not dead.”
" In the coffin?"

"Yes"

"How did you know? Could you see me?"

"No; | only knew you werethere.”

"Had you been eating Welsh rarebits, or lobster
salad?" | began laughing, but the girl interrupted me

with afrightened cry.

"Hello! What'sup?" | said, as she shrank into the
embrasure by the window.

"The--the man below in the churchyard; he drovethe
hearse."

"Nonsense," | said, but Tessie's eyes were wide with
terror. | want tothewindow and looked out. The man



wasgone. " Come, Tessie," | urged, " don't be foolish.
Y ou have posed too long; you are nervous."

" Do you think | could forget that face?" she murmured.
"Threetimes| saw the hear se pass below my window,
and every timethedriver turned and looked up at me.
Oh, hisface was so white and and soft? It looked dead it
looked asif it had been dead along time.”

| induced the girl to sit down and swallow a glass of
Marsala. Then | sat down beside her, and tried to give
her some advice.

"Look here, Tessie" | said, " you go to the country for a
week or two, and you'll have no mor e dreams about
hear ses. You pose all day, and when night comes your
nervesare upset. You can't keep thisup. Then again,
instead of going to bed when your day'swork isdone,
you run off to picnics at Sulzer'sPark, or go tothe
Eldorado or Coney Island, and when you come down
here next morning you ar e fagged out. There was no
real hearse. That was a soft-shelled crab dream.”

She smiled faintly.
"What about the man in the churchyard?"

" Oh, he'sonly an ordinary unhealthy, everyday
creature."

"Astrueasmy nameis Tessie Reardon, | swear to you,
Mr. Scott, that the face of the man below in the
churchyard isthe face of the man who drovethe
hearse."

"What of it?" | said. " It'san honest trade."

"Then you think | did seethe hearse?"

"Oh," | said, diplomatically, " if you really did, it might
not be unlikely that the man below droveit. Thereis
nothingin it."

Tessierose, unrolled her scented handker chief, and

taking a bit of gum from a knot in the hem, placed it in
her mouth. Then drawing on her gloves she offered me



her hand, with afrank " Good-night, Mr. Scott," and
walked out.

The next morning, Thomas, the bellboy, brought methe
Herald and a bit of news. The church next door had
been sold. | thanked Heaven for it, not that being a
Catholic | had any repugnance for the congregation
next door, but because my nerveswere shattered by a
blatant exhorter, whose every word echoed though the
aisleof the church asif it had been my own rooms, and
who insisted on hisr'swith a nasal persistence which
revolted my every instinct. Then, too, therewasa fiend
in human shape, an organist, who reeled off some of the
grand old hymnswith an inter pretation of hisown, and
| longed for the blood of a creature who could play the
doxology with an amendment of minor chordswhich
one hearsonly in aquarter of very young
undergraduates. | believe the minister was a good man,
but when he bellowed: " And theLorrrrd said unto
Moses, theLorrrd isaman of war; theLorrrd ishis
name. My wrath shall wax hot and | will kill you with
the sworrrd!" | wondered how many centuries of
purgatory it would take to atone for such a sin.

"Who bought the property?" | asked Thomas.

"Nobody that | knows, sir. They do say the gent wot
ownsthis'ere'Amilton flatswaslookin' at it. 'E might
be a bildin' more studios." | walked to the window. The
young man with the unhealthy face stood by the
churchyard gate, and at the mere sight of him the same
overwhelming repugnance took possession of me.

"By theway, Thomas," | said, "who isthat fellow down
there?"

Thomas sniffed. " That thereworm, sir? 'E's night-
watchman of the church, sir. 'E makesmetired a-sittin’
out all night on them stepsand lookin' at you insultin’
like. I'd punched 'is'ed, sir beg pardon, sir "

"Goon, Thomas."



" One night a comin' 'omewith 'Arry, the other English
boy, | sees'im sittin' there on them steps. We'ad Mally
and Jen with us, sir, thetwo girlson thetray service,
an' 'elooks soinsultin' at usthat I up and sez: "Wat you
looking hat, you fat slug?'--beg pardon, sir, but that's
'‘ow | sez, sir. Then 'edon’t say nothin' and | sez: 'Come
out and I'll punch that puddin’ 'ed." Then | hopensthe
gatean' goesin, but 'edon't say nothin’, only looks
insultin' like. Then | 'its'im one, but, ugh! 'is'ed was
that cold and mushy it ud sicken you to touch 'im."

"What did hedo then?" | asked, curioudly.
"'Im? Nawthin'."
" And you, Thomas?"

Theyoung fellow flushed with embarrassment and
smiled uneasily.

"Mr. Scott, sir, | ain't nocoward an' | can't makeit out
at all why | run. | wasin the 5th Lawncers, sir, bugler
at Tel-el-Kebir, an' was shot by the wells."

"You don't mean to say you ran away?"

"Yes, gr; | run.”

"Why?"

"That'sjust what | want to know, sir. | grabbed Molly
an' run, an' therest wasasfrightened asl."

" But what werethey frightened at?"

Thomasrefused to answer for awhile, but now my
curiosity was aroused about the repulsive young man
below and | pressed him. Threeyears sojourn in
America had not only modified Thomas' cockney
dialect but had given him the American'sfear of
ridicule.

"You won't believe me, Mr. Scott, sir?"

"Yes, | will."



"You will lawf at me, sir?"
" Nonsense!"

He hesitated. " Well, sir, it's God's truth that when | *it
'im "egrabbed mewrists, sir, and when | twisted 'is soft,
mushy fist one of 'is fingers come off in me'and."

The utter loathing and horror of Thomas' face must
have been reflected in my own for he added:

"It'sorful, an' now when | see'im | just go away. 'E
maikes me hill."

When Thomas had gone | went to the window. The man
stood beside the church-railing with both hands on the
gate, but | hastily retreated to my easel again, sickened
and horrified, for | saw that the middle finger of his
right hand was missing.

At nine o'clock Tessie appeared and vanished behind
the screen with a merry " Good-mor ning, Mr. Scott."
When she had reappeared and taken her pose upon the
model-stand | started a new canvas much to her delight.
Sheremained silent aslong as| was on the drawing, but
as soon asthe scrape of the char coal ceased and | took
up my fixative she began to chatter.

"Oh, | had such alovely timelast night. We went to
Tony Pastor's."

"Who are'we'?" | demanded.

" Oh, Maggie, you know, Mr. Whyte's model, and
Pinkie M cCor mick--we call her Pinkie because she's got
that beautiful red hair you artists like so much and
Lizzie Burke."

| sent a spray from thefixative over the canvas, and
said: "Wsell, goon."

"Wesaw Kelly and Baby Barnesthe skirt-dancer and--
and all therest. | made a mash."

"Then you have gone back on me, Tessie?"



Shelaughed and shook her head.

"He'sLizzieBurke'sbrother, Ed. HE' s a perfect
gen'lI'man.”

| felt constrained to give her some parental advice
concer ning mashing, which shetook with a bright smile.

"Oh, | can take care of astrangemash,” she said,
examining her chewing gum, " but Ed isdifferent. Lizzie
ismy best friend."

Then sherelated how Ed had come back from the
stocking mill in Lowell, Massachusetts, to find her and
Lizzie grown up, and what an accomplished young man
he was, and how he thought nothing of squandering half
adollar for ice-cream and oystersto celebrate hisentry
asclerk into the woollen department of Macy's. Before
shefinished | began to paint and sheresumed the pose,
smiling and chattering like a sparrow. By noon | had
the study fairly well rubbed in and Tessie cameto look
at it.

"That's better," shesaid.

| thought so too, and ate my lunch with a satisfied
feeling that all was going well. Tessie spread her lunch
on a drawing table opposite me and we drank our clar et
from the same bottle and lighted out cigarettes from the
same match. | wasvery much attached to Tessie. | had
watched her shoot up into a slender but exquisitely
formed woman from afrail, awkward child. She had
posed for me during thelast threeyears, and among all
my models she was my favorite. It would have troubled
me very much indeed has she become " tough" or " fly,"
asthe phrase goes, but | never noticed any deterioration
of her manner, and felt at heart that shewasall right.
Sheand | never discussed moralsat all, and | had no
intention of doing so, partly because | had none myself,
and partly because | knew she would do what shelikein
spite of me. Still | did hope she would steer clear of
complications, because | wished her well, and then also
| had a selfish desireto retain the best model | had. |
knew that mashing, as shetermed it, had no significance
with girlslike Tessie, and that such thingsin America
did not resemblein theleast the samethingsin Paris.



Yet, having lived with my eyesopen, | also knew that
somebody would take Tessie away some day, in one
manner or another, and though | professed to myself
that marriage was nonsense, | sincerely hoped that, in
this case, therewould bea priest at the end of the vista.
| am a Catholic. When | listen to high mass, when | sign
myself, | feel that everything, including myself, ismore
cheerful, and when | confess, it down me good. A man
who lives as much aloneas| do must confessto
somebody. Then, again, Sylvia was Catholic, and it was
reason enough for me. But | was speaking of Tessie,
which isvery different. Tessie also was Catholic and
much more devout than I, so taking it all in all, | had
little fear for my pretty model until she should fall in
love. But then | knew that fate alone would decide her
futurefor her, and | prayed inwardly that fate would
keep her away from men like me and throw into her
path nothing but Ed Burkesand Jimmy M cCor micks,
bless her sweet face!

Tessie sat blowing rings of smoke up to the ceilling and
tinkling theicein her tumbler.

" Do you know, Kid, that | also had a dream last night?"
| observed. | sometimescall her " the Kid."

" Not about that man,” she laughed.
" Exactly. A dream similar to yours, only much worse."

It was foolish and thoughtless of meto say this, but you
know how little tact the aver age painter has.

"1 must have fallen asleep about 10 o'clock,” |
continued, " and after awhilel dreamt that | awoke. So
plainly did | hear the midnight bells, thewind in the
tree-branches, and the whistle of steamersfrom the bay,
that even now | can scarcely believe | was not awake. |
seemed to belying in a box which had a glass cover.
Dimly | saw the street lampsas| passed, for | must tell
you, Tessie, the box in which | reclined appeared tolie
in a cushioned wagon which jolted me over the stony
pavement. After awhilel becameimpatient and tried to
move but the box wastoo narrow. My handswere
crossed on my breast so | could not raisethem to help
myself. | listened and then tried to call. My voice was



gone. | could hear thetrample of the horses attached to
the wagon and even the breathing of thedriver. Then
another sound broke upon my earsliketheraising of a
window sash. | managed to turn my head a little, and
found | could look, not only through the glass cover of
my box. but also through the glass panesin the sides of
the covered vehicle. | saw houses, empty and silent, with
neither light nor life about any of them excepting one.
In that house a window was open on thefirst floor and a
figureall in white stood looking down into the street. It
wasyou."

Tessie hasturned her face away from me and leaned on
thetablewith her elbow.

"1 could seeyour face" | resumed, " and it seemed to
meto be very sorrowful. Then we passed on and turned
into a narrow black lane. Presently the hor ses stopped. |
waited and waited, closing my eyes with fear and
impatience, but all wassilent asthe grave. After what
seemed to me hours, | began to feel uncomfortable. A
sense that somebody was close to me made me unclose
my eyes. Then | saw the white face of the hear se-driver
looking at me through the coffin-lid--"

A sob from Tessieinterrupted me. She was trembling
likealeaf. | saw | had made an ass of myself and
attempted to repair the damage.

"Why, Tess," | said, "I only told you thisto show you
what influence your story might have on another
person’'sdreams. You don't supposel really lay in a
coffin, do you? What are you trembling for? Don't you
seethat your dream and my unreasonable dislike for
that inoffensive watchman of the church simply set my
brain working as soon as| fell asleep?”

Shelaid her head between her arms and sobbed asif
her heart would break. What a precioustriple donkey |
had made of myself! But | was about to break my
record. | went over and put my arm about her.

"Tessiedear, forgiveme," | said; " | had no businessto
frighten you with such nonsense. You aretoo sensible a
girl, too good a Catholic to believe in dreams.”



Her hand tightened on mine and her head fell upon my
shoulder, but she still trembled and | petted her and
comforted her.

" Come, Tess, open your eyesand smile."

Her eyes opened with a slow languid movement and met
mine, but their expression was so queer that | hastened
to reassure her again.

"It'sall humbug, Tessie, you surely are not afraid that
any harm will come to you because of that."

"No," shesaid, but her scarlet lips quivered.
"Then what'sthe matter? Are you afraid?"
"Yes. Not for myself.”

"For me, then?" | demanded gaily.

"For you," she murmured in a voice almost inaudible,
"|--I carefor you."

At first | started to laugh, but when | understood her a
shock passed through meand | sat like oneturned to
stone. Thiswasthe crowning bit of idiocy | had
committed. During the moment which elapsed between
her reply and my answer | thought of a thousand
responses to that innocent confession. | could passit by
with alaugh, | could misunderstand her and reassure
her asto my health, | could ssmply point out that it was
impossible she could love me. But my reply was quicker
than my thoughts, and | might think and think now
when it wastoo late, for | had kissed her on the mouth.

That evening | took my usual walk in Washington Park,
pondering over the occurrences of theday. | was

thor oughly committed. Therewas no back out now, and
| stared the future straight in the face. I was not good,
not even scrupulous, but I had no idea of deceiving
either myself or Tessie. The one passion of my lifelay
buried in the sunlit forests of Brittany. Wasit buried
forever? Hopecried " No!" For threeyears| had been
listening to the voice of Hope, and for threeyears| had



waited for a footstep on my threshold. Had Sylvia
forgotten? " No!" cried Hope.

| said that | was not good. That istrue, but still I was
not exactly a comic operavillain. | had lead an easy-
going recklesslife, taking what invited me of pleasure,
deploring and sometimes bitterly regretting
consequences. In one thing alone, except my painting,
was| serious, and that was something which lay hidden
if not lost in the Breton forests.

It wastoo late now for meto regret what had occurred
during theday. Whatever it had been, pity, a sudden
tendernessfor sorrow, or the more brutal instinct of
gratified vanity, it was all the same now, and unless|
wished to bruise an innocent heart my path lay marked
before me. Thefireand strength, with all my imagined
experiencein theworld, left me no alter native but to
respond or send her away. Whether because| am so
cowardly about giving pain to others, or whether it was
that | have little of the gloomy Puritan in me, | do not
know, but | shrank from disclaiming responsibility for
that thoughtlesskiss, and in fact had notimeto do so
beforethe gate of her heart opened and the flood
poured forth. Otherswho habitually do their duty and
find a sullen satisfaction in making themselves and
everybody e se unhappy, might have withstood it. I did
not. | dared not. After the storm had abated | did tell
her that she might better have loved Ed Burke and
worn a plain gold ring, but she would not hear of it, and
| thought perhapsthat aslong as she had decided to
love somebody she could not marry, it had better be me.
|, at least, could treat her with an intelligent affection,
and whenever she becametired of her infatuation she
could go nonetheworsefor it. For | was decided on that
point although | knew how hard it would be. |
remembered the usual termination of Platonic liaisons
and thought how disgusted | had been whenever | heard
of one. | knew | was undertaking a great deal for so
unscrupulousa man as| was, and | dreaded the future,
but never for one moment did | doubt that she was safe
with me. Had it been anybody but Tessie | should not
have bothered my head about scruples. For it did not
occur to meto sacrifice Tessieas | would have sacrificed
awoman of theworld. | looked the future squarely in
the face and saw the several probably endingsto the



affair. She would tire of the whole thing, or become so
unhappy that | should have either to marry her or go
away. If | married her wewould be unhappy. | with a
wife unsuited to me, and shewith a husband unsuitable
for any woman. For my past life could scar cely entitle
meto marry. If | went away she might either fall ill,
recover, and marry some Eddie Burke, or she might
recklessly or deliberately go and do something foolish.
On theother hand if shetired of me, then her wholelife
would be before her with beautiful vistas of Eddie
Burkesand marriageringsand twinsand Harlem flats
and Heaven knowswhat. Asl strolled along through
the trees by the Washington Arch, | decided that she
should find a substantial friend in me anyway and the
future could take care of itself. Then | went into the
house and put on my evening dressfor thelittle faintly
perfumed note on my dresser said, " Have acab at the
stage door at eleven,” and the notewas signed " Edith
Carmichel, Metropolitan Theater, June 19th, 189-."

| took supper that night, or rather we took supper, Miss
Carmichel and I, at Solari'sand the dawn was just
beginning to gild the cross on the Memorial Church asl
entered Washington Squar e after leaving Edith at the
Brunswick. Therewasnot asoul in the park as| passed
among the trees and took the walk which leads from the
Garibaldi statueto the Hamilton Apartment House, but
as| passed the churchyard | saw afiguresitting on the
stone steps. I n spite of myself a chill crept over me at
the sight of the white puffy face, and | hastened to pass.
Then he said something which might have been
addressed to me or might merely have been a mutter to
himself, but a sudden furious anger flamed up within
methat such a creature should addressme. For an
instant | felt like wheeling about and smashing my stick
over hishead, but | walked on, and entering the
Hamilton went to my apartment. For sometime | tossed
about the bed trying to get the sound of hisvoice out of
my ears, but could not. It filled my head, that muttering
sound, like thick oily smoke from a fat-rending vat or
an odor of noisome decay. And as| lay and tossed
about, the voicein my ears seemed moredistinct, and |
began to understand the words he had muttered. They
cameto meslowly asif | had forgotten them, and at last
| could make some sense out of the sounds. It was this:



"Haveyou found the Yellow Sign?"
"Haveyou found the Yellow Sign?"
"Haveyou found the Yellow Sign?"

| was furious. What did he mean by that? Then with a
curse upon him and his| rolled over and went to Sleep,
but when | awoke later | looked pale and haggard, for |
had dreamed the dream of the night before and it
troubled memorethan | cared to think.

| dressed and went down into my studio. Tessie sat by
thewindow, but as| camein sherose and put both
arms around my neck for an innocent kiss. She looked
so sweet and dainty that | kissed her again and then sat
down before my easdl.

"Hello! Where'sthe study | began yesterday?" | asked.

Tessielooked conscious, but did no answer. | began to
hunt among the pile of canvases, saying, " Hurry up,
Tess, and get ready; we must take advantage of the
morning light."

When at last | gave up the search among the other
canvases and turned to look around theroom for the
missing study | noticed Tessie standing by the screen
with her clothes on.

"What'sthe matter,” | asked, "don't you feel well?"

" Y%.ll

"Then hurry."

" Do you want meto pose as--as| have always posed?"
Then | understood. Here was a new complication. | had
lost, of course, the best nude model | had ever seen. |
looked at Tessie. Her face was scarlet. Alas! Alasl We

had eaten of thetree of knowledge, and Eden and native
innocence wer e dreams of the past--I mean for her.



| suppose she noticed the disappointment on my face,
for shesaid: " | will poseif you wish. The study is
behind the screen herewherel put it."

"No," | said, "wewill begin something new;" and |
went into my wardrobe and picked out a M oorish
costume which fairly blazed with tinsel. It was a genuine
costume, and Tessieretired to the screen with it
enchanted. When she cameforth again | was
astonished. Her long black hair was bound above her
forehead with a circlet of turquoises, and the ends
curled about her glittering girdle. Her feet were encased
in the embroidered pointed slippersand the skirt of her
costume, curiously wrought with arabesquesin silver,
fell to her ankles. The deep metallic blue vest
embroidered with silver and the short Mauresgque
jacket spangled and sewn with turquoises became her
wonder fully. She came up to me and held up her face
smiling. | slipped my hand into my pocket and drawing
out a gild chain with a cross attached, dropped it over
her head.

"It'syours, Tessie."
"Mine?" shefaltered.

"Yours. Now go and pose." Then with aradiant smile
sheran behind the screen and presently reappeared
with alittle box on which waswritten my name.

"1 had intended to giveit to you when | went hometo-
night," shesaid, "but | can't wait now."

| opened the box. On the pink cotton inside lay a clasp

of black onyx, on which wasinlaid a curious symbol or
letter in gold. It was neither Arabic or Chinese, nor as|
found afterwardsdid it belong to any human script.

"It'sall | had to giveyou for a keepsake," she said,
timidly.

| was annoyed, but | told her how much | should prize
it, and promised to wear it always. She fastened in on
my coat beneath the lapdl.



"How foolish, Tess, to go and buy me such a beautiful
thing asthis,” | said.

"1 did not buy it," shelaughed.
"Wheredid you get it?"

Then she told me how shefound it one day while
coming from the Aquarium in the Battery, how she had
advertised it and watched the papers, but at last gave
up all hopes of finding the owner.

"That was last winter," shesaid, "thevery day | had
thefirst horrid dream about the hearse.”

| remembered my dream of the previous night but said
nothing, and presently my charcoal wasflying over a
new canvas, and Tessie stood motionless on the model-
stand.

The day following was a disastrous one for me. While
moving a framed canvas from one easel to another my
foot dipped on the polished floor and | fell heavily on
both wrists. They were so badly sprained that it was
uselessto attempt to hold a brush, and | was obliged to
wander about the studio, glaring at unfinished drawings
and sketches until despair seized meand | sat down to
smoke and twiddle my thumbswith rage. Therain blew
against the windows and rattled on theroof of the
church, driving meinto a nervousfit with its
interminable patter. Tessie sat sewing by the window,
and every now and then raised her head and looked at
me with such innocent compassion that | began to feel
ashamed of my irritation and looked about for
something to occupy me. | had read all the papersand
all thebooksin thelibrary, but for the sake of
something to do | went to the bookcases and shoved
them open with my elbow. | knew every volume by its
color and examined them all, passing slowly around the
library and whistling to keep up my spirits. | was
turning to go into the dining-room when my eyefell
upon a book bound in yellow, standing in a corner of
thetop shelf of thelast bookcase. | did not remember it
and from the floor could not decipher the pale lettering



on the back, so | went to the smoking-room and called
Tessie. She camein from the studio and climbed up to
reach the book.

"What isit?" | asked.
"'TheKingin Yelow."

| was dumfounded. Who had placed it there? How came
it in my rooms? | had long ago decided that | should
never open that book, and nothing on earth could have
persuaded meto buy it. Fearful lest curiosity might
tempt meto open it, | had never even looked at it in
book-stores. If | ever had any curiosity toread it, the
awful tragedy of young Castaigne, who | knew,
prevented me from exploring itswicked pages. | had
refused to listen to any description of it, and indeed,
nobody ever ventured to discuss the second part aloud,
so | had absolutely no knowledge of what those leaves
might reveal. | stared at the poisonous yellow binding as
| would at a snake.

"Don't touch it, Tessige," | said; " come down."

Of course my admonition was enough to around her
curiosity, and beforel could prevent it shetook the
book and, laughing, danced away into the studio with it.
| called to her, but she dlipped away with a tormenting
smile at my helpless hands, and | followed her with
some impatience.

"Tessiel" | cried, entering thelibrary, "listen, | am
serious. Put that book away. | do not wish you to open
it!" Thelibrary wasempty. | went into both drawing-
rooms, then into the bedrooms, laundry, kitchen, and
finally returned to thelibrary and began a systematic
sear ch. She had hidden herself so well that it was half
an hour later when | discovered her crouching white
and silent by thelatticed window in the store-room
above. At thefirst glance |l saw she had been punished
for her foolishness. " TheKingin Yellow" lay at her
feet, but the book was open at the second part. | looked
at Tessieand saw it wastoo late. She had opened " The
Kingin Yelow." Then | took her by the hand and led
her into the studio. She seemed dazed, and when | told
her to liedown on the sofa she obeyed me without a



word. After awhile she closed her eyesand her
breathing becameregular and deep, but | could not
determine whether or not she dept. For alongwhilel
sat silently beside her, but she neither stirred nor spoke,
and at last | rose and entering the unused store-room
took theyellow book in my least injured hand. It
seemed heavy aslead, but | carried it into the studio
again, and sitting down on therug beside the sofa,
opened it and read it through from beginning to end.

When, faint with the excess of my emotions, | dropped
the volume and leaned wearily back against the sofa,
Tessie opened her eyesand looked at me.

We had been speaking for sometimein adull
monotonous strain before | realized that wewere
discussing " The Kingin Yelow." Oh thesin of writing
such wor ds,--wordswhich are clear ascrystal, limpid
and musical as bubbling springs, words which sparkle
and glow like the poisoned diamonds of the Medicis! Oh
the wickedness, the hopeless damnation of a soul who
could fascinate and paralyze human creatureswith such
wor ds, words under stood by theignorant and wise
alike, wordswhich are more preciousthan jewels, more
soothing than Heavenly music, mor e awful than death
itself.

Wetalked on, unmindful of the gathering shadows, and
she was begging meto throw away the clasp of black
onyx quaintly inlaid with what we now knew to be the
Yellow Sign. | never shall know why | refused, though
even at thishour, herein my bedroom as| writethis
confession, | should be glad to know what it wasthat
prevented me from tearing the Yellow Sign from my
breast and casting it into thefire. | am surel wished to
do so, but Tessie pleaded with mein vain. Night fell and
the hoursdragged on, but still we murmured to each
other of the King and the Pallid Mask, and midnight
sounded from the misty spiresin the fog-wrapped city.
We spoke of Hastur and of Cassilda, while outside the
fog rolled against the blank window-panes as the cloud
waves roll and break on the shores of Hali.

The housewas very silent and not a sound from the
misty streets broke the silence. Tessielay among the
cushions, her faceagray blot in the gloom, but her



handswere clasped in mineand | knew that she knew
and read my thoughtsas| read hers, for we had

under stood the mystery of the Hyades and the Phantom
of the Truth waslaid. Then aswe answer ed each other,
swiftly, silently, thought on thought, the shadows stirred
in the gloom about us, and far in the distant streetswe
heard a sound. Nearer and nearer it came, the dull
crunching of wheels, nearer and yet nearer, and now,
outside beforethe door it ceased, and | dragged myself
to the window and saw a black-plumed hearse. The gate
below opened and shut, and | crept shaking to my door
and bolted it, but | knew not bolts, no locks, could keep
that creature out who was coming for the Yellow Sign.
And now | heard him moving very softly along the hall.
Now hewas at the door, and the boltsrotted at his
touch. Now he entered. With eyes staring from my head
| peered into the darkness, but when he cameinto the
room | did not see him. It wasonly when | felt him
envelop mein hiscold soft grasp that | cried out and
struggled with deadly fury, but my hands wer e useless
and hetorethe onyx clasp from my coat and struck me
full in theface. Then, as| fell, | heard Tessie's soft cry
and her spirit fled to God, and even whilefalling |
longed to follow her, for | knew that theKingin Yellow
had opened histattered mantle and there was only
Christ to cry to now.

| could tell more, but | cannot seewhat help it will beto
theworld. Asfor mel am past human help or hope. As
| lie here, writing, careless even whether or not | die
beforel finish, | can seethedoctor gathering up his
powder s and phials with a vague gestureto the good
priest beside me, which | under stand.

They will bevery curiousto know thetragedy they of
the outside world who write books and print millions of
newspapers, but | shall write no more, and the father
confessor will seal my last wordswith the seal of
sanctity when his holy officeisdone. They of the outside
world may send their creaturesinto wrecked homes and
death-smitten firesides, and their newspaperswill
batten on blood and tears, but with metheir spies must
halt before the confessional. They know that Tessieis
dead and that | am dying. They know how the people of
the house, aroused by an infernal scream, rushed into
my rooms and found one living and two dead, but they



do not know what | shall tell them now; they do not
know that the doctor said as he pointed to a horrible
decomposed heap on the floor thelivid corpse of the
watchman from the church: " | have no theory, no
explanation. That man must have been dead for
months!”

| think I am dying. | wish the priest would--------



THE DEMOISELLED'YS

Maisjecroy queje

Suis descendu on puiz
Tenebreuz onquel disoit
Haraclytusestre Verité cachée.

There be threethingswhich aretoo wonderful for me,
yea, four which | know not:

Theway of an eaglein the air; the way of a serpent
upon arock; theway of a ship in the midst of the seg;
and theway of a man with a maid.

The utter desolation of the scene began to haveits
effect; | sat down to face the situation and, if possible,
recall to mind some landmark which might aid mein
extricating myself from my present position. If | could
only find the ocean again all would be clear, for | knew
one could seetheisland of Groix from the cliffs.

| laid down my gun, and kneeling behind a rock lighted
apipe. Then | looked at my watch. It was nearly four
o'clock. I might have wondered far from Kerselec since
daybreak.

Standing the day before on the cliffsbelow Kerselec
with Goulven, looking out over the sombre moors
among which | had now lost my way, these downs had
appear ed to me level asa meadow, stretchingtothe
horizon, and although | knew how deceptiveisdistance,
| could not realize that what from Kerselec seemed to be
mer e grassy hollows were great valleys covered with
gorse and heather, and what looked like scattered
boulderswerein reality enormouscliffs of granite.

"It'sa bad placefor a stranger,” old Goulven had said;
"you'd better takeaguide;" and | had replied, " | shall
not lose myself.” Now | knew that | had lost myself, as|
sat there smoking, with the sea-wind blowing in my
face. On every side stretched the moorland, covered
with flowering gorse and heath and granite boulders.
Therewasnot atreein sight, much lessa house. After a



while, | picked up the gun, and turning my back on the
sun tramped on again.

Therewaslittle usein following any of the brawling
streams which every now and then crossed my path, for,
instead of flowing into the sea, they ran inland to reedy
poolsin the hollows of the moors. | had followed
several, but they all led meto swampsor silent little
ponds from which the sniperose peeping and wheeled
away in an ecstasy of fright. | began to feel fatigued,
and the gun galled my shoulder in spite of the double
pads. The sun sunk lower and lower, shining level
across the yellow gor se and the moorland pools.

As| walked my own gigantic shadow led meon,
seeming to lengthen at every step. The gor se scraped
against my legging, crackled beneath my feet,
showering the brown earth with blossoms, and the
brake bowed and billowed along my path. From tufts or
heath rabbits scurried away through the bracken, and
among the swamp grass| heard the wild duck's drowsy
guack. Once a fox stole across my path, and again, as|
stooped to drink at a hurryingrill, a heron flapped
heavily from thereeds beside me. | turned tolook at the
sun. It seemed to touch the edges of the plain. When at
last | decided that it was uselessto go on, and that |
must make up my mind to spend at least one night on
themoors, | threw myself down thor oughly fagged out.
The evening sunlight slanted war m across my body, but
the sea-windsbegan torise, and | felt a chill strike
though me from my wet shooting-boots. High over head
gullswere whedling and tossing like bits of white paper;
from some distant marsh a solitary curlew called. Little
by little the sun sank into the plain, and the zenith
flushed with the after-glow. | watched the sky change
from the palest gold to pink and then to smouldering
fire. Clouds of midges danced above me, and high in the
calm air a bat dipped and soared. My eyelids began to
droop. Then as| shook off the drowsiness a sudden
crash among the bracken roused me. | raised my eyes.
A great bird hung quivering in the air above my face.
For an instant | stared, incapable of motion; then
something leaped past mein the fernsand the bird rose,
wheeled, and pitched headlong into the break.



| was on my feet in an instant peering through the
gorse. There camethe sound of a struggle from a bunch
of heather close by, and then all was quiet. | stepped
forward, my gun poised, but when | cameto the heather
the gun fell from under my arm again, and | stood
motionlessin silent astonishment. A dead harelay on
the ground, and on the hare stood a magnificent falcon,
onetalon buried in the creatur € s neck, the other
planted firmly on itslimp flank. But what astonished
me, was not the mere sight of a falcon sitting upon its
prey. | had seen that morethan once. It wasthat the
falcon wasfitted with a sort of leash about both talons,
and from the leash hung a round bit of metal like a
dight-bell. Thebird turned itsfierce yellow eye on me,
and then stooped and struck its curved beak into the
quarry. At thesameinstant hurried steps sounded
among the heather, and a girl sprang into the covert in
front. Without a glance at me she walked up to the
falcon, and passing her gloved hand under its breadt,
raised it from the quarry. Then she deftly dipped a
small hood over thebird'shead, and holding it out on
her gauntlet, stooped and picked up the hare.

She passed a cord about the animal’'slegs and fastened
the end of thethong to her girdle. Then she started to
retrace her stepsthrough the covert. Asshe passed mel
raised my cap and she acknowledged my presence with
a scarcely perceptibleinclination. | had been so
astonished, so lost in admiration of the scene before my
eyes, that it had not occurred to methat herewas my
salvation. But as she moved away | recollected that
unless| wanted to sleep on a windy moor that night |
had better recover my speech without delay. At my first
word she hesitated, and as| stepped before her |
thought alook of fear cameinto her beautiful eyes. But
as| humbly explained my unpleasant plight, her face
flushed and shelooked at mein wonder.

" Surely you did not comefrom Kerselec!" sherepeated.

Her sweet voice had no trace of the Breton accent nor of
any accent which | knew, and yet there was something
in it 1 seemed to have heard before, something quaint
and indefinable, like the theme of an old song.



| explained that | was an American, unacquainted with
Finistere, shooting therefor my own amusement.

"An American,” sherepeated in the same quaint
musical tones, " | have never before seen an American."”

For a moment she stood silent, then looking at me she
said: "if you should walk all night you could not reach
Kerselec now, even if you had a guide.”

Thiswas pleasant news.

"But," | began, " if you could only find a peasant’s hut
where | might get something to eat, and shelter.”

Thefalcon on her wrist fluttered and shook its head.
The girl smoothed its glossy back and glanced at me.

"Look around," shesaid gently, " Can you seethe end
of these moors? L ook, north, south, east, west. Can you
see anything but moorland and bracken?"

"No," | said.

"Themoor iswild and desolate. It iseasy to enter, but
sometimes they who enter never leaveit. Thereareno
peasants huts here.”

"Well," | said, "if you will tell mein which direction
Kerseleclies, to-morrow it will take me no longer to go
back than it hasto come.”

Shelooked at me again with an expression almost like
pity.

"Ah," shesaid, "to comeiseasy and takes hours; to go
isdifferent--and may take centuries.”

| stared at her in amazement but decided that | had
misunderstood her. Then before | had timeto speak she
drew awhistle from her belt and sounded it.

" Sit down and rest,” she said to me; " you have come a
long distanceand aretired.”



She gathered up her pleated skirtsand motioning meto
follow picked her dainty way through the gorseto a flat
rock among theferns.

"They will be heredirectly,” she said, and taking a seat
at one end of therock invited meto sit down on the
other edge. The after glow was beginning to fadein the
sky and a single star twinkled faintly through therosy
haze. A long wavering triangle of water-fowl drifted
southward over our heads and from the swamps around
plover were calling.

"They are very beautiful--these moors," she said
quietly.

" Beautiful, but cruel to strangers,” | answered.

" Beautiful but cruel,” sherepeated dreamily, " beautiful
but cruel.”

"Likeawoman," | said stupidly.

"Oh," shecried with alittle catch in her breath and
looked at me. Her dark eyesmet mine and | though she
seemed angry or frightened.

"Likeawoman," sherepeated under her breath, " how
cruel tosay so!" Then after a pause, asthough speaking
aloud to hersdf, " how cruel for him to say that.”

| don't know what sort of an apology | offered for my
inane, though harmless speech, but I know that she
seemed so troubled about it that | began to think | had
said something very dreadful without knowingit, and
remembered with horror the pitfalls and snareswhich
the French language tendsfor foreigners. Whilel was
trying to imaginewhat I might have said, a sound of
voices came acr oss the moor and thegirl roseto her
feet.

"No," shesaid, with atrace of a smileon her paleface,
"1 will not accept you apologies, Monsieur, but | must
prove you wrongs and that shall be my revenge. L ook.
Here come Hastur and Raoul."



Two men loomed up in thetwilight. One had a sack
across his shoulders and the other carried a hoop before
him asa waiter carried atray. The hoop was fastened
with strapsto his shouldersand around the edge of the
circlet sat three hooded falconsfitted with tinkling bells.
Thegirl stepped up to thefalconer, and with a quick
turn of her wrist transferred her falcon to the hoop
whereit quickly sidled off and nestled among its mates
who shook their hooded heads and ruffled their feathers
till the belled jessestinkled again. The other man
stepped forward and bowing respectfully took up the
hare and dropped it into the game-sack.

"Thesearemy piqueurs,” said thegirl turningto me
with a gentle dignity. " Raoul isa good fauconnier and |
shall some day make him grand veneur. Hastur is
compar able.”

The two silent men saluted merespectfully.

"Did | not tell you, Monsieur, that | should prove you
wrong?" she continued. " Thisthen ismy revenge, that
you do methe courtesy of accepting food and shelter at
my own house."

Before |l could answer she spoketo the falconerswho
started instantly acrossthe heath, and with a gracious
gestureto me shefollowed. | don't know whether |
made her understand how profoundly grateful | felt,
but she seemed pleased to listen, aswe walked over the
dewy heather.

"Areyou not very tired?" she asked.

| had clean forgotten my fatiguein her presenceand |
told her so.

"Don't you think your gallantry isalittle old-
fashioned," she said; and when | looked confused and
humbled, she added quietly, " oh, I likeit, | like
everything old-fashioned, and it is delightful to hear you
say such pretty things."

The moorland around uswas very still now under its
ghostly sheet of mist. The plover had ceased their
calling; thecricketsand all thelittle creatures of the



fieldswere silent aswe passed, yet it seemed to me asif |
could hear them beginning again far behind us. Well in
advancethe two tall falconers strode across the heather
and thefaint jingling of the hawks' bells came to our
earsin distant murmuring chimes.

Suddenly a splendid hound dashed out of themist in
front, followed by another and another until half a
dozen or mor e wer e bounding and leaping around the
girl beside me. She caressed and quieted them with her
gloved hand, speaking to them in quaint termswhich |
remembered to have seen in old French manuscripts.

Then the falcons on the circlet borne by the falconer
ahead began to beat their wings and scream, and from
somewher e out of sight the notes of a hunting-horn
floated acrossthe moor. The hounds sprang away
before us and vanished in thetwilight, the falcons
flapped and squealed upon their perch and thegirl
taking up the song of the horn began to hum. Clear and
mellow her voice sounded in the night air

Chasseur, chasseur, chassez encore,
Quittez Rosette et Jeanneton,
Tonton, tonton, tontaine, tonton,
Ou, pour, rabattre, déesl'aurore,
Que les Amour s soient de planton,
Tonton, tontaine, tonton.

Asl listened to her lovely voice a gray mass which
rapidly grew moredistinct loomed up in front, and the
horn rang out joyously through the tumult of the
hounds and falcons. A torch glimmered at a gate, a light
streamed through an opening door, and we stepped
upon a wooden bridge which trembled under out feet
and rose creaking and straining behind us as we passed
over themoat and into a small stone court, walled on
every side. From an open doorway a man came and
bending in salutation presented a cup to thegirl beside
me. Shetook the cup and touched it with her lips, then
lowering it turned to me and said in alow voice, " | bid
you welcome,”

At that moment one of the falconers came with another
cup, but before handing it to me, presented it to the girl,
who tasted it. The falconer made a gesturetoreceiveit,



but she hesitated a moment and then stepping forward
offered methe cup with her own hands. | felt thisto be
an act of extraordinary graciousness, but hardly knew
what was expected of me, and did not raiseit tomy lips
at once. Thegirl flushed crimson. | saw that | must act
quickly.

"Mademoiselle” | faltered, " a stranger whom you have
saved from dangers he may never realize, emptiesthis
cup tothegentlest and loveliest hostessin France."

"In Hisname," she murmured crossing herself as|
drained the cup. Then stepping into the doorway she
turned to me with a pretty gesture and taking my hand
in hers, led meinto the house, saying again and again:
"You arevery welcome, indeed you are welcome to the
Chéteau d'Ys."

| awoke next morning with the music of the horn in my
ear s, and leaping out of the ancient bed, went to a
curtained window where the sunlight filtered through
little deep-set panes. The horn ceased as| looked into
the court below.

A man who might have been brother to thetwo
falconers of the night before stood in the midst of a pack
of hounds. A curved horn was strapped over hisback,
and

in hishand he held along-lashed whip. The dogs
whined and yelped, dancing around him in anticipation;
there wasthe stamp of horsestoo in thewalled yard.

"Mount!" cried avoicein Breton, and with a clatter of
hoofs the two falconers, with falcons upon their wrists,
rodeinto the courtyard among the hounds. Then |
heard another voice which sent the blood throbbing
through my heart: " Piriou Louis, hunt the hounds well
and spare neither spur nor whip. Thou Raoul and thou
Gaston, see that the epervier does not prove himself
niais, and if it be best in your judgment, faites courtoisie
al'oiseau. Fardiner un oiseau like the mué there on
Hastur'swrist isnot difficult, but thou, Raoul mayest
not find it so simpleto govern that hagard. Twice last



week hefoamed au vif and lost the beccade although he
isused totheleurre. Thebird actslike a stupid
branchier. Paitre un hagard n'est pas s facile."

Was| dreaming? The old language of falconry which |
had read in yellow manuscripts-the old forgotten
French of the middle ages was sounding in my ears
while the hounds bayed and the hawks' bellstinkled
accompaniment to the horses. She spoke again in the
sweet forgotten language:

"1f you would rather attach the longe and leave thy
hagard au bloc, Raoul, | shall say nothing for it werea
pity to spoil so fair aday's sport with an ill-trained sors.
Essimer abaisser,--it is possibly the best way. Ca lui
donnera desreins. | was perhaps hasty with the bird. It
takestimeto passalafiliere and the exercises d' escap.”

Then thefalconer Raoul bowed in hisstirrupsand
replied: " If it bethe pleasure of Mademoiselle, | shall
keep the hawk."

"It ismy wish," sheanswered. " Falconry | know, but
you have yet to give me many a lesson in Autourserie,
my poor Raoul. Sieur Piriou Louis, mount!"

The huntsman sprang into an archway and in an instant
returned, mounted upon a strong black hor se, followed
by a piqueur also mounted.

"Ah!" shecried joyoudy, " speed Glemarec René!
speed! speed all! Sound thy horn Sieur Piriou!"

The silvery music of the hunting-horn filled the
courtyard, the hounds sprang through the gateway and
galloping hoofbeats plunged out of the paved court;

loud on the drawbridge, suddenly muffled, then lost in
the heather and bracken of the moors. Distant and more
distant sounded the horn, until it became so faint that
the sudden

carol of asoaring lark drowned it in my ears. | heard
the voice below responding to some call from within the
house.



"1 do not regret the chase. | will go another time.
Courtesy to the stranger, Pelagie, remember!"

And a feeble voice came quavering from within the
house, " Courtoisie."

| stripped, and rubbed myself from head to foot in the
huge earthen basin of icy water which stood upon the
stonefloor at the foot of my bed. Then | looked about
for my clothes. They were gone, but on a settle near the
door lay a heap of garmentswhich | inspected with
astonishment. Asmy clothes had vanished | was
compelled to attire myself in the costume which had
evidently been placed therefor meto wear while my
own clothesdried. Everything wasthere, cap, shoes,
and hunting doublet of silvery gray homespun; but the
close-fitting costume and seamless shoes belonged to
another century, and | remembered the strange
costumes of the three falconersin the courtyard. | was
surethat it was not the moder n dress of any portion of
Franceor Brittany; but not until I was dressed and
stood beforea mirror between the windowsdid | realize
that | was clothed much more like a young huntsman of
the middle agesthan like a Breton of that day. |
hesitated and picked up the cap. Should | go down and
present myself in that strange guise? There seemed to
be no help for it, my own clotheswere gone and there
was no bell in the ancient chamber to call a servant, so |
contented myself with removing a short hawk's feather
from the cap, and opening the door went downstairs.

By thefireplacein thelarge room at thefoot of the
stairsan old Breton woman sat spinning with a distaff.
Shelooked up at mewhen | appeared, and, smiling
frankly, wished me health in the Breton language, to
which | laughingly replied in French. At the same
moment my hostess appeared and returned my
salutation with a grace and dignity that sent a thrill to
my heart. Her lovely head with itsdark curly was
crowned with a head-dress. which set all doubtsasto
the epoch of my own costume at rest. Her slender figure
was exquisitely set off in the homespun hunting-gown
edged with silver, and on her gauntlet-covered wrist she
boreone of her petted hawks. With perfect simplicity
shetook my hand and led meinto the garden in the
court, and seating herself before a tableinvited mevery



sweetly to sit beside her. Then she asked mein her soft
guaint accent how | had passed the night and whether |
was very much inconvenienced by wearing the clothes
which old Pelagie had put therefor mewhilel dept. |
looked at my own clothes and shoes, drying in the sun
by the garden-wall, and hated them. What horrorsthey
wer e compar ed with the graceful costume which | now
worel told her thislaughing, but she agreed with me
very serioudly.

"Wewill throw them away," shesaid in a quiet voice.
In my astonishment | attempted to explain that | not
only could not think of accepting clothes from anybody,
although for all I knew it might be the custom of
hospitality in that part of the country, but that | should
cut an impossiblefigureif | returned to France clothed
as| wasthen.

Shelaughed and tossed her pretty head, saying
something in old French which I did not under stand,
and then Pelagie trotted out with atray on which stood
two bowls of milk, a loaf of white bread, fruit, a platter
of honey-comb, and a flagon of deep red wine. " You see
| have not yet broken my fast because | wished you to
eat with me. But | am very hungry,” she smiled.

"1 would rather diethan forget one word of what you
havesaid!" | blurted out while my cheeksburned. " She
will think memad,” | added to myself, but sheturned to
me with sparkling eyes.

"Ah," shemurmured " Then Monsieur knows all that
thereisof chivalry--"

She crossed herself and broke bread-I sat and watched
her white hands, not daring to raise my eyesto hers.

"Will you not eat,” sheasked; " why do you look so
troubled?"

Ah, why? | knew it now. | Knew | would give my lifeto
touch with my lipsthoserosy palms-1 understood now
that from the moment when looked into her dark eyes
there on themoor last night | had loved her. My great
and sudden passion held me speechless.



"Areyou ill at ease?" sheasked again.

Then like a man who pronounces his own doom |
answered in alow voice: " Yes, | amill at easefor love of
you." And asshedid not stir nor answer, the same
power moved my lipsin spiteof meand | said, "1, who
am unworthy of thelightest of your thoughts, | who
abuse hospitality and repay your gentle courtesy with
bold presumption, | love you."

Sheleaned her head upon her hands, and answered
softly, "I loveyou. Your wordsarevery dear to me. |
love you."

"Then | shall win you."
"Win me," shereplied.

But all thetime | had been sitting silent, my face turned
toward her. She also silent, her sweet faceresting on her
upturned palm, sat facing me, and as her eyeslooked
into mine, | knew that neither shenor | had spoken
human speech; but | knew that her soul had answered
mine, and | drew myself up feeling youth and joyous
love coursing through every vein. She, with a bright
color in her lovely face, seemed as one awakened from a
dream, and her eyes sought mine with a questioning
glance which made me tremble with delight. We broke
our fast, speaking of ourselves. | told her my name and
shetold me hers, the Mademoiselle Jeanned'Ys.

She spoke of her father and mother's death, and how
the nineteen of her yearshad been passed in thelittle
fortified farm alone with her nurse Pelagie, Glemarec
Renéthe piqueur, and the four falconers, Raoul,
Gaston, Hastur, and the Sieur Piriou L ouis, who had
served her father. She had never been outsidethe
moor land-never even had seen a human soul before,
except the falconersand Pelagie. She did not know how
she had heard of Kerselec; perhapsthe falconershad
spoken of it. She knew the legends of L oup Garou and
Jeanne la Flamme from her nurse Pelagie. She
embroidered and spun flax. Her hawks and hounds
were her only distraction. When she had met methere
on the moor she had been so frightened that she almost
dropped at the sound of my voice. She had, it wastrue,



seen ships at sea from thecliffs, but asfar asthe eye
could reach the moorsover which she galloped were
destitute of any sign of human life. Therewas a legend
which old Pelagie told, how anybody oncelost in the
unexplored moorland might never return, because the
moor s wer e enchanted. She did not know whether it was
true, she never had thought about it until she met me.
Shedid not know whether the falconers had even been
outside or whether they would go if they would. The
booksin the house which Pelagie the nurse had taught
her to read were hundreds of yearsold.

All thisshetold mewith a sweet seriousness seldom seen
in any one but children. My own name she found easy
to pronounce and insisted, because my fir st name was
Philip, I must have French blood in me. She did not
seem curiousto learn anything about the outside world,
and | thought perhaps she considered it had forfeited
her interest and respect from the stories of her nurse.

We were still sitting at the table and she was throwing
grapesto the small field birdswhich came fearlessly to
our very feet.

| began to speak in a vague way of going, but she would
not hear of it, and beforel knew it | had promised to
stay a week and hunt with hawk and hound in their
company. | also obtained permission to come again
from Kerselec and visit her after my return.

"Why," shesaid innocently. " | do not know what |
should do if you never came back” ; and I, knowing that
| had noright to awaken her with the sudden shock
which the avowal of my own love would bring to her,
sat silent, hardly daring to breathe.

"You will come very often?" she asked,

"Very often,” | said.

" Every day?"

"Every day."

"Oh," shesighed, " | am very happy-come and see my
hawks."



Sherose and took my hand again with a childlike
innocence of possession, and we walked through the
garden and fruit treesto a grassy lawn which was
bordered by a brook. Over the lawn wer e scatter ed
fifteen or twenty stumps of trees-partially imbedded in
the grass-and upon all of these except two sat falcons.
They wer e attached to the stumps by thongs which were
in turn fastened with steel rivetsto their legsjust above
thetalons. A little stream of pure spring water flowed in
awinding course within easy distance of each perch.

Thebirds set up a clamor when the girl appeared, but
she went from oneto another caressing some, taking
othersfor an instant upon her wrist or stooping to
adjust their jesses.

" Arethey not pretty?" shesaid. " See, hereisafalcon-
gentil. Wecall it 'ignoble,' becauseit takesthe quarry in
direct chase. Thisisabluefalcon. In falconry we call it

'noble’ becauseit rises over the quarry, and wheeling,
dropsupon it from above. Thiswhite bird isa gerfalcon
from thenorth. It isalso 'noble!" Hereisa merlin, and
thistiercelet isafalcon-heroner."

| asked her how she had learned the old language of
falconry. She did not remember, but thought her father
must have taught it to her when she was very young.

Then she led me away and showed me the young falcons
still in thenest. " They aretermed niaisin falconry," she
explained. " A branchier isthe young bird which isjust
ableto leave the nest and hop from branch to branch. A
young bird which has not yet moulted iscalled a sors,
and amuéisahawk which has moulted in captivity.
When we catch a wild falcon which has changed its
plumage weterm it a hagard. Raoul first taught meto
dressafalcon. Shall | teach you how it isdone?"

She seated herself on the bank of the stream among the
falconsand | threw myself at her feet to listen.

The Demoisdlled'Ysheld up onerosy-tipped finger and
began very gravely,

"First one must catch the falcon."



"1 am caught,” | answered.

Shelaughed very prettily and told me my dressage
would perhaps bedifficult as| was noble.

"1 am already tamed," | replied; " jessed and belled.”

Shelaughed, delighted. " Oh, my brave falcon; then you
will return at my call?"

"1 amyours,” | answered gravely.

She sat silent for a moment. Then the color heightened
in her cheeks and she held up her finger again saying,
"Listen; | wish to speak of falconry--"

"1 listen, Countess Jeanned'Ys."

But again shefell into thereverie, and her eyes seemed
fixed on something beyond the summer clouds.

" Philip," shesaid at last.
"Jeanne," | whispered.

"That isall--that iswhat | wished," she sighed,--" Philip
and Jeanne."

She held her hand toward meand | touched it with my
lips.

"Win me," shesaid, but thistimeit wasthe body and
soul which spokein unison.

After awhile she began again: " L et us speak of
falconry."

"Begin," | replied; " we have caught the falcon.”

Then Jeanned'Ystook my hand in both of hersand
told me how with infinite patience the young falcon was
taught to perch upon thewrist, how little by littleit
became used to the belled jesses and the chaperon a
cornette.



"They must first have a good appetite,” shesaid; "then
little by little I reduce their nourishment which in
falconry we call pat. When after many nights passed au
bloc asthese birdsare now, | prevail upon the hagardto
stay quietly on thewrist, then the bird isready to be
taught to comefor itsfood. | fix the pat to the end of a
thong or leurre, and teach the bird to cometo me, as
soon as | begin towhirl the cord in circles about my
head. At first | drop the pat when the falcon comes, and
he eatsthefood on the ground. After little hewill learn
to seizetheleurrein motion as| whirl it around my
head, or drag it over the ground. After that it iseasy to
teach thefalcon to strike at game, alwaysremembering
to 'faire courtoise al'oiseau,' that is, to allow the bird to
tastethequarry.”

A sgqueal from one of the falconsinterrupted her, and
she arose to adjust the longe which had become
whipped about the bloc, but the bird still flapped its
wings and screamed.

"What isthe matter ?* she said; " Philip, can you see?"
| looked around and at first saw nothing to cause the
commotion which was now heightened by the screams
and flapping of all the birds. Then my eyefell upon the
flat rock beside the stream from which the girl had
risen. A gray serpent was moving slowly acrossthe
surface of the boulder, and the eyesin itsflat triangular
head sparkled like jet.

" A couleuvre” shesaid quietly.

"ltisharmless, isit not?" | asked.

She pointed to the black V-shaped figure on the neck.

"It iscertain death," shesaid; "it isaviper."

We watched thereptile moving slowly over the smooth
rock to wherethe sunlight fell in a broad warm patch.

| started forward to examineit, but she clungto my arm
crying " Don't Philip, | am afraid.”

" For me?"



" For you, Philip,--I loveyou."

Then | took her in my arms and kissed her on thelips,
but all I could say was: " Jeanne, Jeanne, Jeanne." And
as shelay trembling on my breast something struck my

foot in the grass below, but | did not heed it. Then again
something struck my ankle, and a sharp pain shot
through me. | looked into the sweet face of Jeanned'Ys
and kissed her, and with all my strength lifted her in my
armsand flung her from me. Then bending | torethe
viper from my ankle, and set my heel upon its head. |
remember feeling weak and numb,--1 remember falling
to the ground. Through my slowly glazing eyes| saw
Jeanne' s white face bending close to mine, and when the
light in my eyeswent out | still felt her arms about my
neck and her soft cheek against my drawn lips.

When | opened my eyes, | looked around in terror.
Jeannewas gone. | saw the stream and theflat rock; |
saw the crushed viper in the grass beside me, but the
hawks and blocs had disappeared, | sprangto my feet.
The garden, thefruit trees, the drawbridge and the
walled court weregone. | stared stupidly at a heap of
crumbling ruinsivy-covered and gray, through which
great treeshad pushed their way. | crept forward
dragging my numbed foot, and as| moved, a falcon
sailed from the tree-tops among the ruins and soaring,
mounting in narrowing circles, faded and vanished in
the clouds above.

" Jeanne, Jeanne," | cried, but my voice died on my lips,
and | fell on my kneesamong the weeds. And as God
willed it, I, not knowing, had fallen kneeling before a
crumbling shrine; carved in stonefor our Mother of
Sorrows. | saw the sad face of the Virgin wrought in the
cold stone. | saw the cross and thorns at her feet, and
beneath it | read:

"PRAY FOR THE SOUL OF THE
DEMOISELLE JEANNE D'Ys,
WHO DIED
INHER YOUTH FOR LOVE OF
PHILIP, A STRANGER.
A.D. 1573."



But upon theicy slab lay a woman's glove still warm
and fragrant.



THE PROPHETS PARADISE

"1f but the Vineand Love Abjuring Band Arein the
Prophets Paradiseto stand, Alack, | doubt the
Prophets Paradise, Were empty asthe hollow of one's
hand."

THE STUDIO
He smiled, saying: " Seek her throughout theworld."

| said, " Why tell me of theworld? My world ishere,
between these walls and the sheet of glass above; here
among gilded flagons and dull jewelled arms, tarnished
frames and canvasses, black chests and high backed
chairs, quaintly carved and stained in blue and gold.

" For whom do you wait?" hesaid, and | answered,
"When she comes| shall know her."

On my hearth atongue of flame whispered secretsto
the whitening ashes. In the street below | heard
footsteps, a voice, and a song.

" For whom then do you wait?" hesaid, and | answered,
"| shall know her."

Footsteps, a voice, and a song in the street below, and |
knew the song but neither the steps nor the voice.

"Fool!" hecried, "the song isthe same, the voice and
steps have but changed with years!"

On the hearth atongue of flame whispered above the
whitening ashes. " Wait no more; they have passed, the
stepsand the voicein the street below.”

Then he smiled, saying: " For whom do you wait? Seek
her throughout the world!"

| answered, "My world is here, between these walls and
the sheet of glassabove; here among gilded flagons and
dull jewelled arms, tarnished frames and canvasses,
black chests and high backed chairs, quaintly carved
and stained in blue and gold."



THE PHANTOM
The Phantom of the Past would go no further.

"If it istrue,” shesighed, " that you find in meafriend,
let usturn back together. You will forget, here, under
the summer sky."

| held her close, pleading, caressing; | seized her, white
with anger, but sheresisted.

"Ifitistrue,” shesighed, "that you find in meafriend,
let usturn back together."

The Phantom of the Past would go no further.
THE SACRIFICE

| went into afield of flowers, whose petals are whiter
than snow and whose hearts are pure gold.

Far afield awoman cried, " | havekilled him | loved!"
and from ajar she poured blood upon the flowers
whose petals are whiter than snow and whose heartsare
pure gold.

Far afield | followed, and on thejar | read a thousand
names, while from within the fresh blood bubbled to the
brim.

"1 havekilled him | loved!" shecried." Theworld's
athirst; now let it drink!" She passed, and far afield |
watched her pouring blood upon the flowers whose
petals arewhiter than snow and whose heartsare pure
gold.

DESTINY
| cameto the bridge which few may pass.

" Pass!" cried the keeper, but | laughed, saying, " There
istime;" and he smiled and shut the gates.

Tothe bridge which few may pass came young an old.
All wererefused. Idly | stood and counted them, until,



wearied of their noise and lamentations, | came again to
the bridge which few may pass.

Thosein thethrong about the gates shrieked out, "He
comestoo late!" But | laughed saying, " Thereistime."

" Pass!" cried the keeper as| entered; then smiled and
shut the gates.

THE THRONG

There, wherethe throng wasthickest in the street, |
stood with Pierrot. All eyeswereturned to me.

"What arethey laughing at?" | asked, but he grinned,
dusting the chalk from my black cloak. " | cannot see; it
must be something droll, perhaps an honest thief!"

All eyeswereturned on me.

"Hehasrobbed you of your purse!" they laughed.
"My purse!” | cried; " Pierrot help! it isathief!"

They laughed: " He hasrobbed you of your purse!”
Then Truth stepped out holdingamirror. " If heisan
honest thief," cried Truth, " Pierrot shall find him with
thismirror!" but he only grinned dusting the chalk

from my black cloak.

"You see," hesaid, " Truth isan honest thief, she brings
you back your mirror."

All eyeswereturned on me.
"Arrest Truth!" | cried, forgetting it was not a mirror
but apursel lost, standing with Pierrot, there, where
thethrong wasthickest in the street.

THE JESTER

"Wasshefair?" | asked, but he only chuckled, listening
to the bellsjingling on his cap.



" Stabbed," hetittered; " think of thelongjourney, the
days of peril, the dreadful nights! Think how he
wandered, for her sake, year after year, through hostile
lands, yearning for kith and kin, yearning for her!"

" Stabbed," hetittered, listening to the bellsjingling on
his cap.

" Shekissed him at the gate,” hetittered, " but in the
hall hisbrother's welcome touched his heart."

"Wasshefair?" | asked.

" Stabbed," hechuckled; " think of thelong journey, the
days of peril, the dreadful nights! Think how he
wandered, for her sake, year after year, through hostile
lands, yearning for kith and kin, yearning for her!

" Shekissed him at the gate, but in the hall hisbrother's
welcome touched his heart.”

"Wasshefair?" | asked; but heonly snarled, listening
to the bellsjingling on his cap.

THE GREEN ROOM
The Clown turned his powdered faceto the mirror.

"If tobefair isto be beautiful,” hesaid, "who can
compare with mein my white mask?"

"Who can compare with him hiswhite mask?" | asked
of Death beside me.

"Who can compare with me?" said Death, " for | am
paler still.”

"You are beautiful,” sighed the Clown, turning his
powdered face from the mirror.

THE LOVE TEST
"If it istruethat you love," said Love, "then wait no

longer. Give her these jewels which would dishonour
her and so dishonour you in loving one dishonoured. I f



it istruethat you love," said Love, "then wait no
longer."

| took the jewels and went to her, but shetrod upon
them, sobbing: " Teach meto wait, | love you!"

"Then wait, if it istrue," said Love.



THE STREET OF THE FOUR WINDS

"Fermetes yeux a demi,
Croisetesbrassur ton sein,
Et deton coeur endor mi
Chasse ajamaistout dessein.

"Jechantelanature,

Lesétoilesdu soir, leslarmesdu matin,

L es couchersdesoleil al'horizon lointain,
Leciel qui parle au coeur d'existence future!™

THE ANIMAL paused on the threshold, interrogative,
alert, ready for flight if necessary. Severn laid down his
palette, and held out a hand of welcome. The cat
remained motionless, her yellow eyesfastened upon
Severn.

"Puss," hesaid, in hislow, pleasant voice, comein."
Thetip of her thin tail twitched uncertainly.
"Comein," hesaid again.

Apparently shefound hisvoicereassuring, for she
slowly settled upon all fours, her eyes still fastened upon
him, her tail tucked under her gaunt flanks.

Herosefrom his easel smiling. She eyed him quietly,
and when hewalked toward her she watched him bend
above her without a wince her eyesfollowed his hand
until it touched her head. Then she uttered aragged
mew.

It had long been Severn's custom to conver se with
animals, probably because he lived so much alone and
now hesaid " What's the matter, puss?"

Her timid eyes sought his.

"1 understand,” he said gently, " you shall haveit at
once.



Then moving quietly about he busied himself with the
duties of a host, rinsed a saucer, filled it with therest of
the milk from the bottle on the window-sill, and
kneeling down, crumbled aroll into the hollow of his
hand.

The creaturerose and crept toward the saucer.

With the handle of a palette knife he stirred the crumbs
and milk together and stepped back as shethrust her
nose into the mess. He watched her in silence. From
timeto timethe saucer klinked upon thetiled floor as
shereached for amorsel on therim; and at last the
bread was all gone, and her purpletonguetravelled
over every unlicked spot until the saucer shonelike
polished marble. Then she sat up, and coolly turning
her back to him, began her ablutions.

"Keep it up,” said Severn much interested, " you need
it."

Sheflattened one ear but neither turned nor
interrupted her toilet. Asthe grime was slowly removed
Severn observed that nature had intended her for a
white cat. Her fur had disappeared in patches, from
disease or the chances of war, her tail wasbony and her
spine sharp. But what char ms she had wer e becoming
apparent under vigorous licking, and he waited until
she had finished befor e re-opening the conver sation.
When at last she closed her eyesand folded her
forepaws under her breast, he began again very gently:
" Puss, tell meyour troubles.”

At the sound of hisvoice she brokeinto a harsh
rumbling which he recognized as an attempt to purr. He
bent over to rub her cheek and she mewed again, an
amiableinquiring little mew, to which hereplied,

" Certainly, you are greatly improved, and when you
recover your plumage you will be a gorgeous bird."
Much flattered she stood up and mar ched around and
around hislegs, pushing her head between them and
making pleased remarks, to which heresponded with
grave politeness.

"Now what sent you here," hesaid, " hereintothe
Street of the Four Winds, and up fiveflightsto the very



door whereyou would be welcome? What wasiit that
prevented your meditated flight when | turned from my
canvas to encounter your yellow eyes? Areyou a Latin
Quarter cat as| am a Latin Quarter man? And why do
you wear arose-colored flowered garter buckled about
your neck? The cat had climbed into hislap and now
sat purring as he passed hishand over her thin coat.

Excuseme," he continued in lazy soothing tones,
harmonizing with her purring, "if | seem indelicate, but
| cannot help musing on thisrose-colored garter,
flowered so quaintly and fastened with a silver clasp.
For the clasp issilver; | can seethe mint mark on the
edge, asisprescribed by thelaw of the French Republic.
Now, why isthisgarter woven of rose silk and delicately
embroidered,--why isthissilken garter with itssilver
clasp about your famished throat? Am | indiscr eet
when | inquireif itsowner isyour owner? | s she some
aged dameliving in memory of youthful vanitiesfond,
doting on you, decor ating you with her intimate
personal attire? The circumference of the garter would
suggest this, for your neck isthin, and the garter fits
you. But then again | notice--1 notice most things--that
the garter iscapable of being much enlarged. These
small silver-rimmed eyelets, of which | count five, are
proof of that, And now | observethat thefifth eyelet is
worn out, asthough the tongue of the clasp were
accustomed to liethere. That seemsto argue a well-
rounded form."

Thecat curled her toesin contentment. The street was
very still outside.

He murmured on: " Why should your mistress decor ate
you with an article most necessary to her at all times?
Anyway, at most times. How did she cometo dlip thisbit
of silk and silver about your neck? Wasit the caprice of
a moment, when you, before you had lost your pristine
plumpness, marched singing into her bedroom to bid
her good-morning? Of cour se, and she sat up among the
pillows, her coiled hair tumbling to her shoulders, as
you sprang upon the bed purring: 'Good-day, my lady.'
Oh, it isvery easy to understand,” heyawned, resting
hishead on the back of the chair. The cat still purred,
tightening and relaxing her padded claws over hisknee.



" Shall I tell you all about her, cat? Sheisvery
beautiful--your mistress,” he murmured drowsily, " and
her hair isheavy asburnished gold.” "I could paint
her,--not on canvas--for | should need shades and tones
and hues and dyes mor e splendid than theirisof a
splendid rainbow. | could only paint her with closed
eyes, for in dreams alone can such colorsas| need be
found. For her eyes, | must have azure from skies
untroubled by a cloud--the skies of dreamland. For her
lips, roses from the palaces of sumberland, and for her
brow, snow-drifts from mountains which tower in
fantastic pinnaclesto the moons;--oh, much higher than
our moon here,--the crystal moons of dreamland Sheis-
-very--beautiful, your mistress.”

Thewordsdied on hislipsand hiseyelids drooped.

The cat too was asleep, her cheek turned Up upon her
wasted flank, her pawsrelaxed and limp.

"Itisfortunate,” said Severn, sitting up and stretching,
"that we havetided over thedinner hour, for | have
nothing to offer you for supper but what may be
purchased with onesilver franc.”

The cat on hiskneerose, arched her back yawned, and
looked up at him,

"What shall it be? A roast chicken with salad? No?
Possibly you prefer beef? Of course,--and | shall try an
egg and some white bread. Now for the wines. Milk for
you? Good. | shall take alittle water, fresh from the
wood," with a motion toward the bucket in the sink.

He put on hishat and left theroom. The cat followed to
the door, and after he had closed it behind him, she
settled down, smelling at the cracks, and cocking one
ear at every creak from the crazy old building.

The door below opened and shut. The cat looked
serious, for a moment doubtful, and her earsflattened
in nervous expectation. Presently, sherosewith ajerk
of her tail and started on a noiselesstour of the studio.
She sneezed at a pot of turpentine, hastily retreating to



the table, which she presently mounted, and having
satisfied her curiosity concerning aroll of red modelling
wax, returned to the door and sat down with her eyeson
the crack over thethreshold. Then shelifted her voice
in athin plaint.

When Severn returned helooked grave, but the cat,
joyous and demonstrative, marched around him,
rubbing her gaunt body against hislegs, driving her
head enthusiastically into hishand, and purring until
her voice mounted to a squeal.

He placed a bit of meat, wrapped in brown paper, upon
thetable, and with a penknife cut it into shreds. The
milk he took from a bottle which had served for
medicine, and poured it into the saucer on the hearth.

The cat crouched beforeit, purring and lapping at the
sametime.

He cooked hisegg and ateit with a dice of bread,
watching her busy with the shredded meat, and when
he had finished, and had filled and emptied a cup of
water from the bucket in the sink, he sat clown, taking
her into hislap, where she at once curled up and began
her toilet. He began to speak again, touching her
caressingly at times by way of emphasis.

" Cat, | have found out where your mistresslives. It is
not very far away;--it ishere, under this same leaky
roof, but in the north wing which | had supposed was
uninhabited. My janitor tells methis. By chance, heis
almost sober thisevening. The butcher on theruede
Seine, where | bought your meat, knows you, and old
Cabane the baker identified you with needless sar casm.
They tell me hard tales of your mistresswhich | shall
not believe. They say sheisidle and vain and pleasure-
loving; they say sheisharebrained and reckless. The
little sculptor on the ground floor, who was buying rolls
from old Cabane, spoketo meto-night for thefirst time,
although we have always bowed to each other. He said
shewas very good and very beautiful. He has only seen
her once, and does not know her name. | thanked him;--
| don't know why | thanked him so warmly. Cabane
said, " Into this cursed Street of the Four Winds, the
four winds blow all thingsevil." The sculptor looked



confused, but when he went out with hisrolls, he said to
me, " | am sure, Monsieur, that sheisasgood assheis
beautiful."

The cat had finished her toilet and now, springing softly
to the floor, went to the door and sniffed. He knelt
beside her, and unclasping the garter held it for a
moment in hishands. After awhilehesaid: " Thereisa
name engraved upon the silver clasp beneath the
buckle. It isa, pretty name, Sylvia Elven. Sylviaisa
woman's name, Elven isthe name of atown. In Paris, in
thisquarter, above all, in this Street of the Four Winds,
names are wor n and put away asthe fashions change
with the seasons. | know thelittle town of Elven, for
therel met Fate faceto face and Fate was unkind. But
do you know that in Elven Fate had another name, and
that name was Sylvia?"

Hereplaced the garter and stood up looking down at
the cat crouched before the closed door.

"The name of Elven hasa charm for me. It tells me of
meadows and clear rivers. The name of Sylvia troubles
me like perfume from dead flowers."

The cat mewed.

"Yes, yes," hesaid soothingly, " | will take you back.
Your Sylviaisnot my Sylvia; theworld iswide and
Elven isnot unknown. Yet in the darkness and filth of
poorer Paris, in the sad shadows of thisancient house,
these names are very pleasant to me.

Helifted her in hisarmsand strode through the silent
corridorsto the stairs. Down five flightsand into the
moonlit court, past thelittle sculptor'sden, and then
again in at the gate of the north wing and up the wor m-
eaten stairs he passed, until he cameto a closed door.
When he had stood knocking for a long time, something
moved behind the door; it opened and hewent in. The
room was dark. As he crossed the threshold, the cat
sprang from hisarmsinto the shadows. He listened but
heard nothing. The silence was oppressive and he struck
amatch. At hiselbow stood a table and on thetablea
candlein a gilded candlestick. This helighted, then
looked around. The chamber was vast, the hangings



heavy with embroidery. Over thefireplacetowered a
carved mantel, gray with the ashes of dead fires. In a
recess by the deegp-set windows stood a bed, from which
the bed-clothes, soft and fine aslace, trailed to the
polished floor. Helifted the candle above his head. A
handker chief lay at hisfeet. It wasfaintly perfumed. He
turned toward the windows. In front of them wasa
canapeé and over it wereflung, pell-mell, a gown of silk,
a heap of lace-like gar ments, white and delicate as
spiders meshes, long, crumpled gloves, and, on the
floor beneath, the stockings, thelittle pointed shoes, and
onegarter of rosy silk, quaintly flowered and fitted with
asilver clasp. Wondering, he stepped forwarded and
drew the heavy curtains from the bed. For a moment
the candleflared in his hand; then his eyes met two
other eyes, wide open, smiling, and the candle flame
flashed over hair heavy as gold.

Shewas pale, but not aswhite ashe; her eyeswere
untroubled as a child's; but he stared, trembling from
head to foot whilethe candleflickered in hishand.

At last hewhispered: " Sylvia, itisl."
Again hesaid, " Itisl."

Then, knowing that she was dead, he kissed her on the
mouth. And through the long watches of the night, the
cat purred on hisknee, tightening and relaxing her
padded claws, until the sky paled abovethe Street of the
Four Winds.



THE STREET OF THE FIRST SHELL

" Be of Good Cheer, the Sullen Month will die,
And a young Moon requite us by and by;

L ook how the Old one, meagre, bent, and wan
With age and Fast, isfainting from the sky."

THE ROOM WAS already dark. The high roofs
apposite cut off what little remained of the December
daylight. Thegirl drew her chair nearer the window
and choosing a large needle, threaded it, knotting the
thread over her fingers. Then she smoothed the baby
garment across her knees, and bending, bit off the
thread and drew the smaller needle from whereit
rested in the hem. When she had brushed away the
stray threads and bits of lace, shelaid it again over her
knees caressingly. Then she dipped thethreaded needle
from her corsage and passed it through a button, but as
the button spun down thethread, her hand faltered, the
thread snapped, and the button rolled acrossthefloor.
Sheraised her head. Her eyeswerefixed on astrip of
waning light above the chimneys. From somewherein
the city came soundslike the distant beating of drums,
and beyond, far beyond, a vague muttering, now
growing, swelling, rumbling in the distance like the
pounding of surf upon therocks, now likethe surf
again, receding, growling, menacing. The cold had
becomeintense, a bitter piercing cold which strained
and snapped at joist and beam and turned the slush of
yesterday to flint. From the street below every sound
broke sharp and metallic--the clatter of sabots, the
rattle of shuttersor therare sound of a human voice.
The air was heavy, weighted with the black cold aswith
apall. To breathe was painful, to move an effort.

In the desolate sky there was something that wearied, in
the brooding clouds, something that saddened. It
penetrated the freezing city cut by thefreezing river,
the splendid city with itstowers and domes, its quays
and bridges and itsthousand spires. It entered the
squares, it seized the avenues and the palaces, stole
across bridges and crept among the narrow streets of
the Latin Quarter, gray under the gray of the December
sky. Sadness, utter sadness. A fineicy sleet wasfalling,
powdering the pavement with atiny crystalline dust. It
sifted against the window-panes and drifted in heaps



along thesill. Thelight at the window had nearly failed,
and thegirl bent low over her work. Presently she
raised her head, brushing the curlsfrom her eyes.

" Jack?"
" Dearest?"
"Don't forget to clean your palette.”

Hesaid, "all right,” and picking up his palette, sat
down upon thefloor in front of the stove. Hishead and
shoulderswerein the shadow, but thefirelight fell
across hisknees and glimmered red on the blade of the
palette knife. Full in thefirelight beside him stood a
color-box. On thelid was carved,

) J. TRENT.
Ecole des Beaux Arts,
1870

Thisinscription was ornamented with an American and
a French flag.

The sleet blew against the window-panes, covering them
with starsand diamonds, then, melting from the
warmer air within, ran down and froze again in fern-
liketraceries.

A dog whined and the patter of small paws sounded on
the zinc behind the stove.

" Jack, dear, do you think Herculesis hungry?”
The patter of pawswasredoubled behind the stove.

"He'swhining," she continued nervously, "and if it isn't
because he'shungry it is because----"

Her voicefaltered. A loud humming filled theair, the
windows vibrated.

"Oh, Jack," shecried, "another----" but her voice was
drowned in the scream of a shell tearing through the
clouds overhead.



"That isthe nearest yet,” shemurmured.

"Oh, no," heanswered cheerfully, " it probably fell way
over by Montmartre,” and as shedid not answer, he
said again with exagger ated unconcern, " They wouldn't
takethetroubletofireat theLatin Quarter; anyway
they haven't a battery that can hurt it."

After awhile she spoke up brightly. " Jack, dear, when
areyou going to take meto see Monsieur West's
statues?"

"1 will bet,” hesaid, throwing down his palette and
walking over to thewindow beside her, " that Colette
has been heretoday."

"Why?" sheasked, opening her eyesvery wide. Then,

" Oh, it'stoo bad!--really, men aretiresome when they
think they know everything! And | warn you that if
Monsieur West isvain enough to imagine that Colette---

From the north another shell came whistling and
guavering through the sky, passing above them with a
long-drawn screech which left the windows singing.

"That," heblurted out, "wastoo near for comfort."
They weresilent for a while, then he spoke again gayly;
"Goon, Sylvia, and wither poor West;" but she only
sighed, " Oh, dear, | can never seem to get used to the
shells."

He sat down on the arm of the chair beside her.

Her scissorsfdl jingling to the floor; she tossed her
unfinished frock after them, and putting both arms
about hisneck drew him down into her lap.

" Don't go out to-night, Jack."

Hekissed her uplifted face; " You know | must; don't
makeit hard for me."

" But when | hear the shells and--and know you ar e out
in the city----"



" But they all fall in Montmartre----"

"They may all fall in the Beaux Arts, you said your self
that two struck the Quai d'Orsay----"

" Mere accident----"

" Jack have pity on me! Take mewith you!"
" And who will there be to get dinner?"
Sherose and flung herself on the bed.

"Oh, | can't get used to it and | know you must go, but |
beg you not to be lateto dinner. If you knew what |
suffer! 1--1 cannot help it and you must be patient with
me, dear."

Hesaid, "It isassafethereasit isin our own house."

Shewatched him fill thealcohol lamp for her, and when
he had lighted it and had taken his hat to go, she
jumped up and clung to him in silence. After a moment
he said: " Now, Sylvia, remember my courageis
sustained by yours. Come, | must go!" She did not move
and herepeated: " | must go." Then she stepped back
and he thought she was going to speak and waited, but
sheonly looked at him, and a little impatiently, he
kissed her again, saying: " Don't worry, dearest."

When he had reached thelast flight of stairson hisway
to the street a woman hobbled out of the housekeeper's
lodge waving a letter and calling: " Monsieur Jack!
Monsieur Jack! Thiswasleft by Monsieur Fallowby!"

Hetook the letter, and leaning on thethreshold of the
lodge, read it:

"DEAR JACK,

| believe Braith isdead broke and I'm sure Fallowby is.
Braith swearsheisn't, and Fallowby swearsheis, so
you can draw your own conclusions. |'ve got a scheme
for dinner, and if it works, | will let you fellowsin.

Yoursfaithfully,



" P.S.--Fallowby has shaken Hartman and his gang,
thank the Lord! Thereissomethingrotten there,--or it
may be he'sonly a miser."

" P.P.S.--I'm more desperately in love than ever, but I'm
sure shedoesnot care a straw for me."

"All right,” said Trent, with a smile, to the concier ge;
"but tell me, how is Papa Cottard?"

The old woman shook her head and pointed to the
curtained bed in the lodge.

" Pére Cottard!" hesaid cheerily, " how goesthe wound
to-day?"

Hewalked over tothebed and drew the curtains. An
old man was lying among the tumbled sheets.

"Better ?' smiled Trent.

" Better," repeated the man wearily; and, after a pause;
" have you any news, Monsieur Jack?"

"1 haven't been out to-day. | will bring you any rumor |
may hear, though goodness knows |'ve got enough of
rumors,” he muttered to himself. Then aloud: " Cheer
up; you'relooking better."

" And the sortie?"

" Oh, the sortie, that's for thisweek. General Trochu
sent orderslast night."

"1t will beterrible."

"1t will besickening,” thought Trent as he went out into
the street and turned the corner toward theruede
Seine; " daughter, slaughter, phew! I'm glad I'm not
going."

The street was almost deserted. A few women muffled
in tattered military capes crept along the frozen
pavement, and a wr etchedly clad gamin hovered over



the sewer hole on the corner of the Boulevard. A rope
around hiswaist held hisragstogether. From therope
hung arat, still warm and bleeding.

"There'sanother inthere" heyelled at Trent; "1 hit
him but he got away."

Trent crossed the street and asked: " How much?"

"Two francsfor a quarter of afat one; that'swhat they
giveat the St. Germain Market."

A violent fit of coughing interrupted him, but he wiped
hisface with the palm of hishand and looked cunningly
at Trent.

" Last week you could buy arat for six francs, but,” and
here he sworevilely, "therats have quit therue de Seine
and they kill them now over by the new hospital. I'll let
you havethisonefor seven francs; | can sell it for ten in
thelsle St. Louis."

"You lig" said Trent, "and let metell you that if you
try to swindle anybody in this quarter the people will
make short work of you and your rats."

He stood for a moment eyeing the gamin, who
pretended to snivel. Then he tossed him a franc,
laughing. The child caught it, and thrusting it into his
mouth wheeled about to the sewer hole. For a second he
crouched, motionless, alert, hiseyes on the barsof the
drain, then leaping forward he hurled a stoneinto the
gutter, and Trent left him tofinish afiercegray rat that
writhed squealing at the mouth of the sewer.

" Suppose Braith should cometo that,” hethought;

" poor littlechap;" and hurrying, heturned in thedirty
passage des Beaux Artsand entered the third houseto
the left.

"Monsieur isat home,” quavered theold concierge.
Home? A garret absolutely bare, savefor theiron

bedstead in the corner and theiron basin and pitcher
on thefloor.



West appeared at the door, winking with much mystery
and motioned Trent to enter. Braith, who was painting
in bed to keep warm, looked up, laughed, and shook
hands.

" Any news?"

The perfunctory question was answer ed as usual by:
" nothing but the cannon.”

Trent sat down on the bed.

"Whereon earth did you get that?" he demanded,
pointing to a half-finished chicken nestling in a wash-
basin.

West grinned.
" Areyou millionaires, you two? Out with it."

Braith, looking a little ashamed, began. " Oh, it's one of
West's exploits,” but was cut short by West, who said
hewould tell the story himself.

"You see, beforethe siege, | had a letter of introduction
toa"type" here, afat banker, German-American
variety. You know the species, | see. Well, of coursel
forgot to present theletter, but thismorning, judging it
to be a favorable opportunity, | called on him.

"Thevillain livesin comfort,--fires, my boy!--firesin the
anterooms! The Buttonsfinally condescendsto carry
my letter and card up, leaving me standing in the
hallway, which | did not like, so | entered thefirst room
| saw and nearly fainted at the sight of a banquet on a
table by thefire. Down comes Buttons, very insolent.

No, oh, no, hismaster 'isnot at home, and in fact istoo
busy to receive letters of introduction just now; the
siege, and many business difficulties----'

"1 deliver akick to Buttons, pick up thischicken from
thetable, toss my card on to the empty plate, and
addressing Buttons as a species of Prussian pig, march
out with the honors of war."

Trent shook his head.



"| forgot to say that Hartman often dinesthere, and |
draw my own conclusions,” continued West. " Now
about thischicken, half of it isfor Braith and myself
and half for Colette, but of cour se you will help me eat
my part because I'm not hungry."

"Neither am |," began Braith, but Trent, with a smile at
the pinched faces before him shook his head saying,
"What nonsense! You know I'm never hungry!"

West hesitated, reddened, and then dlicing off Braith's
portion, but not eating any himself, said, good-night,
and hurried away to number 470 rue Serpente, where
lived a pretty girl named Colette, or phan after Sedan,
and Heaven alone knew wher e she got therosesin her
cheeks, for the siege came hard on the poor.

"That chicken will delight her, but | really believe she's
in lovewith West," said Trent. Then walking over to the
bed; " See here, old man, no dodging, you know, how
much haveyou left?"

The other hesitated and flushed.
" Come, old chap," insisted Trent.

Braith drew a purse from beneath hisbolster and
handed it to hisfriend with a ssimplicity that touched
him.

" Seven sous," he counted; " you make metired! Why on
earth don't you cometo me? | takeit d--d ill, Braith!
How many times must | go over the same thing and
explain to you that because | have money it is my duty
toshareit, and your duty and the duty of every
American to shareit with me? You can't get a cent, the
city'sblockaded, and the American Minister has his
handsfull with all the German riff-raff and deuce
knowswhat! Why don't you act sensibly?"

"1--1 will, Trent, but it'san obligation that perhaps|
can never even in part repay, I'm poor and----"

" Of courseyou'll pay me! If | wereausurer | would
takeyour talent for security. When you arerich and
famous----"



"Don't, Trent----"
" All right, only no more monkey business."

He dlipped a dozen gold piecesinto the purse and
tucking it again under the mattress smiled at Braith.

"How old areyou?" he demanded.
" Sixteen."

Trent laid hishand lightly on hisfriend's shoulder.
"1'm twenty-two, and | have therightsof a grandfather
asfar asyou are concerned. You'll do as| say until
you'retwenty-one."

"Thesiegewill be over then | hope," said Braith trying
tolaugh, but the prayer in their hearts. "How long, O
Lord, how long!" was answered by the swift scream of a
shell soaring among the storm-clouds of that December
night.

West, standing in the doorway of a housein therue

Ser pente, was speaking angrily. He said hedidn't care
whether Hartman liked it or not; he wastelling him, not
arguing with him.

"You call yourself an American!" hesneered; " Berlin
and hdll arefull of that kind of American. You come
loafing about Colette with your pockets stuffed with
white bread and beef, and a bottle of wine at thirty
francsand you can't really afford to givea dollar tothe
American Ambulance and Public Assistance, which
Braith does, and he's half starved!"

Hartman retreated to the curbstone, but West followed
him, hisfacelike a thunder-cloud. " Don't you dareto
call yourself a countryman of mine," he growled,--" no,-
-nor an artist either! Artistsdon't worm themselvesinto
the service of the Public Defense wher e they do nothing
but feed like rats on the people'sfood! And I'll tell you
now," he continued, dropping hisvoice, for Hartman
had started asthough stung, " you might better keep
away from that Alsatian Brasserie and the smug-faced



thieveswho haunt it. You know what they do with
suspects!™

"You like, you hound!" screamed Hartman, and flung
the bottlein hishand straight at West's face. West had
him by the throat in a second, and for cing him against
the dead wall shook him wickedly.

" Now you listen to me," he muttered, through his
clenched teeth. " You are already a suspect and--I

swear --I believeyou are a paid spy! It isn't my business
to detect such vermin, and | don't intend to denounce
you, but under stand this! Colette doesn't likeyou and |
can't stand you, and if | catch you in this street again
I'll makeit somewhat unpleasant. Get out, you sleek
Prussian!"

Hartman had managed to drag a knife from his pocket
but West toreit from him and hurled him into the
gutter. A gamin who had seen this, burst into a peal of
laughter, which rattled harshly in the silent street. Then
everywherewindows wereraised and rows of haggard
faces appeared demanding to know why people should
laugh in the starving city.

"Isit avictory?" murmured one.

"Look at that,” cried West as Hartman picked himself
up from the pavement, " look! you miser! look at those
faces!" But Hartman gave him alook which he never
forgot, and walked away without aword. Trent, who
suddenly appeared at the corner, glanced curioudly at
West, who merely nodded toward hisdoor saying,
"comein; Fallowby's upstairs.”

"What areyou doing with that knife?" demanded
Fallowby, ashe and Trent entered the studio.

West looked at hiswounded hand which still clutched
the knife, but saying: " cut myself by accident," tossed it
into a corner and washed the blood from hisfingers.

Fallowby, fat and lazy, watched him without comment,
but Trent, half divining how things had turned, walked
over to Fallowby smiling.



"1'veaboneto pick with you!" he said.

"Whereisit? I'm hungry," replied Fallowby with
affected eager ness, but Trent, frowning, told him to
listen.

"How much did | advance you a week ago?"

"Three hundred and eighty francs,” replied the other,
with a squirm of contrition.

"Whereisit?"

Fallowby began a series of intricate explanations which
wer e soon cut short by Trent.

"1 know; you blew it in;--you alwaysblow it in. | don't
carearap what you did beforethe siege; | know you are
rich and have aright to dispose of your money asyou
wish to, and | also know that, generally speaking, it is
none of my business. But now it ismy businessas| have
to supply the funds until you get some more which you
won't until the siege is ended one way or another. | wish
to sharewhat | have, but | won't seeit thrown out of the
window. Oh, yes, of course| know you will reimburse
me, but that isn't the question; and, anyway, it'sthe
opinion of your friends, old man, that you will not be
wor se off for alittle abstinence from fleshly pleasures.
You are positively afreak in thisfamine--cursed city of
skeletons!”

"1 amrather stout,” he admitted.
"Isit trueyou are out of money?" demanded Trent.
"Yes, | am," sighed the other.

"That roast suckling pig on therue St. Honor é--is it
thereyet?" continued Trent.

"Wh-at?" stammered thefeeble one.

" Ah--I thought so! | caught you in ecstasy befor e that
suckling pig at least a dozen times!"



Then laughing, he presented Falloway with aroll of
twenty franc pieces saying: " If these go for luxuriesyou
must live on your own flesh," and went over to aid
West, who sat beside the wash-basin binding up his
hand.

West suffered him to tietheknot, and then said: " You
remember, yesterday, when | left you and Braith to take
the chicken to Colette."

" Chicken! Good Heavens!" moaned Fallowby.

" Chicken," repeated West, enjoying Fallowby's grief;--
"|--that is, | must explain that things are changed.
Coletteand |--areto be married----"

"What--what about the chicken?" groaned Fallowby.

" Shut up!" laughed Trent, and slipping hisarm
through West's, walked to the stairway.

"Thepoor littlething,” said West, " just think, not a
splinter of firewood for a week and wouldn't tell me
because shethought | needed it for my clay figure.
Whew! When | heard it | smashed that smirking clay
nymph to pieces, and therest can freeze and be
hanged!" After amoment he added timidly:--"Won't
you call on your way down and say bon soir? It's no.
17"

"Yes," said Trent, and he went out softly closing the
door behind.

He stopped on the third landing, lighted a match,
scanned the numbers over therow of dingy doors, and
knocked at No. 17.

" C'est toi George?" Thedoor opened.

" Oh, pardon, Monsieur Jack, | thought it was Monsieur
West;" then blushing furioudly: " oh, | see you have
heard! Oh, thank you so much for your wishes, and I'm
sure we love each other very much,--and I'm dying to
see Sylvia and tell her and----"

" And what," laughed Trent.



"1 am very happy,” shesighed.

"He'spuregold,” returned Trent, and then gayly: "I
want you and Geor ge to come and dine with usto-night.
It'salittletreat--you seeto-morrow is Silvia's féte. She
will be nineteen. | have written to Thorne, and the
Guernalecswill come with their cousin Odile. Fallowby
has engaged not to bring anybody but himself."

The girl accepted shyly, charging him with loads of
loving messages to Sylvia, and he said good-night.

He started up the street, walking swiftly for it was bitter
cold, and cutting acrosstheruedela Luneheentered
theruede Seine. The early winter night had fallen,
almost without war ning, but the sky was clear and
myriads of starsglittered in the heavens. The
bombardment had become furious--a steady rolling
thunder from the Prussian cannon punctuated by the
heavy shocksfrom Mont Val& eacure;rien.

The shells streamed acrossthe sky leaving trailslike
shooting stars, and now, as he turned to look back,
rockets blue and red flared above the horizon from the
Fort of Issy, and the Fortress of the North flamed like a
bonfire.

" Good news!" aman shouted over by the Boulevard St.
Germain. Asif by magic the streetswerefilled with
people,--shivering, chattering people with shrunken

eyes.
"Jacques!" cried one--" The Army of theLoire!"

"Eh! mon vieux, it has comethen at last! | told thee! |
told thee! To-morrow--to-night--who knows?"

"Isit true? Isit a sortie?"

Someone said: " Oh, God--a sortie--and my son?"
Another cried: "tothe Seine They say one can seethe
signals of the Army of the L oire from Pont Neuf."

Therewas a child standing near Trent who kept
repeating: " Mamma, Mamma, then to-morrow we may
eat white bread?" and beside him, an old man swaying,



stumbling, his shrivelled hands crushed to his breast,
muttering asif insane.

" Could it betrue? Who has heard the news? The
shoemaker on therue de Buci had it from a Mobilewho
had heard a Franctireur repeat it to a captain of the
National Guard."

Trent followed the throng surging through therue de
Seinetotheriver.

Rocket after rocket clovethe sky, and now, from
Montmartre, the cannon clanged, and the batteries on
Montparnasse joined in with a crash. The bridge was
packed with people.

Trent asked: "who has seen the signals of the Army of
theLoire?"

"Wearewaiting,” wasthereply.

Helooked toward the north. Suddenly the huge
silhouette of the Arc de Triomphe sprang into black
relief against the flash of a cannon. The boom of the gun
rolled along the quay and the old bridge vibrated.

Again over by the Pont du Jour aflash and heavy
explosion shook the bridge, and then the whole eastern
bastion of the fortifications blazed and crackled,
sending ared flameinto the sky.

"Has any one seen the signalsyet?" he asked again.
"Wearewaiting," wasthereply.

"Yes, waiting,” murmured a man behind him, " waiting,
sick, starved, freezing, but waiting. Isit a sortie? They
go gladly. Isit to starve? They starve. They have no
timeto think of surrender. Arethey heroes,--these
Parisians? answer me, Trent!"”

The American Ambulance surgeon turned about and
scanned the par apets of the bridge.

" Any news, doctor ?" Trent asked mechanically.



"News?" said thedoctor; "1 don't know any;--1 haven't
timeto know any. What are these people after ?"

"They say that the Army of the Loire has signalled
Mont Valérien."

" Poor devils." Thedoctor glanced about him for an
instant, and then: " 1'm so harried and worried that |
don't know what to do. After thelast sortie we had the
work of fifty ambulances on our poor little corps. To-
morrow there' sanother sortieand | wish you fellows
could come over to headquarters. We may need
volunteers. How ismadame?"' he added abruptly.

"Wéll," replied Trent, " but she seemsto grow more
nervous every day. | ought to be with her now."

"Takecareof her," said thedoctor, then with a sharp
look at the people: "I can't stop now--good-night!" and
he hurried away muttering, " poor devils!"

Trent leaned over the parapet and blinked at the black
river surging through the arches. Dark objects, carried
swiftly on the breast of the current, struck with a
grinding tearing noise against the stone piers, spun
around for an instant, and hurried away into the
darkness. Theicefrom the Marne.

Ashestood staring into the water a hand waslaid on
his shoulder. " Hello, Southwark!" hecried, turning
around; "thisisa queer placefor you!"

"Trent, | have something to tell you. Don't stay here,--
don't believein the Army of the Loire;" and the attaché
of the American L egation slipped hisarmsthrough
Trent'sand drew him toward the Louvre.

"Then it'sanother lie!" said Trent bitterly.

"Worse--we know at the L egation--1 can't speak of it.
But that's not what | have to say. Something happened
thisafternoon. The Alsatian Brasserie was visited and
an American named Hartman has been arrested. Do
you know him?"



"1 know a German who callshimsealf an American;--his
nameisHartman."

"Well, hewas arrested about two hoursago. They mean
to shoot him."

"What!"

" Of course we at the L egation can't allow them to shoot
him off-hand, but the evidence seems conclusive."

"lIsheaspy?"

"Weéll, the papers seized in hisrooms ar e pretty
damning proofs, and besides, he was caught, they say,
swindling the Public Food Committee. He drew rations
for fifty, how, | don't know. He claimsto be an
American artist here and we have been obliged to take
notice of it at the Legation. It'sa nasty affair."

"To cheat the people at such atimeisworsethan
robbing the poor-box,"” cried Trent angrily. " Let them
shoot him!"

"He'san American citizen."

"Yes, oh yes" said the other with bitterness. " American
citizenship isa precious privilege when every goggle-
eyed German----" Hisanger choked him.

Southwark shook handswith him warmly. " It can't be
helped, we must own thecarrion. | am afraid you may
be called upon to identify him asan American artist,”
he said with a ghost of a smile on his deep-lined face;
and walked away through the Coursa Reine.

Trent sworesilently for a moment and then drew out
hiswatch. Seven o'clock. " Sylvia will be anxious,” he
thought, and hurried back totheriver. The crowd still
huddled shivering on the bridge, a sombre pitiful
congregation, peering out into the night for the signals
of the Army of the Loire: and their heartsbeat timeto
the pounding of the guns, their eyeslighted with each
flash from the bastions, and hoperose with the drifting
rockets.



A black cloud hung over thefortifications. From
horizon to horizon the cannon smoke stretched in
wavering bands, now capping the spires and domeswith
cloud, now blowing in streamers and shreds along the
streets, now descending from the house-tops, enveloping
quays, bridges, and river, in a sulphurous mist. And
through the smoke pall the lightning of the cannon
played while from timeto timearift above showed a
fathomless black vault set with stars.

Heturned again in to therue de Seine, that sad
abandoned street, with itsrows of closed shuttersand
desolate ranks of unlighted lamps. Hewas a little
nervous and wished once or twicefor arevolver, but the
slinking forms which passed him in the darknesswere
too weak with hunger to be dangerous, he thought, and
he passed on unmolested to hisdoorway. But there
somebody sprang at histhroat. Over and over theicy
pavement herolled with hisassailant, tearing at the
noose about his neck, and then with a wrench sprang to
hisfeet.

" Get up,” hecried totheother.

Slowly and with great deliberation, a small gamin
picked himself out of the gutter and surveyed Trent
with disgust.

"That'saniceclean trick,"” said Trent; "awhelp of
your age! You'll finish against a dead wall! Give me
that cord!"

The urchin handed him the noose without a word.

Trent struck a match and looked at his assailant. It was
therat-killer of the day before.

"H'm! | thought so," he muttered.
"Tiens, cest toi?" said the gamin tranquilly.

Theimpudence, the over powering audacity of the
ragamuffin took Trent's breath away.

" Do you know, you young stranger," he gasped, " that
they shoot thieves of your age?"



The child turned a passionlessfaceto Trent.
" Shoot, then."

That was too much, and heturned on his heel and
entered hishotdl.

Groping up the unlighted stairway, he at last reached
hisown landing and felt about in the darknessfor the
door. From his studio came the sound of voices, West's
hearty laugh and Fallowby's chuckle, and at last he
found the knob and, pushing back the door, stood a
moment confused by thelight.

"Hello, Jack!" cried West, "you're a pleasant creature
inviting peopleto dine and letting them wait. Here's
Fallowby weeping with hunger ----"

" Shut up,” observed thelatter, " perhaps he's been out
to buy aturkey."

"He'sbeen out garroting, look at hisnoose!" laughed
Guernalec.

" So now we know whereyou get your cash!" added
West; " vivele coup do Pére Francois!"

Trent shook handswith everybody and laughed at
Sylvia's pale face.

"1 didn't mean to belate; | stopped on thebridge a
moment to watch the bombardment. Were you anxious,

Sylvia?"

She smiled and murmured, " Oh, no!" but her hand
dropped into hisand tightened convulsively.

"Tothetable!" shouted Fallowby, and uttered a joyous
whoop.

"Takeit easy," observed Thorne, with aremnant of
manners; " you are not the host, you know."

Marie Guernalec, who had been chattering with
Colette, jumped up and took Thorne'sarm and
Monsieur Guernalec drew Odile'sarm through his.



Trent, bowing gravely, offered hisown arm to Colette,
West took in Sylvia, and Fallowby hovered anxioudly in
therear.

"You march around the table threetimes singing the
Marseillaise," explained Sylvia, " and Monsieur
Fallowby poundson thetable and beatstime."

Fallowby suggested that they could sing after dinner,
but his protest wasdrowned in the ringing chorus----

" Aux armes!
Formez vos bataillons!"

Around theroom they marched singing,
"Marchons! Marchons!"

with all their might, while Fallowby with very bad
grace, hammered on thetable, consoling himself alittle
with the hope that the exer cise would increase his
appetite. Hercules, the black and tan, fled under the
bed, from which retreat he yapped and whined until
dragged out by Guernalec and placed in Odile'slap.

"And now," said Trent gravely, when everybody was
seated, " listen!" and heread the menu.

Beef Soup ala Siegede Paris.

Fish.
Sardines alapéreLachaise.
(White Wine)

R6ti (Red Wine).
Fresh Beef ala sortie.

Vegetables.

Canned Beans a la chasse-pot,
Canned Pease Gravelotte,
Potatoes Irlandaises,
Miscellaneous.

Cold Corned Beef ala Thiers,
Stewed Prunesala Garibaldi.



Dessert.

Dried prunes-White bread,
Currant Jelly,
Tea--Café,
Liqueurs,
Pipesand Cigarettes.

Fallowby applauded frantically, and Sylvia served the
soup.

"lsn't it delicious?" sighed Odile.
Marie Guernalec sipped her soup in rapture.

"Not at all likehorse, and | don't care what they say,
horse doesn't taste like beef," whispered Coletteto
West. Fallowby, who had finished, began to caress his
chin and eyethetureen.

" Have some more, old chap?" inquired Trent.

"Monsieur Fallowby cannot have any more,"
announced Sylvia; " | am saving thisfor the concierge.”
Fallowby transferred his eyesto thefish.

The sardines, hot from thegrille, were a great success.
While the otherswer e eating Sylvia ran downstairswith
the soup for the old concierge and her husband, and
when she hurried back, flushed and breathless, and had
dlipped into her chair with a happy smileat Trent, that
young man arose, and silencefell over thetable. For an
instant he looked at Sylvia and thought he had never
seen her so beautiful.

"You all know," he began, " that to-day is my wife's
nineteenth birthday----"

Fallowby, bubbling with enthusiasm, waved hisglassin
circlesabout hishead totheterror of Odile and Colette,
hisneighbors, and Thorne, West and Guernalec refilled
their glassesthreetimesbefore the storm of applause
which thetoast of Sylvia had provoked, subsided.

Threetimesthe glasseswerefilled and emptied to
Sylvia, and again to Trent who protested.



"Thisisirregular,” hecried, " the next toast isto the
twin Republics, France and America!”

"TotheRepublics! Tothe Republics!" they cried, and
thetoast was drunk amid shoutsof " Vive la France!
Vivel'Amerique! Vive la Nation!"

Then Trent, with asmileat West offered thetoast, " To
aHappy Pair!" and everybody understood, and Sylvia
leaned over and kissed Colette while Trent bowed to
West.

The beef was eaten in compar ative calm, but when it
was finished and a portion of it set aside for theold
people below, Trent cried: " Drink to Paris! May she
risefrom her ruinsand crush theinvader!" and the
cheersrang out, drowning for a moment the
monotonous thunder of the Prussian guns.

Pipesand cigaretteswerelighted, and Trent listened an
instant to the animated chatter around him, broken by
ripples of laughter from thegirlsor the mellow chuckle
of Fallowby. Then heturned to West.

"Thereisgoing to bea sortieto-night,” hesaid, " | saw
the American Ambulance surgeon just beforel camein
and he asked meto speak to you fellows. Any aid we can
give him will not come amiss.”

Then dropping hisvoice and speaking in English, " As
for me, | shall go out with the ambulance to-morrow
morning. Thereisof course no danger, but it'sjust as
well to keep it from Sylvia."

West nodded. Thorne and Guernalec, who had heard,
brokein and offered assistance, and Fallowby
volunteered with a groan.

"All right,” said Trent rapidly,--" no more now, but
meet me at Ambulance headquartersto-morrow
morning at eight.”

Sylvia and Colette, who wer e becoming uneasy at the
conversation in English, now demanded to know what
they wer e talking about.



"What does a sculptor usually talk about?" cried West,
with alaugh.

Odile glanced reproachfully at Thorne, her fiancé

"You arenot French, you know, and it isnone of your
business, thiswar," said Odile with much dignity.

Thornelooked meek, but West assumed an air of
outraged virtue.

"It seems,” he said to Fallowby, " that a fellow cannot
discussthe beauties of Greek sculpturein his mother
tongue, without being openly suspected.”

Colette placed her hand over his mouth and turningto
Sylvia, murmured, " They are horribly untruthful, these
men."

"1 believethe word for ambulanceisthe samein both
languages,” said Marie Guernalec saucily; " Sylvia,
don't trust Monsieur Trent."

"Jack," whispered Sylvia, " promise me----"

A knock at the studio door interrupted her.
"Comein!" cried Fallowby, but Trent sprang up, and
opening the door, looked out. Then with a hasty excuse
to therest, he stepped into the hall-way and closed the
door.

When hereturned he was grumbling.

"What isit, Jack?" cried West.

"What isit?" repeated Trent savagely; "1'll tell you
what it is. | havereceived a dispatch from the American
Minister to go at once and identify and claim, asa
fellow-countryman and a brother artist, arascally thief
and a German spy!"

"Don't go," suggested Fallowby.

"1f | don't they'll shoot him at once."



"Let them," growled Thorne.
" Do you fellows know who it is?"
"Hartman!" shouted West, inspired.

Sylvia sprang up deathly white, but Odile dlipped her
arm around her, and supported her to a chair, saying
calmly, " Sylvia has fainted,--it's the hot room,--bring
some water ."

Trent brought it at once.

Sylvia opened her eyes, and after a moment rose, and
supported by Marie Guernalec and Trent, passed into
the bedroom.

It wasthesignal for breaking up, and everybody came
and shook handswith Trent, saying they hoped Sylvia
would sleep it off and that it would be nothing.

When Marie Guernalec took |eave of him, she avoided
his eyes, but he spoketo her cordially and thanked her
for her aid.

"Anything | can do, Jack?" inquired West, lingering,
and then hurried downstairsto catch up with therest.

Trent leaned over the banisters, listening to the
footsteps and chatter, and then the lower door banged
and the house was silent. He lingered, staring down into
the blackness, biting hislips; then with an impatient
movement, " | am crazy!" he muttered, and lighting a
candle, went into the bedroom. Sylvia waslying on the
bed. He bent over her, smoothing the curly hair on her
forehead.

" Areyou better, dear Sylvia?"

Shedid not answer, but raised her eyesto his. For an
instant he met her gaze, but what heread theresent a
chill to hisheart and he sat down covering hisface with
his hands.



At last she spokein a voice changed and strained,--a
voice which he had never heard, and hedropped his
hands and listened, bolt upright in hischair.

"Jack, it hascome at last. | havefeared it and
trembled,--ah! how often havel lain awake at night
with thison my heart and prayed that | might die
before you should ever know of it! For | loveyou, Jack,
and if you go away | cannot live. | have deceived you;--it
happened before | knew you, but sincethat first day
when you found me weeping in the L uxembourg and
spoke to me, Jack, | have been faithful to you in every
thought and deed. | loved you from thefirst, and did
not dareto tell you this--fearing that you would go
away; and since then my love has grown--grown--and
oh! | suffered!--but I dared not tell you. And now you
know, but you do not know the wor st. For him,--now--
what do | care? He was so cruel--oh so cruel!”

Shehid her facein her arms.

"Must | goon? Must | tell you --can you not imagine,
oh! Jack----"

Hedid not stir; his eyes seemed dead.

"1--I was so young, | knew nothing, and he said--said
that he loved me----"

Trent rose and struck the candle with his clenched fist,
and theroom was dark.

The bellsof St. Sulpicetolled the hour, and she started
up, speaking with feverish haste,--" | must finish! When
you told me you loved me--you--you asked me nothing;
but then, even then, it wastoo late, and that other life
which binds meto him, must stand forever between you
and me! For theisanother whom he hasclaimed, and is
good to. He must not die,--they cannot shoot him, for
that other's sake!"

Trent sat motionless but histhoughtsran on in an
interminable whirl.

Sylvia, little Sylvia, who shared with him his student
life--who borewith him the dreary desolation of the



siege without complaint,--this slender blue-eyed girl
whom he was so quietly fond of, whom he teased or
caressed as the whim suited, who sometimes made him
theleast bit impatient with her passionate devotion to
him,--could this be the same Sylvia who lay weeping
therein the darkness?

Then he clenched histeeth. " Let him die! Let him diel" -
-but then,--for Sylvia's sake, and,--for that other's sake,-
-Yes, hewould go,--he must go,--his duty was plain
before him. But Sylvia,--he could not be what he had
been to her, and yet a vagueterror seized him, now all
was said. Trembling, he struck alight.

Shelay there, her curly hair tumbled about her face,
her small white hands pressed to her breast.

He could not leave her, and he could not stay. He never
knew beforethat heloved her. She had been amere
comrade, thisgirl wife of his. Ah! heloved her now with
all hisheart and soul, and he knew it, only when it was
too late. Too late? Why? Then he thought of that other
one, binding her, linking her forever to the creature,
who stood in danger of hislife. With an oath he sprang
to the door, but the door would not open,--or wasit that
he pressed it back,--locked it,--and flung himself on his
knees beside the bed, knowing that he dared not for his
life's sake leave what was hisall in life.

It wasfour in the morning when he came out of the
Prison of the Condemned with the Secretary of the
American Legation. A knot of people had gathered
around the American Minister's carriage, which stood
in front of the prison, the hor ses stamping and pawing
in theicy street, the coachman huddled on the box,
wrapped in furs. Southwark helped the Secretary into
the carriage, and shook handswith Trent, thanking him
for coming.

"How the scoundrel did stare,” hesaid; " your evidence
was wor se than a kick, but it saved his skin for the
moment at least,--and prevented complications.”



The Secretary sighed; " we have done our part. Now let
them prove him a spy and we wash our hands of him.
Jump in, Captain! Comealong, Trent!"

"1 have aword to say to Captain Southwark, | won't
detain him," said Trent hastily, and dropping hisvoice,
" Southwark, help me now. You know the--the child is at
hisrooms. Get it, and takeit to my apartment, and if he
isshot, | will provideahomefor it."

"1 understand,” said the Captain gravely.
"Will you do thisat once?"
" At once," hereplied.

Their hands met in a warm clasp and then Captain
Southwark climbed into the carriage motioning Trent
to follow; but he shook his head saying, " good-bye!"
and the carriagerolled away.

Hewatched the carriageto the end of the street, then
started toward hisown quarter, but after a step or two,
hesitated, stopped and finally turned away in the
opposite direction. Something--per hapsit wasthe sight
of the prisoner he had so recently confronted nauseated
him. Hefelt the need of solitude and quiet to collect his
thoughts. The events of the evening had shaken him
terribly, but hewould walk it off, forget, bury
everything, and then go back to Silvia. He started on
swiftly and for a timethe bitter thoughts seemed to
fade, but when he paused at last, breathless, under the
Arc de Triomphe, the bitterness and the wretchedness
of the whole thing--yes, of hiswhole misspent life came
back with a pang. Then the face of the prisoner,
stamped with the horrible grimace of fear, grew in the
shadows befor e his eyes.

Sick at heart he wandered up and down under the great
Arc, striving to occupy his mind, peering up at the
sculptured cornicesto read the names of the her oes and
battleswhich he knew wer e engraved there, but always
the ashen face of Hartman followed him, grinning with
terror!--or wasit terror ?-- wasit not triumph?-- At the
thought heleaped like a man who feelsa knife at his



throat, but after a savage tramp around the square,
came back again and sat down to battle with hismisery.

The air was cold, but his cheekswer e burning with
angry shame. Shame? Why? Wasit because he had
married a girl whom chance had made a mother? Did
he love her? Was this miser able bohemian existence
then hisend and aim in life? He turned hiseyesupon
the secrets of hisheart, and read an evil story,--the story
of the past, and he covered hisface for shame, while,
keeping time to the dull pain throbbing in hishead, his
heart beat out the story for the future. Shame and
disgrace.

Roused at last from a lethar gy which had begun to
numb the bitterness of histhoughts, he raised his head
and looked about. A sudden fog had settled in the
streets, the arches of the Arc were choked with it. He
would go home. A great horror of being alone seized
him. But he was not alone. The fog was peopled with
phantoms. All around him in the mist they moved
drifting through the archesin lengthening lines, and
vanished, while from the fog othersrose up, swept past
and were engulfed. Hewas not alone, for even at his
sidethey crowded, touched him, swarmed before him,
beside him, behind him, pressed him back, seized, and
bore him with them through the mist. Down a dim
avenue, through lanes and alleys white with fog, they
moved, and if they spoketheir voiceswere dull asthe
vapor which shrouded them. At last in front, a bank of
masonry and earth cut by a massiveiron barred gate
towered up in thefog. Slowly and more slowly they
glided, shoulder to shoulder and thigh to thigh. Then all
movement ceased. A sudden breeze stirred thefog. It
wavered and eddied. Objects became more distinct. A
pallor crept above the horizon, touching the edges of the
watery clouds, and drew dull sparksfrom athousand
bayonets. Bayonets--they wer e everywhere, cleaving the
fog or flowing beneath it in riversof steel. High on the
wall of masonry and earth a great gun loomed, and
around it figuresmoved in silhouettes. Below a broad
torrent of bayonets swept through theiron barred
gateway, out into the shadowy plain. It became lighter.
Faces grew mor e distinct among the mar ching masses
and herecognized one.



"You, Philippe!"
Thefigureturned its head.

Trent cried,--" isthereroom for me?" but the other only
waved hisarm in a vague adieu and was gone with the
rest. Presently the cavalry began to pass, squadron on
squadron, crowding out into the darkness, then many
cannon, then an ambulance, then again the endless lines
of bayonets. Beside him a cuirassier sat on his streaming
horse, and in front, among the group of mounted
officershe saw a general, with the astrakan collar of his
dolman turned up about his bloodless face.

Some women wer e weeping near him and one was
struggling to force a loaf of black bread into a soldier's
haversack. The soldier tried to aid her, but the sack was
fastened, and hisrifle bothered him, so Trent held it,
while the woman unbuttoned the sack and forced in the
bread, now all wet with her tears. Therifle was not
heavy. Trent found it wonderfully manageable. Wasthe
bayonet sharp? Hetried it. Then a sudden longing, a
fierce, imperative desire took possession of him.

" Chouette!" cried a gamin, clingingto the barred gate;
" encoretoi mon vieux?"

Trent looked up, and therat-killer laughed in hisface.
But when the soldier had taken therifle again, and
thanking him, ran hard to catch hisbattalion, he
plunged into the throng about the gateway.

"Areyou going?" hecried toamarinewho sat in the
gutter bandaging hisfoot.

"Yes."

Then a girl,--a mere child caught him by the hand and
led him into the café which faced the gate. Theroom
was crowded with soldiers, some, white and silent,
sitting on the floor, others groaning on the leather -
cover ed settees. Theair was sour and suffocating.

"Choose!" said the girl with alittle gesture of pity;
"they can't go!"



In a heap of clothing on the floor he found a capote and
képi.

She helped him buckle hisknapsack, cartridge box, and
showed him how to load the chasse-pot rifle, holding it
on her knees.

When hethanked her she started to her feet.
"You areaforeigner!"

"American," hesaid, moving toward the door, but the
child barred hisway.

"1 am a Bretonne. My father isup therewith the
cannon of themarine. Hewill shoot you if you area

spy.”

They faced each other for a moment. Then sighing, he
bent over and kissed the child. " Pray for France, little
one," he murmured, and sherepeated with a pale smile:
"for France and you, beau Monsieur."

Heran acrossthe street and through the gateway. Once
outside, he edged into line and shouldered hisway along
theroad. A corporal passed, looked at him, repassed,
and finally called an officer. " You belong to the 60th,”
growled the corporal looking at the number on hisképi.

"Wehavenousefor Franc-tireurs,"” added the officer,
catching sight of hisblack trousers.

"1 wish to volunteer in the place of a comrade,” said
Trent, and the officer shrugged his shoulders and
passed on.

Nobody paid much attention to him, one or two merely
glancing at histrousers. Theroad was deep with slush
and mud ploughed and torn by wheels and hoofs. A
soldier in front of him wrenched hisfoot in an icy rut
and dragged himself to the edge of the embankment
groaning. The plain on either side of them was gray
with melting snow. Here and ther e behind dismantled
hedge-rows stood wagons bearing white flags with red
crosses. Sometimesthedriver wasa priest in rusty hat
and gown, sometimes a crippled Mobile. Once they



passed a wagon driven by a Sister of Charity. Silent
empty houses with great rentsin their walls, and every
window blank, huddled along theroad. Further on,
within the zone of danger, nothing of human habitation
remained except here and there a pile of frozen bricks
or a blackened cellar choked with snow.

For sometime Trent had been annoyed by the man
behind him who kept treading on his heels. Convinced
at last that it wasintentional heturned to remonstrate
and found himsdlf faceto face with a fellow-student
from the Beaux Arts. Trent stared.

"1 thought you werein the hospital!"
The other shook his head, pointing to his bandaged jaw.
"| see, you can't speak. Can | do anything?"

The wounded man rummaged in his haversack and
produced a crust of black bread.

"Hecan't eat it, hisjaw is smashed, and he wantsyou to
chew it for him," said the soldier next to him.

Trent took the crust, and grinding it in histeeth, morsel
by morsel, passed it back to the starving man.

From time to time, mounted orderlies sped to the front
covering them with slush. It was a chilly silent march
through sodden meadows wr eathed in fog. Along the
railroad embankment across the ditch, another column
moved parallel to their own. Trent watched it, a sombre
mass, now distinct, now vague, now blotted out in a puff
of fog. Oncefor half an hour helost it, but when again it
cameinto view, he noticed a thin line detach itself from
theflank, and, bellying in the middle, swing rapidly to
the west. At the same moment a prolonged crackling
brokeout in thefog in front. Other lines began to
slough off from the column, swinging east and west, and
the crackling became continuous. A battery passed at
full gallop and he drew back with hiscomradesto give
it way. It went into action alittleto theright of his
battalion, and asthe shot from thefirst rifled piece
boomed through the mist, the cannon from the
fortifications opened with a mighty roar. An officer



galloped by shouting something which Trent did not
catch, but he saw theranksin front suddenly part
company with hisown, and disappear in the twilight.
Mor e officersrode up and stood beside him peering into
thefog. It wasdreary waiting. Trent chewed some
bread for the man behind, who tried to swallow it, and
after awhile shook his head, motioning Trent to eat the
rest of it himself. A corporal offered him alittle brandy
and hedrank it, but when heturned around to return
theflask, the corporal waslying on the ground.
Alarmed, helooked at the soldier next to him, who
shrugged his shoulders and opened his mouth to speak,
but something struck him and herolled over and over
into the ditch below. At that moment the hor se of one of
the officers gave a bound and backed into the battalion,
lashing out with his heels. One man wasridden down;
another waskicked in the chest and hurled through the
ranks. Theofficer sank hisspursinto the horseand
forced him to thefront again, where he stood trembling.
The cannonade seemed to grow nearer. A staff officer,
riding slowly up and down the battalion suddenly
collapsed in his saddle and clung to his horse's mane.
One of hisboots dangled, crimsoned and dripping, from
the stirrup. Then out of the mist in front, men came
running. Theroads, thefields, the ditches were full of
them, and many of them fell. For an instant heimagined
he saw horsemen riding about like ghostsin the vapors
beyond, and a man behind him cursed horribly,
declaring hetoo had seen them and that they were
Uhlans; but the battalion stood inactive and the mist fell
again over the meadows.

The colondl sat heavily upon his hor se, his bullet-shaped
head buried in the astrakan collar of hisdolman, hisfat
legs sticking straight out in the stirrups.

The buglers clustered about him with the bugles poised,
and behind him a staff officer in a pale bluejacket,
smoked a cigarette and chatted with a captain of
hussars. From theroad in front came the sound of
furious galloping and an orderly reined up beside the
colonel, who motioned him to therear without turning
hishead. Then on theleft confused murmur arose
which ended in a shout. A hussar passed like thewind,
followed by another and another, an then squadron
after squadron whirled by them into the sheeted mists.



At that instant the colonel reared in hissaddle, the
bugles clanged and the whole battalion scrambled down
the embankment. Almost at once Trent lost his cap.
Something snatched it from his head, he thought it was
atreebranch. A good many of hiscomradesrolled over
in theslush and ice, and heimagined that they had
slipped. One pitched right across his path and he
stopped to help him up, but the man screamed when he
touched him and an officer shouted, " forward,
forward!" soheran on again. It wasalong jog through
the mist, and he was often obliged to shift hisrifle.
When at last they lay panting behind the railr oad
embankment, helooked about him. He had felt the need
of action, of a desperate physical struggle, of killing and
crushing. He had been seized with adesireto fling
himself among masses and tear right and left. He longed
tofire, to usethethin sharp bayonet on his chasse-pot.
He had not expected this. He wished to become
exhausted, to struggle and cut until incapable of lifting
hisarm. Then he had intended to go home. He heard a
man say that half the battalion had gone down in the
charge, and he saw another examining a cor pse under
the embankment. The body, still warm, was clothed in a
strange uniform, but even when he noticed the spiked
helmet lying a few inchesfurther away, he did not
realize what had happened.

The colonél sat on hishorse a few feet to the left, his
eyes sparkling under the crimson képi. Trent heard him
reply to an officer: "I can hold it, but another charge,
and | won't have enough men left to sound a bugle.”

"WeethePrussians here?" Trent asked of a soldier who
sat wiping the blood trickling from his hair.

"Yes. The hussars cleaned them out. We caught their
crossfire”

"We are supporting a battery on the embankment,”
said another.

Then the battalion crawled over the embankment and
moved along thelines of twisted rails. Trent rolled up
histrousersand tucked them into hiswoolen socks: but
they halted again, and some of the men sat down on the
dismantled railroad track. Trent looked for his



wounded comrade from the Beaux Arts. Hewas
standing in hisplace, very pale. The cannonade had
becometerrific. For a moment the mist lifted. He
caught a glimpse of thefirst battalion motionless on the
railroad track in front, of regimentson either flank, and
then, asthefog settled again, the drums beat and the
music of the bugles began away on the extreme left. A
restless movement passed among the troops, the colonel
threw up hisarm, thedrumsrolled, and the battalion
moved off through thefog. They were near the front
now, for thefirst battalion wasfiring asit advanced.
Ambulances galloped along the base of the embankment
totherear, and the hussar s passed and repassed like
phantoms. They werein thefront at last, for all about
them was movement and tur moil, while from the fog,
close at hand, came cries and groans and crashing
volleys. Shellsfell everywhere, bursting along the
embankment, splashing them with frozen slush. Trent
was frightened. He began to dread the unknown, which
lay there cracking and flaming in obscurity. The shock
of the cannon sickened him. He could even see the fog
light up with a dull orange asthethunder shook the
earth. It was near, heféelt certain, for the colonel
shouted " forward!" and thefirst battalion was
hastening into it. Hefelt its breath, he trembled, but
hurried on. A fearful dischargein front terrified him.
Somewherein the fog men were cheering, and the
colonel's hor se streaming with blood plunged about in
the smoke.

Another blast and shock, right in hisface, almost
stunned him, and hefaltered. All the men to theright
wer e down. His head swam; the fog and smoke
stupefied him. He put out hishand for a support and
caught something. It wasthewheel of a gun carriage,
and a man sprang from it, aiming a blow at his head
with arammer, but stumbled back shrieking with a
bayonet through his neck, and Trent knew that he had
killed. Mechanically he stooped to pick up hisrifle, but
the bayonet was still in the man who lay, beating with
red hands against the sod. It sickened him and he
leaned on the cannon. Men wer e fighting all around him
now and the air wasfoul with smoke and sweat.
Somebody seized him from behind and another in front,
but othersin turn seized them or struck them solid
blows. Theclick! click! click! of bayonetsinfuriated



him, and he grasped therammer and struck out blindly
until it was shivered to pieces.

A man threw hisarm around his neck and bore him to
the ground, but hethrottled him and raised himself on
hisknees. He saw a comrade seize the cannon, and fall
acrossit with hisskull crushed in; he saw the colonel
tumble clean out of hissaddleinto the mud, then
consciousness fled.

When he cameto himself, hewaslying on the
embankment among the twisted rails. On every side
huddled men who cried out and cursed and fled away
into the fog, and he stagger ed to hisfeet and followed
them. Once he stopped to help a comrade with a
bandaged jaw, who could not speak but clung to his
arm for atimeand then fell dead in the freezing mire;
and again he aided another, who groaned: " Trent, c'est
moi--Philippe" until a sudden volley in the mist relieved
him of hischarge.

An icy wind swept down from the heights, cutting the
fog into shreds. For an instant, with an evil leer the sun
peered through the naked woods of Vincennes, sank like
ablood clot in the battery smoke, lower, lower into the
blood-soaked plain.

Y

When Midnight sounded from the belfry of St. Sulpice
the gates of Pariswere still choked with fragments of
what had once been an army.

They entered with the night, a sullen horde, spattered
with slime, faint with hunger and exhaustion. There was
little disorder at first and thethrong at the gates parted
silently asthetroopstramped along the freezing streets.
Confusion came asthe hour s passed. Swiftly and more
swiftly, crowding squadron after squadron and battery
on battery, horses plunging and caissonsjolting, the
remnants from the front surged through the gates, a
chaos of cavalry and artillery struggling for the right of
way. Close upon them stumbled theinfantry; herea
skeleton of aregiment marching with a desperate
attempt at order, there a riotous mob of Mobiles
crushing their way to the streets, then a turmoil of



hor semen, cannon, troops without officers, officers
without men, then again a line of ambulances, the
wheels groaning under their heavy loads.

Dumb with misery the crowd looked on.

All through the day the ambulances had been arriving,
and all day long the ragged throng whimpered and
shivered by the barriers. At noon the crowd was
increased tenfold, filling the squar es about the gates,
and swarming over theinner fortifications.

At four o'clock in the afternoon the German batteries
suddenly wreathed themselvesin smoke and the shells
fell fast on Montpar nasse. At twenty minutes after four
two projectilesstruck a housein theruedeBac, and a
moment later thefirst shell fell in the Latin Quarter.

Braith was painting in bed when West camein very
much scared.

"1 wish you would come down; our house has been
knocked into a cocked hat, and I'm afraid that some of
the pillagers may takeit into their headsto pay usa
visit to-night."

Braith jumped out of bed and bundled himself into a
garment which had once been an over coat.

" Anybody hurt?" heinquired, struggling with a sleeve
full of dilapidated lining.

"No. Coletteisbarricaded in the cellar, and the
conciergeran away to thefortifications. Therewill bea
rough gang thereif the bombardment keepsup. You
might help us-—---"

" Of course,” said Braith; but it was not until they had
reached therue Serpente and had turned in the passage
which led to West's cellar, that the latter cried: " have
you seen Jack Trent to-day?"

"No," replied Braith looking troubled, " he was not at
Ambulance Headquarters."

"He stayed to take care of Sylvia, | suppose.”



A bomb came crashing through the roof of a house at
the end of the alley and burst in the basement,
showering the street with slate and plaster. A second
struck a chimney and plunged into the garden, followed
by an avalanche of bricks, and another exploded with a
deafening report in the next street.

They hurried along the passage to the stepswhich led to
thecellar. Here again Braith stopped.

"Don't you think | had better run up to seeif Jack and
Sylviaarewell intrenched? | can get back beforedark."

"No. Goin and find Coletteand I'll go."
"NOo, no, let me go, there'sno danger."

"1 know it," replied West calmly; and dragging Braith
into the alley pointed to the cellar steps. Theiron door
was barred.

" Colette! Colette!" hecalled. The door swunginward,
and the girl sprang up the stepsto meet them. At that
instant, Braith, glancing behind him, gave a startled
cry, and pushing the two before him into the cellar
jumped down after them and slammed theiron door. A
few secondslater a heavy jar from outside shook the
hinges.

"They arehere,” muttered West, very pale.

"That door," observed Colette caimly, " will hold
forever."

Braith examined the low iron structure, now trembling
with the blowsrained on it from without. West glanced
anxiously at Colette who displayed no agitating, and
this comforted him.

"1 don't believe they will spend much time here," said
Braith; " they only rummagein cellarsfor spirits, |
imagine."

" Unlessthey hear that valuablesareburied there."



" But surely nothingisburied here?" exclaimed Braith
uneasily.

"Unfortunately thereis,” growled West. " That miserly
landlord of mine----"

A crash from outside followed by a yell cut him short;
then blow after blow shook the door s until there came a
sharp snap, aclinking of metal, and a triangular bit of
iron fell inwardsleaving a hole through which struggled
aray of light.

Instantly West knelt, and shoving hisrevolver through
theaperturefired every cartridge. For a moment the
alley resounded with theracket of therevolver, then
absolute silence followed.

Presently a single questioning blow fell upon the door,
and a moment later another and another, and then a
sudden crack zigzagged acrosstheiron plate.

"Here" said West, seizing Colette by thewrist, " you
follow me, Braith!" and heran swiftly toward acircular
gpot of light at the further end of the cellar. The spot of
light came from a barred man-hole above. West
motioned Braith to mount on hisshoulders.

"Push it over. You must!"

With little effort Braith lifted the barrel cover,
scrambled out on his stomach, and easily raised Colette
from West's shoulders.

"Quick, old chap!" cried the latter.

Braith twisted hislegs around a fence chain and leaned
down again. The cellar was flooded with a yellow light
and theair reeked with the stench of petroleum torches.
Theiron door still held, but a whole plate of metal was
gone, and now asthey looked a figure came creeping
through holding atorch.

" Quick!" whispered Braith, " Jump!" and West hung
dangling until Colette grasped him by the collar and he
was dragged out. Then her nerves gave way and she
wept hysterically, but West threw hisarmsaround her



and led her acrossthe gardensinto the next street,
where Braith, after replacing the man-hole cover and
piling some stone slabs from the wall over it, re oined
them. It wasalmost dark. They hurried through the
street now only lighted by burning buildings or the swift
glare of the shells. They gave wide berth to thefires, but
at a distance saw theflitting forms of pillager s among
the débris. Sometimesthey passed a female fury crazed
with drink shrieking anathemas upon theworld, or
some slouching lout whose blackened face and hands
betrayed hissharein thework of destruction. At last
they reached the Seine and passed the bridge, and then
Braith said: "I must go back. | am not sure of Jack and
Sylvia." Ashe spoke, he made way for a crowd which
cametrampling acrossthe bridge, and along theriver
wall by the d'Orsay barracks. In the midst of it West
caught the measured tread of a platoon. A lantern
passed, a file of bayonets, then another lantern which
glimmered on a deathly face behind, and Colette
gasped, "Hartman!" and hewas gone. They peered
fearfully acrossthe embankment, holding their breath.
There was a shuffle of feet on the quay and the gate of
the barracks slammed. A lantern shone for a moment at
the postern, the crowd pressed to thegrille, then came
the clang of the volley from the stone parade.

One by onethe petroleum torchesflared up along the
embankment, and now the whole squar e was in motion.
Down from the Champs Elysées and across the Place de
la Concorde, straggled the fragments of the battle, a
company here, and a mob there. They poured in from
every street followed by women and children, and a
great murmur, borne on theicy wind, swept through
the Arc de Triomphe and cut down the dark avenue,--

" Perdus! perdus!”

A ragged end of a battalion was pressing past, the
spectre of annihilation. West groaned. Then afigure
sprang from the shadowy ranks and called West's
name, and when he saw it was Trent he cried out. Trent
seized him, white with terror.

" Sylvia?"

West stared speechless, but Colette moaned " Oh,
Sylvial Sylvial--and they are shelling the Quarter!"



"Trent!" shouted Braith; but he was gone, and they
could not overtake him.

The bombardment ceased as Trent crossed the
Boulevard St. Germain, but theentranceto theruede
Seine was blocked by a heap of smoking bricks.
Everywherethe shellshad torn great holesin the
pavement. The café was a wreck of splintersand glass,
the bookstoretottered, ripped from roof to basement,
and thelittle bakery, long since closed, bulged outward
above a mass of date and tin.

He climbed over the steaming bricksand hurried into
theruede Tournon. On thecorner afireblazed,
lighting up hisown street, and on the blank wall,
beneath a shattered gaslamp, a child waswriting with a
bit of cinder.

"HERE FELL THE FIRST SHELL."

Thelettersstared him in theface. Therat-killer finished
and stepped back to view hiswork, but catching sight of
Trent's bayonet, screamed, and fled, and as Trent
stagger ed across the shattered street, from holes and
cranniesin theruinsfierce women fled from their work
of pillage, cursing him.

At first he could not find hishouse, for thetearsblinded
him, but hefelt along the wall and reached the door. A
lantern burned in the concierge's lodge and the old man
lay dead besideit. Faint with fright he leaned a moment
on hisrifle, then, snatching the lantern, sprang up the
stairs. Hetried to call, but histongue hardly moved. On
the second floor he saw plaster on the stairway, and on
thethird thefloor wastorn and the conciergelay in a
pool of blood acrossthe landing. The next floor was his,
theirs. Thedoor hung from its hinges, the walls gaped.
Hecrept in and sank down by the bed, and there two
armswer e flung around his neck, and a tear-stained
face sought his own.

" Sylvial"
" Oh Jack! Jack! Jack!"

From the tumbled pillow beside them a child wailed.



"They brought it; it ismine" she sobbed.
"Ours," hewhispered, with hisarmsaround them both.

"Then from the stairs below came Braith's anxious
voice.

"Trent! Isall wal?"



THE STREET OF OUR LADY OF THE FIELDS

" Et touslesjours passéslatristesse
Nous sont comptés comme lesjour s heureux!"

THE STREET isnot fashionable neither isit shabby. It
isa pariah among streets—-a street without a Quarter. It
isgenerally understood to lie outside the pale of the
aristocratic Avenue del'Observatoire. The students of
the Montparnasse Quarter consider it swell and will
have none of it. The Latin Quarter, from the
Luxembourg, itsnorthern frontier, sneersat its
respectability and regardswith disfavor the correctly-
costumed students who haunt it. Few strangersgo into
it. At times, however, the Latin Quarter studentsuseit
as athoroughfare between therue de Rennes and the
Bullier, but except for that and the weekly afternoon
visits of parents and guardians of the Convent near the
rue Vavin, the street of Our Lady of the Fieldsisas
quiet asa Passy boulevard. Perhaps the most
respectable portion lies between therue dela Grande
Chaumiére and therue Vavin, at least thiswasthe
conclusion arrived at by the Reverend Joel Byram, as
herambled through it with Hastingsin charge. To
Hastingsthe street looked pleasant in the bright June
weather, and he had begun to hope for its selection
when the Reverend Byram shied violently at the cross
on the Convent opposite.

" Jesuits," he muttered.

"Well," said Hastingswearily, " | imagine wewon't find
anything better. You say yourself that viceis
triumphant in Paris, and it seemsto methat in every
street we find Jesuits or something worse.”

After a moment herepeated, " Or something wor se,
which of course | would not notice except for your
kindnessin warning me."

Dr. Byram sucked in hislips and looked about him. He
was impressed by the evident respectability of the
surroundings. Then, frowning at the Convent he took
Hastings arm and shuffled acrossthe street to an iron



gateway which bore the number 201 bis painted in
white on a blue ground. Below thiswas a notice printed
in English:

1. For porter please oppressonce.
2. For Servant please oppresstwice.
3. For Parlor please oppressthrice.

Hastingstouched the electric button three timesand
they were ushered through the garden and into the
parlor by atrim maid. The dining-room door, just
beyond, was open, and from thetablein plain view, a
stout woman hastily ar ose and came toward them.
Hastings caught a glimpse of a young man with a big
head and several snuffy old gentlemen at breakfast,
beforethe door closed and the stout woman waddled
into theroom, bringing with her an aroma of coffee and
a black poodle.

"It eesaplaisir toyou receive!" shecried; "Monsieur is
Anglish? No? Americain? Of course. My pension it ees
for Americainssurtout. Here all spik Angleesh, c'est a
dire, ze personelle; ze sairvants do spik, plusou moins,
alittle. I am happy to have you comme pensionair es----"

"Madame," began Dr. Byram, but was cut short again.

" Ah, yess, | know, ah! mon Dieu! you do not spik
Frainch but you have cometo lairne! My husband does
spik Frainch wissle pensionaires. We have at ze
moment a family Americaine who learn of my husband
Frainch----"

Herethe poodle growled at Dr. Byram and was
promptly cuffed by his mistress.

"Veux tu!" shecried, with adap, " veux tu! Oh! le
vilain, oh! levilain!"

"Mais, Madame," said Hastings smiling, " il n'a pas|'air
tresféroce.”

The poodlefled and hismistresscried, " Ah, ze accent
charming! He does spik already Frainch likea Parisien
young gentleman!"



Then Dr. Byram managed to get in aword or two and
gathered moreor lessinformation in regard to prices.

"It eesa pension serieux; my clientelle ess of ze best,
indeed a pension de famille where one ees at 'ome."

Then they went upstairsto examine Hastings future
gquarters, test the bed-springs and arrangefor the
weekly towel allowance. Dr. Byram appear ed satisfied.

Madame M ar otte accompanied them to the door and
rang for the maid, but as Hastings stepped out into the
gravel walk, hisguide and mentor paused a moment
and fixed Madame with hiswatery eyes.

"You understand,” hesaid, "that heisa youth of most
careful bringing up, and his character and moralsare
without a stain. Heisyoung and has never been abroad,
never even seen alargecity, and his parents have
requested me, asan old family friend living in Paris, to
seethat heisplaced under good influences. Heisto
study art, but on no account would his parentswish him
tolivein the Latin Quarter if they knew of the
immorality which isrifethere.”

A sound liketheclick of alatch interrupted him and he
raised hiseyes, but not in timeto seethe maid slap the
big-headed young man behind the parlor door.

Madame coughed, cast a deadly glance behind her and
then beamed on Dr. Byram.

"1t eeswell zat he come here. The pension more serious,
il n"en existe pas, eet eesnot any!" she announced with
conviction.

So, asthere was nothing moreto add, Dr. Byram joined
Hastings at the gate.

"1 trust,” hesaid, eyeing the Convent, " that you will
make no acquaintances among Jesuits!”

Hastingslooked at the Convent until a pretty girl
passed beforethe gray facade, and then he looked at
her. A young fellow with a paint-box and canvas came
swinging along, stopped beforethe pretty girl, said



something during a brief but vigor ous handshake at
which they both laughed, and he went hisway, calling
back, " A demain Valentine!" asin the same breath she
cried, " A demain!"

"Valenting" thought Hastings, " what a quaint name;"
and he started to follow the Reverend Joel Byram who
was shuffling toward the near est tramway station.

"An' you are pleaswiz Paris, Monsieur, 'Astang?"
demanded Madame M ar otte the next morning as
Hastings cameinto the breakfast-room of the pension,
rosy from his plungein thelimited bath above.

"1 amsurel shall likeit,” hereplied, wondering at his
own depression of spirits.

The maid brought him coffee, and rolls. Hereturned
the vacant glance of the big-headed young man and
acknowledged diffidently the salutes of the snuffy old
gentlemen. He did not try to finish his coffee and sat
crumbling aroll, unconscious of the sympathetic
glances of Madame Mar otte who had tact enough not to
bother him.

Presently a maid entered with atray on which was
balanced two bowls of chocolate, and the snuffy old
gentlemen leered at her ankles. Themaid deposited the
chocolate at a table near the window and smiled at
Hastings. Then athin young lady, followed by her
counterpart in all except years, marched into the room
and took thetable near thewindow. They were
evidently American, but Hastings, if he expected any
sign of recognition, was disappointed. To beignored by
compatriotsintensified hisdepression. He fumbled with
hisknife and looked at his plate.

The thin young lady was talkative enough. She was
quite aware of Hastings presence, ready to beflattered
if helooked at her, but on the other hand she felt her
superiority for she had been three weeksin Parisand
he, it was easy to see, had not yet unpacked his steam-
trunk.



Her conversation was complacent. She argued with her
mother upon therelative meritsof the Louvreand the
Bon Marché but her mother'spart of the discussion was
mostly confined to the observation, " Why, Susie!"

The snuffy old gentlemen had left the room in a body,
outwardly polite and inwardly raging. The could not

endurethe Americans, who filled the room with their
chatter.

The big-headed young man looked after them with a
knowing cough, murmuring, " Gay old birds!"

TothisMr. Bladen smiled and said, " They've had their
day," in atonewhich implied that he was not having
his.

" And that'swhy they all have baggy eyes," cried the
girl. "1 think it'sa shame for young gentlemen----"

"Why, Susie," said the mother, and the conversation
lagged.

After awhile Mr. Bladen threw down the " Petit
Journal,” which hedaily studied at the expense of the
house, and turning to Hastings started to make himself
agreeable. He began by saying, " | seeyou are an
American."

Tothisbrilliant and original opening, Hastings, deadly
homesick, replied gratefully, and the conver sation was
judiciously nourished by observationsfrom Miss Susie
Byng distinctly addressed to Mr. Bladen. In the course
of events Miss Susie, forgetting to addr ess her self
exclusively to Mr. Bladen, and Hastings replying to her
general question, the entente cordiale was established,
and Susie and her mother extended a protectorate over
what was clearly neutral territory.

"Mr. Hastings, you must not desert the pension every
evening asMr. Bladen does. Parisisan awful placefor
young gentlemen, and Mr. Bladen isa horrid cynic."

Mr. Bladen looked gratified.



Hastingsanswered, " | shall be at the studio all day, and
| imaginel shall be glad enough to come back at night.”

Mr. Bladen, who, at a salary of fifteen dollars a week,
acted as agent for the Pewly Manufacturing Company
of Troy, N.Y., smiled a skeptical smile and withdrew to
keep an appointment with a customer on the Boulevard
M agenta.

Hastings walked into the garden with Mrs. Byng and
Susie, and, at their invitation, sat down in the shade
beforetheiron gate.

The chestnut trees still bore their fragrant spikes of
pink and white and the bees hummed among the r oses,
trellised on the white-walled house.

A faint freshnesswasin theair. Thewatering carts
moved up and down the streets, and a clear stream
bubbled over the spotless guttersof theruedela
Grande Chaumiéere. The sparrowswere merry along
the curbstones, taking bath after bath in the water and
ruffling their featherswith delight. In awalled garden
acrossthe street a pair of blackbirdswhistled among
the almond trees.

Hastings swallowed the lump in histhroat, for the song
of the birdsand theripple of water in a Paris gutter
brought back to him the sunny meadows of Millbrook.

"That'sa blackbird," observed MissByng; " see him
there on the bush with pink blossoms. He's all black
except hishbill, and that looks asif it had been dipped in
an omelet, as some Frenchman says----"

"Why, Susie!" said Mrs. Byng.
" That garden belongsto a studio inhabited by two
Americans,” continued the girl serenely, "and | often

see them pass. They seem to need a great many models,
mostly young and feminine----"

"Why, Susie!"

" Perhapsthey prefer painting that kind, but | don't see
why they should invite five, with three more young



gentlemen, and all get into two cabs and drive away
singing. Thisstreet,” shecontinued, "isdull. Thereis
nothing to see except the garden and a glimpse of the
Boulevard Montparnasse through therue dela Grande
Chaumiére. No one ever passes except a policeman.
Thereisa convent on the corner."

"1 thought it was a Jesuit College,” began Hastings, but
was at once overwhelmed with a Baedecker description
of the place, ending with, " on one side stand the palatial
hotels of Jean Paul Laurensand Guillaume
Bouguereau, and opposite, in thelittle Passage
Stanidlas, Carolus Duran paintsthe master pieces which
charm theworld."

The blackbird burst into aripple of golden throaty
notes, and from some distant green spot in the city, an
unknown wild-bird answered with a frenzy of liquid
trillsuntil the sparrows paused in their ablutionsto
look up with restless chirps.

Then a butterfly came and sat on a cluster of heliotrope
and waved his crimson-banded wingsin the hot
sunshine. Hastings knew him for a friend and before his
eyesthere camea vision of tall mullins and scented
milkweed alive with painted wings, a vision of a white
house and woodbine-cover ed piazza,--a glimpse of a
man reading and a woman leaning over the pansy bed,--
and hisheart wasfull. Hewas startled a moment later
by Miss Byng.

"1 believe you are homesick!" Hastings blushed. Miss
Byng looked at him with a sympathetic sigh and
continued: " Whenever | felt homesick at first | used to
go with mamma and walk in the L uxembourg Gardens.
| don't know why it is but those old-fashioned gardens
seem to bring me nearer homethan anythingin this
artificial city.”

" But they arefull of marble statues," said Mrs. Byng
mildly, " | don't see the resemblance myself."

"Whereisthe Luxembourg?" inquired Hastings after a
silence.



"Comewith metothegate,” said MissByng. Herose
and followed her, and she pointed out therue Vavin at
thefoot of the street.

"You pass by the convent to theright,” she smiled; and
Hastings went.

[
The Luxembour g was a blaze of flowers.

Hewalked slowly through the long avenues of trees,
past mossy mar bles and old-time columns, and
threading the grove by the bronze lion, came upon the
tree-crowned terrace above the fountain. Below lay the
basin shining in the sunlight: Flowering aimonds
encircled theterrace and in a greater spiral, groves of
chestnuts wound in and out and down among the moist
thickets by the western palace wing. At one end of the
avenue of trees, the Observatory rose, its white domes
piled up like an eastern mosque; at the other end stood
the heavy palace, with every window-pane ablazein the
fierce sun of June.

Around thefountain, children and white-capped nurses
armed with bamboo poles, wer e pushing toy boats,
whose sails hung limp in the sunshine. A park
policeman, wearing red epaulettes and a dress sword,
watched them for a while and then went away to
remonstrate with a young man who had unchained his
dog. The dog was pleasantly occupied in rubbing grass
and dirt into hisback while hislegswaved in theair.

The policeman pointed at the dog. He was speechless
with indignation.

"Weéll, Captain,"” smiled the young fellow.
"Well, Monsieur Student,” growled the policeman.
"What do you come and complain to mefor?"

"1f you don't chain him I'll take him," shouted the
policeman.

"What'sthat to me, mon capitaine?"



"Wha--t! Isn't that bull-dog yours?"
"1f it was, don't you suppose |'d chain him?"

The officer glared for a moment in silence, then
deciding that as he was a student he was wicked,
grabbed at the dog who promptly dodged. Around and
around the flower-beds they raced, and when the officer
cametoo near for comfort, the bull-dog cut across a
flower-bed which perhapswas not playing fair.

The young man was amused, and the dog also seemed to
enjoy the exercise.

The policeman noticed thisand decided to strike at the
fountain-head of the evil. He stormed up to the student
and said, " Asthe owner of thispublic nuisancel arrest
you!"

" But," objected theother, " | disclaim thedog."

That wasa poser. It was uselessto attempt to catch the
dog until three gardenerslent a hand, but then the dog
simply ran away and disappeared in therue de Medici.

The policeman shambled off to find consolation among
the white-capped nurses, and the student, looking at his
watch, stood up yawning. Then catching sight of
Hastings, he smiled and bowed. Hastings walked over to
the marble, laughing.

"Why, Clifford,” hesaid, "I didn't recognized you."

"1t'smy moustache," sighed theother." | sacrificed it to
humor the whim of--of--a friend. What do you think of
my dog?"

"Then heisyours?" cried Hastings.

" Of course. It'sa pleasant change for him, this playing
tag with policemen, but heisknown now and I'll have
to stop it. HE's gone home. He always does when the
gardenerstake a hand. It's a pity; he'sfond of rolling
on lawns." Then they chatted for a moment of Hastings
prospects, and Clifford politely offered to stand his
sponsor at the studio.



"You see, old tabby, | mean Dr. Byram told me about
you beforel met you," explained Clifford, " and Elliott
and | will beglad to do anything we can." Then looking
at hiswatch again he muttered, " I have just ten minutes
to catch the Versaillestrain; au revoir," and started to
go, but catching sight of a girl advancing by the
fountain took off his hat with a confused smile.

"Why areyou not at Versailles?" shesaid, with an
almost imper ceptible acknowledgment of Hastings
presence.

"1--I"'m going,” murmured Clifford.

For a moment they faced each other, and then Clifford,
very red, ssammered, " With you permission | havethe
honor of presenting to you my friend Monsieur
Hastings."

Hastings bowed low. She smiled very sweetly, but there
was something of malice in the quiet inclination of her
small Parisienne head.

"1 could have wished," shesaid, " that Monsieur
Clifford might spare me mor e time when he bringswith
him so charming an American.”

"Must--must | go, Valentine?" began Clifford.

" Certainly,” shereplied.

Clifford took hisleave with very bad grace, wincing,
when she added, " And give my dearest loveto Cécile!”
Ashedisappeared in therued'Assas, thegirl turned as

if to go, but then suddenly remembering Hastings,
looked at him and shook her head.

"Monsieur Clifford isso perfectly hair-brained," she
smiled, " it isembarrassing sometimes. You have heard,
of course, all about his success at the Salon?"

Helooked puzzled and she noticed it.

"You have been to the Salon of cour se?"



"Why no," heanswered, "1 only arrived in Paristhree
daysago."

She seemed to pay little heed to his explanation, but
continued: " Nobody imagined he had the energy to do
anything good, but on var nishing day, the Salon was
astonished by the entrance of Monsieur Clifford, who
strolled about as bland as you please with an orchid in
hisbuttonhole, and a beautiful picture on theline."

She smiled to herself at the reminiscence, and looked at
the fountain.

"Monsieur Bouguereau told methat Monsieur Julian
was so astonished that he only shook hands with
Monsieur Clifford in a dazed manner, and actually
forgot to pat him on the back! Fancy," she continued
with much merriment, " fancy papa Julian forgetting to
pat one on the back."

Hastings, wondering at her acquaintance with the great
Bouguer eau, looked at her with respect. " May | ask, he
said diffidently, " whether you are a pupil of Monsieur
Bouguereau?"

"1," shesaid in some surprise. Then shelooked at him
curiously. Was he per mitting himself the liberty of
joking on such short acquaintance?

His pleasant seriousface questioned hers.

"Tiens," shethought, " what a droll man."

"You surely study art?" hesaid.

Sheleaned back on the crooked stick of her parasol,
and looked at him. " Why did you think so?"

" Because you speak asif you did."

"You aremaking fun of me," shesaid, " and it isnot
good taste."

She stopped confused, as he colored to theroots of his
hair.



"How long have you been in Paris?" shesaid at length.
"Threedays," hereplied gravely.

" But--but--surely you are not a nouveau! You speak
French too well!"

Then after a pause, " Really are you a nouveau?"

"1 am," hesaid.

She sat down on the marble bench lately occupied by
Clifford, and tilting her parasol over her small head
looked at him.

"1 don't believeit."

Hefelt the compliment, and for a moment hesitated to
declare himself one of the despised. Then mustering up
his courage, hetold her how new and green he was, and
all with a frankness which made her blue eyes open very
wideand her lipspart in the sweetest of smiles.

"You have never seen a studio?"

"Never."

"Nor a model?"

n NO,"

"How funny," she said solemnly. Then they both
laughed.

"And you," hesaid, " have seen studios?"
"Hundreds."

" And models?"

"Millions."

" And you know Bouguer ear ?"



"Yes, and Henner, and Constant and Laurens, and
Puvis de Chavannes and Dagan and Courtois and--and
all therest of them!"

" And yet you say you are not an artist.”
"Pardon,” shesaid gravely, "did | say | wasnot?"
"Won't you tell me?" he hesitated.

At first shelooked at him, shaking her head and
smiling, then of a sudden her eyesfell and she began
tracing figureswith her parasol in the gravel at her feet.
Hastings had taken a place on the seat and now, with
his elbows on his knees, sat watching the spray drifting
abovethefountain jet. A small boy dressed asa sailor,
stood poking hisyacht and crying, " | won't go home!"
Hisnurseraised her handsto Heaven.

"Just likealittle American boy,” thought Hastings, and
a pang of homesickness shot through him.

Presently the nurse captured the boat and the small boy
stood at bay.

"Monsieur René, when you decide to come here you
may have your boat."

The boy backed away scowling.

"Givememy boat | say,” hecried, "and don't call me
Reng, for my name's Randall and you know it!"

"Hello!" said Hastings,--" Randall?--that's English.”

"1 am American,"” announced the boy in perfectly good
English, turning to look at Hastings, " and she'ssuch a
fool she calls me René because mamma calls me Ranny-

Here he dodged the exasper ated nurse and took up a
station behind Hastings, who laughed, and catching him
around thewaist lifted him into hislap.



" Oneof my countrymen," hesaid to thegirl beside him.
He smiled while he spoke, but therewas a queer feeling
in histhroat.

"Don't you seethe starsand striped on my yacht?"
demanded Randall. Sure enough, the American colors
hung limply under the nurse'sarm.

"Oh," cried thegirl, " heischarming,” and impulsively
stooped to kiss him, but the infant Randall wriggled out
of Hastings arms and his nurse pounced upon him with
an angry glance at thegirl.

Shereddened and then bit her lipsasthe nurse, with
eyes still fixed on her, dragged the child away and
ostentatiously wiped hislipswith her handker chief.

Then she stole alook at Hastings and bit her lip again.
"What an ill-tempered woman," hesaid. " In America,

most nurses are flattened with people kisstheir
children.”

For an instant shetipped the parasol to hide her face,
then closed it with a snap and looked at him defiantly.

" Do you think it strange that she objected?"
"Why not?" hesaid in surprise.
Again shelooked at him with quick searching eyes.

Hiseyeswere clear and bright and he smiled back,
repeating, " Why not?"

"You aredroll,” she murmured bending her head.
"Why?"

But she made no answer, and sat silent, tracing curves
and circlesin thedust with her parasol. After awhile he
said--"1 am glad to see that young people have so much
liberty here. | understood that the French were not at
all likeus. You know in America--or at least wherel
livein Millbrook, girls have every liberty,--to out alone
and receivetheir friendsalone, and | was afraid |



should missit here. But | seehow it isnow, and | am
glad I was mistaken."

Sheraised her eyesto hisand kept them there.

He continued pleasantly-- " Sincel have sat herel have
seen alot of pretty girlswalking alone on the terrace
there--and then you are alonetoo. Tell me, for | do not
know French customs,--do you havethe liberty of going
to the theatre without a chaperone?"

For along time she studied hisface, and then with a
trembling smile said, " Why do you ask me?"

" Because you must know, of course,” hesaid gaily.
"Yes" shereplied indifferently, " 1 know."

Hewaited for an answer, but getting none, decided that
per haps she had misunder stood him.

"1 hope you don't think | mean to presume on our short
acquaintance,” hebegan,--"in fact it isvery odd but |
don't know your name. When Mr. Clifford presented
me he only mentioned mine. Isthat the custom in
France?"

"It isthecustom in the Latin Quarter,” shesaid with a
queer light in her eyes. Then suddenly she began talking
almost feverishly.

"You must know, Monsieur Hastings, that weareall un
peu sansgée;neherein theLatin Quarter. Wearevery
Bohemian and etiquette and ceremony ar e out of place.
It wasfor that Monsieur Clifford presented you to me
with small ceremony, and left ustogether with less,--
only for that, | am hisfriend, and | have many friends
in the Latin Quarter, and we all know each other very
well--and | am not studying art but--but----"

" But what?" hesaid, bewildered.
"1 shall not tell you,--it isa secret,” she said with an

uncertain smile. On both cheeks a pink spot was
burning, and her eyeswerevery bright.



Then in a moment her facefell. " Do you know
Monsieur Clifford very intimately?"

"Not very."
After awhile sheturned to him, grave and alittle pale.

"My nameis Valentine--Valentine Tissot. Might--might
| ask a service of you on such very short acquaintance?”

"Oh,"” hecried, "I should be honored."

"Itisonly this" shesaid gently, " it isnot much.
Promise me not to speak to Monsieur Clifford about
me. Promise methat you will speak to no one about
me."

"1 promise," hesaid, greatly puzzled.

Shelaughed nervousdly. " | wish toremain a mystery. It
isacaprice."

"But," hebegan, "1 had wished, | had hoped that you
might give Monsieur Clifford permission to bring me, to
present me at your house."

"My--my house!" sherepeated.

"1 mean, whereyou live, in fact, to present meto you
family."

The changein thegirl'sface shocked him.
"1 beg your pardon,” hecried, "1 have hurt you."

And as quick as a flash she under stood him because she
was a woman.

"My parentsaredead,” shesaid.
Presently he began again, very gently.

"Would it displease you if | beg you to receive me? Isit
the custom?"



"1 cannot," sheanswered. Then glancingup at him, " |
am sorry; | should liketo; but believe me, | cannot.”

He bowed seriously and looked vaguely uneasy.

"Itisn't becausel don't wish to. I--I likeyou; you are
very kind to me."

"Kind?" hecried, surprised and puzzled.

"1 likeyou," shesaid slowly, " and we will see each
other sometimesif you will."

" At friends houses?"

"No, not at friends houses."
"Where?"

"Here," shesaid with defiant eyes.

"Why," hecried, "in Parisyou are much moreliberal
in your viewsthan weare."

Shelooked at him curioudly.
"Yes, wearevery Bohemian."
"1 think it ischarming,” hedeclared.

"You see, we shall bein the best of society," she
ventured timidly, with a pretty gesturetoward the
statues of the dead queens, ranged in stately ranks
abovetheterrace.

Helooked at her, delighted, and she brightened at the
success of her innocent little pleasantry.

"Indeed,” shesmiled, "I shall bewell chaperoned,
because you see we are under the protection of the gods
themselves; look, there are Apollo, and Juno, and
Venus, on their pedestals,” counting them on her small
gloved fingers, " and Ceres, Hercules, and--but | can't
make out----"



Hastingsturned to look up at the winged god under
whose shadows they wer e seated.

"Why, it'sLove," hesaid.
1V

"Thereisanouveau here" drawled L affat, leaning
around hiseasel and addressing hisfriend Bowles,
"thereisanouveau herewhoisso tender and green and
appetizing that Heaven help him if he should fall into a
salad bowl."

"Hayseed?" inquired Bowled, plasteringin a
background with a broken palette-knife and squinting
at the effect with approval.

"Yes, Squeedunk or Oshkosh, and how he ever grew up
among the daisies and escaped the cows, Heaven alone
knows!"

Bowles rubbed histhumb across the outlines of his
study to " throw in alittle atmosphere,” ashesaid,
glared at the model, pulled at his pipe and finding it out
struck a match on hisneighbor'sback torelight it.

"Hisname," continued L affat, hurling a bit of bread at
the hat-rack, " hisnameisHastings. Heisa berry. He
knows no mor e about theworld,"” --and here Mr.

L affat's face spoke volumes for his own knowledge of
that planet,--" than a maiden cat on itsfirst moonlight
stroll.”

Bowles now having succeeded in lighting his pipe,
repeated the thumb touch on the other edge of the study
and said " Ah!"

"Yes" continued hisfriend, " and would you imagineit,
he seemsto think that everything here goeson asit does
in hisd--d little backwoods ranch at home; talks about
the pretty girlswho walk alonein the street; says how
sensibleit is; and how French parentsare
misrepresented in America; saysthat for hispart he
finds French girls,--and he confessed to only knowing
one--asjolly asAmerican girls. | tried to set him right,
tried to give him a pointer asto what sort of ladies walk



about alone or with students, and he was either too
stupid or too innocent to catch on. Then | gaveit to him
straight, and he said | was a vile-minded fool and

mar ched off."

" Did you assist him with your shoe?" inquired Bowles,
languidly interested.

"Wseéll, no."
"He called you a vile-minded fool."
"Hewascorrect," said Clifford from hiseasda in front.

"What--what do you mean!" demanded L affat, turning
red.

"That," replied Clifford.

"Who spoketo you? Isthisyour business?" sneered
Bowles, but nearly lost hisbalance as Clifford swung
about and eyed him.

"Yes," hesaid dlowly, "it'smy business."
No one spoke for sometime.
Then Clifford sang out, " | say, Hastings!"

And when Hastings left his easel and came around, he
nodded toward the astonished L affat.

"This man has been disagreeableto you, and | want to
tell you that any timeyou feel inclined to kick him, why
| will hold the other creature.”

Hastings, embarrassed, said, " Why no, | don't agree
with hisideas, nothing more."

Clifford said " Naturally," and dipping hisarm through
Hastings, strolled about with him, and introduced him
to several of hisown friends, at which all the nouveaux
opened their eyeswith envy, and the studio were given
to under stand that Hastings, although prepared to do
menial work asthe latest nouveau, was already within



the charmed circle of the old, respected and feared, the
truly great.

Therest finished, the model resumed his place and
work went on in a chorus of songs and yellsand every
ear-splitting noise which the art student utterswhen
studying the beautiful.

Five o'clock struck,--the model yawned, stretched and
climbed into histrousers, and the noisy contents of six
studios crowded through the hall and down into the
street. Ten minuteslater, Hastings found himself on top
of a Montrouge tram and shortly afterward was joined
by Clifford.

They climbed down at therue Gay L ussac.

"1 always stop here,” observed Clifford, " | likethewalk
through the Luxembourg.”

"By theway," said Hastings, " how can | call on you
when | don't know whereyou live?"

"Why, | live opposite you."

" What--the studio in the garden where the almond trees
are and the blackbirds----"

" Exactly,” said Clifford. " I'm with my friend Elliott."

Hastings thought of the description of the two American
artistswhich he had heard from Miss Susie Byng, and
looked blank.

Clifford continued, " Perhaps you had better let me
know when you think of coming so,--so that | will be
sureto--to bethere," heended rather lamely.

"1 shouldn't careto meet any of your model friends
there," said Hastings smiling. " You know--my ideas are
rather straight laced,--I suppose you would say,
Puritanical. | shouldn't enjoy it and wouldn't know how
to behave."

"Oh, | understand,” said Clifford, but added with great
cordiality,--" 1'm surewe'll be friends although you may



not approve of meand my set, but you will like Severn
and Selby because--because, well they arelike your self,
old chap."

After a moment he continued, " Thereis something |
want to speak about. You seewhen | introduced you,
last week, in the Luxembourg, to Valentine----"

"Not aword!" cried Hastings, smiling, " you must not
tell meaword of her!"

n Why____ll

"No--not aword!" hesaid gaily--" | insist,--promise me
upon your word of honor you will not speak of her until
| giveyou permission; promise!"

"1 promise,” said Clifford, amazed.

" Sheisacharming girl,--we had such a delightful chat
after you left, and | thank you for presenting me, but
not another word about her until | giveyou
permission.”

"Oh," murmured Clifford.

" Remember your promise,” hesmiled, asheturned into
his gateway.

Clifford strolled acrossthe street and traversing theivy-
covered alley, entered hisgarden.

Hefelt for hisstudio key, muttering, " | wonder--I1
wonder ,--but of course he doesn't!"

He entered the hallway, and fitting the key into the
door, stood staring at the two cardstacked over the
panels.
FOXHALL CLIFFORD
RICHARD OSBORNE ELLIOTT

"Why the devil doesn't he want meto speak of her?"



He opened the door, and, discour aging the car esses of
two brindle bull-dogs, sank down on the sofa.

Elliott sat smoking and sketching with a piece of
char coal by the window.

"Hello," hesaid, without looking around.

Clifford gazed absently at the back of hishead,
murmuring, " I'm afraid, I'm afraid that man istoo
innocent. | say, Elliott,” hesaid, at last, " Hastings--you
know the chap that old Tabby Byram came around here
to tell usabout--the day you had to hide Colettein the
armoire----"

"Yes, what'sup?"

" Oh, nothing. HE'sa brick."

"Yes," said Elliott, without enthusiasm.

"Don't you think so?" demanded Clifford.

"Why yes, but heis going to have a tough time when
some of hisillusionsare dispelled.”

" More shameto those who dispel "em!"

"Yes,--wait until he comesto pay hiscall on us,
unexpectedly, of cour se--"

Clifford looked virtuous and lighted a cigar.

"1 wasjust going to say,” heobserved, "that | have
asked him not to come without letting us know, so | can
postpone any or gie you may have intended----"

"Ah!" cried Elliott indignantly, " | supposeyou put it to
him in that way."

" Not exactly," grinned Clifford. Then more seriously,
"1 don't want anything to occur hereto bother him.
He'sabrick and it'sa pity we can't bemorelike him."

"1 am," observed Elliott complacently, " only living with
you----"



"Listen!" cried theother, " | have managed to put my
foot in it in great style. Do you know what |'ve done?
Well--thefirst timel met him in the street,--or rather, it
wasin the Luxembourg, | introduced him to
Valentine."

" Did he object?"

"Believe me," said Clifford, solemnly, " thisrustic
Hastings has no moreidea that Valentineis--is--in fact
isValentine, than he hasthat he himself is a beautiful
example of moral decency in a Quarter where morals
areasrareaselephants. | heard enough in a

conver sation between that blackguard L affat and the
littleimmoral eruption, Bowles, to open my eyes. | tell
you Hastingsisatrump! He'sa healthy, clean minded
young fellow, bred in a small country village, brought
up with the idea that saloons are way stationsto hell--
and asfor women----"

"Waell," demanded Elliott.

"Waell," said Clifford, " hisidea of the danger ous
woman is probably a painted Jezabel."

" Probably, replied the other.

"He'satrump!" said Clifford, "and if he swearsthe
world isasgood and pure as hisown heart, I'll swear
he'sright.”

Elliott sat smoking and sketching with a piece of
charcoal and turned to his sketch saying, " he will never
hear any pessimism from Richard OsborneE."

"He'salesson to me," said Clifford. Then heunfolded a
small perfumed note, written on rose-colored paper,
which had been lying on the table before him.

Heread it, smiled, whistled a bar or two from " Miss
Helyett," and sat down to answer it on hisbest cream-
laid note-paper. When it waswritten and sealed, he
picked up hisstick and marched up and down the
studio two or threetimes, whistling.

" Going out?" inquired the other, without turning.



"Yes" hesaid, but lingered a moment over Elliott's
shoulder, watching him pick out the lightsin his sketch
with a bit of bread.

"To-morrow is Sunday," he observed after a moment's
silence.

"Well?" inquired Elliott.
"Have you seen Colette?"

"No, | will to-night. Sheand Rowden and Jacquetteare
coming to Boulant's. | suppose you and Cécile will be
there?"

"Weéll, no,” replied Clifford. " Cécile dinesat home
tonight, and I--1 had an idea of goingto Mignon's."

Elliott looked at him with disapproval.

"You can makeall thearrangementsfor La Roche
without me," he continued, avoiding Elliott's eyes.

"What areyou up to now?"
"Nothing," protested Clifford.

"Don't tell me," replied hischum, with scorn, " fellows
don't rush off to Mignon'swhen the set dine at
Boulant's. Whoisit now?--but no, | won't ask that,--
what'stheuse!" Then helifted up hisvoicein complaint
and beat upon thetablewith hispipe. " What'sthe use
of ever trying to keep track of you? What will Cécile
say,--oh, yes, what will shesay? It'sa pity you can't be
constant two months, yes, by Jove! and the Quarter is
indulgent, but you abuse its good-nature and minetoo!"

Presently, he ar ose, and jamming his hat on his head,
mar ched to the door.

" Heaven alone knows why any one putsup with your
antics, but they all doand sodoll. If | was Cécileor any
of the other pretty fools after whom you have toddled
and will, in all human probabilities, continueto toddle,

| say, if | were Cécilel'd spank you! Now |I'm going to
Boulant's, and as usual | shall make excusesfor you and



arrangetheaffair, and | don't care a continental where
you ar e going, but, by the skull of the studio skeleton! if
you don't turn up to-morrow with your sketching-kit
under onearm and Cécile under the other ,--if you don't
turn up on good shape, I'm done with you, and therest
can think what they please. Good-night."

Clifford said good-night with as pleasant a smile as he
could muster, and then sat down with hiseyeson the
door. Hetook out hiswatch and gave Elliott ten minutes
to vanish, then rang the concierge's call, murmuring,

" Oh, dear, oh, dear, why thedevil do | doit?"

"Alfred,” hesaid, asthat gimlet-eyed person answered
the call, " make your self clean and proper, Alfred, and
replace your sabotswith a pair of shoes. Then put on
your best hat and takethisletter to the big white house
in theruede Dragon. Thereisno answer, mon petit
Alfred.”

The concierge departed with a snort in which
unwillingness for the errand and affection for M.
Clifford were blended. Then with great care the young
fellow arrayed himself in all the beauties of hisand
Elliott'swardrobe. Hetook histime about it, and
occasionally interrupted histoilet to play hisbanjo or
make pleasing diversion for the bull-dogs by gamboling
about on all fours. " I've got two hours beforeme,” he
thought, and borrowed a pair of Elliott's silken foot-
gear, with which he and the dogs played ball until he
decided to put them on. Then helighted a cigar ette and
inspected hisdress-coat. When he had emptied it of four
handker chiefs, afan, and a pair of crumpled gloves as
long as hisarm, he decided it was not suited to add éclat
to hischarmsand cast about in hismind for a
substitute. Elliott wastoo thin, and, anyway, his coats
were now under lock and key. Rowden probably was as
badly off as himself. Hastings! Hastings was the man!
But when hethrew on a smoking-jacket and sauntered
over to Hastings house, he wasinformed that he had
been gone over an hour.

"Now, wherein the name of all that's reasonable could
he have gone!" muttered Clifford, looking down the
Street.



Themaid didn't know, so he bestowed upon her a
fascinating smile and lounged back to the studio.

Hastingswas not far away. The L uxembourg iswithin
five minutes walk of the rue N6tre Dame des Camps,
and there he sat under the shadow of a winged god, and
there he had sat for an hour, poking holesin the dust
and watching the stepswhich lead from the northern
terraceto thefountain. The sun hung, a purple globe,
above the misty hills of Meudon. Long streamer s of
cloudstouched with rose swept low on the western sky
and the dome of thedistant Invalidesburned like an
opal through the haze. Behind the Palace the smoke
from a high chimney mounted straight into the air,
purpleuntil it crossed the sun whereit changed to a bar
of smouldering fire. High above the darkening foliage of
the chestnutsthe twin towersof St. Sulpicerose, an
ever-deepening silhouette.

A sleepy blackbird was carolling in some near thicket
and pigeons passed and repassed with the whisper of
soft windsin their wings. Thelight on ht ePalace
windows had died away, and the dome of the Pantheon
swam aglow abovethenorthern terrace, afiery
Valhallain the sky, while below in grim array along the
terrace ranged, the marbleranks of queens, looked out
into the west.

From the end of thelong walk by the northern facade of
the Palace came the noise of omnibuses and the cries of
the street. Hastings looked at the Palace clock. Six, and
as his own watch agreed with it, hefell to poking holes
in thegravel again. A constant stream of people passed
between the Odeon and the fountain. Priestsin black,
with silver-buckled shoes, line soldiers, slouchy and
rakish, neat girlswithout hats bearing milliner's boxes,
students with black portfoliosand high hats, students
with bérets and big canes, nervous, quick-stepping
officers, symphoniesin turquoise and silver, ponderous
jangling cavalrymen all over dust, pastry cooks boys
skipping along with utter disregard for the safety of the
basket balanced in theimpish head, and then thelean
outcast, the shambling Paristramp, slouching with
shouldersbent and little eye furtively scanning the
ground for smokers' refuse;--all these moved in a steady
stream acr oss the fountain circle and out into the city by



the Odeon, whose long ar cades wer e now beginning to
flicker with gas-jets. The melancholy bells of St. Sulpice
struck the hour and the clock-tower of the Palace
lighted up. Then hurried steps sounded acrossthe
gravel and Hastingsraised his head.

"How lateyou are," hesaid, but hisvoice was hoar se
and only hisflushed facetold how long had seemed the
waiting.

Shesaid, " | was kept--indeed, | was so much annoyed--
and--and | may only stay a moment."

She sat down beside him casting a furtive glance over
her shoulder at the god upon his pedestal.

"What a nuisance, that intruding cupid still there?"

"Wingsand arrowstoo," said Hastings, unheeding her
motion to be seated.

"Wings," she murmured, " oh, yes--to fly away with
when he'stired of hisplay. Of courseit wasa man who
conceived the idea of wings, otherwise Cupid would
have been unsupportable.”

" Do you think so?"
"Mafoai, it'swhat men think."
" And women?"

"Oh," shesaid, with atoss of her small head, "1 really
for get what we wer e speaking of."

"Wewere speaking of love," said Hastings.

"1 wasnot,” said thegirl. " Then looking up at the
marblegod, " | don't carefor thisoneat all. | don't
believe he knows how to shoot hisarrows--no indeed, he
isa coward;--he creepsup like an assassin in the
twilight. I don't approve of cowardice,” she announced,
and turned her back on the statue.

"1 think," said Hastings quietly, " that he does shoot
fairly--yes, and even gives one warning."



"lsit your experience, Monsieur Hastings?"

Helooked straight into her eyesand said, " Heis
warning me."

"Heed thewarning then,” shecried, with a nervous
laugh. As she spoke she stripped off her gloves, and
then car efully proceeded to draw them on again. When
this was accomplished she glanced at the Palace clock,
saying, " Oh, dear, how lateit is!" furled her umbrella
then unfurled it, and finally looked at him.

"No," hesaid, "1 shall not heed hiswarning."

" Oh, dear," shesighed again, " still talking about that
tiresome statue!" Then stealing a glance at hisface, " |
suppose--I supposeyou arein love."

"1 don't know," hemuttered, " | suppose! am."

Sheraised her head with a quick gesture. " You seem
delighted at thisidea,” shesaid, but bit her lip and
trembled as hiseyes met hers. Then sudden fear came
over her and she sprang up, staring into the gathering
shadows.

"Areyou cold?" hesaid, but she only answered, " Oh,
dear, oh, dear, it islate--so late. | must go--good-night."

She gave him her gloved hand a moment and then
withdrew it with a start.

"What isit?" heinsisted, " areyou frightened?"
Shelooked at him strangely.

"No--no--not frightened,--you are very good to me----"
"By Jove!l" heburst out, " what do you mean by saying
I'm good to you! That's at least the third time, and |
don't understand!"

The sound of a drum from the guard-house at the

palace cut him short. " Listen,” shewhispered, " they
aregoingtoclose. It'slate, oh, so late!"



Therolling of the drum came nearer and nearer, and
then the silhouette of the drummer cut the sky above
the eastern terrace. Thefading light lingered a moment
on hisbelt and bayonet, then he passed into the
shadows, drumming the echoes awake. Theroll became
fainter along the eastern terrace, then grew and grew
and rattled with increasing shar pness when he passed
the avenue by the bronze lion and turned down the
western terrace walk. Louder and louder the drum
sounded and the echoes struck back the notes from the
gray palacewall; and now the drummer loomed up
beforethem--hisred trousersa dull spot in the
gathering gloom, the brass of hisdrum and bayonet
touched on his shoulders. He passed, leaving the crash
of thedrum in their ears, and far into the alley of trees
they saw hislittletin cup shining on his haver sack.
Then the sentinels began the monotonouscry: " on
ferme! on ferme!” and the bugle blew from the
barracksin theruede Tournon.

"On ferme! on ferme!"

" Good-night,” shewhispered, " | must return alone
tonight."

Hewatched her until shereached the northern terrace,
and then sat down on the marble seat until a hand on
hisshoulder and a glimmer of bayonets warned him
away.

She passed on through the grove, and turning into the
ruedeMedici, traversed it to the Boulevard. At the
corner she bought a bunch of violets and walked on
along the Boulevard to therue des Ecoles. A cab was
drawn up before Boulant'sand a pretty girl aided by
Elliot jumped out.

"Valentine!" cried thegirl, " comewith us!"

"| can't,” shesaid, stopping a moment--"1 havea
rendezvous at Mignon's."

"Not Victor?" cried the girl laughing, but she passed
with alittle shiver, nodding good-night, then turning
into the Boulevard St. Germain, shewalked alittle
faster to escape a gay party sitting before the Café



Cluny who called to her tojoin them. At the door of the
Restaurant Mignon stood a coal-black negro in buttons.
Hetook off hispeaked cap as she mounted the car peted
stairs.

" Send Eugeneto me,” shesaid at the office, and passing
through the hallway to theright of the dining-room
stopped before arow of panelled doors. A saiter passed
and sherepeated her demand for Eugene, who
presently appeared, noiselessly skipping, and bowed
murmuring, " Madame."

"Whoishere?"

"No onein the cabinets, madame; in the hall Madame
Madelon and Monsieur Gay, Monsieur de Clamart,
Monsieur Clisson, Monsieur Marie and their set." Then
he looked around and bowing again murmured.
"Monsieur awaits Madame since half an hour," and he
knocked at one of the panelled doorsbearing the
number six.

Clifford opened the door and thegirl entered.

The garcon bowed her in and whispering, " will
Monsieur havethe goodnesstoring,” vanished.

He helped her off with her jacket and took her hat and
umbrella. When she was seated at the little table with
Clifford opposite, she smiled and leaned forward on
both elbows looking him in the face.

"What areyou doing here?" she demanded.
"Waiting," hereplied, in accents of adoration.

For an instant sheturned and examined hersdlf in the
glass. Thewide blue eyes, the curling hair, the straight
nose and short curled lip flashed in the mirror an
instant only, and then, its depthsreflected her pretty
neck and back. " Thusdo | turn my back on vanity,"
she said, and then leaning forward again, " what ar e you
doing here?"

"Waiting for you," repeated Clifford, slightly troubled.



" And Cécile."
"Now don't, Valentine----"

" Do you know," shesaid calmly, "I dislike your
conduct?"

Hewasalittle disconcerted, and rang for Eugeneto
cover hisconfusion.

The soup was bisque, and the wine Pommery, and the
cour ses followed each other with the usual regularity
until Eugene brought coffee, and there was nothing left
on thetable but a small silver lamp.

"Valenting" said Clifford, after having obtained
permission to smoke, "isit the Vaudevilleor the
Eldorado--or both, or the Nouveau Cirque, or----"
"ltishere" said Valentine.

"Weéll," hesaid, greatly flattered, " I'm afraid | couldn't
amuse you----"

" Oh, yes, you arefunnier than the Eldorado.”

" Now see here, don't guy me, Valentine. Y ou always do,
and, and,--you know what they say,--a good laugh kills--

"What?"
"Er--er--love and all that."

Shelaughed until her eyeswere moist with tears.
"Tiens," shecried, " heisdead, then!"

Clifford eyed her with growing alarm.
"Doyou know why | came?" she said.
"No," hereplied uneasily, " | don't."

"How long have you made love to me?"



"Well," headmitted, somewhat startled,-- " | should
say,--for about a year.

"ltisayear, | think. Areyou not tired?"
Hedid not answer.

"Don't you know that I like you too well to--to ever fall
in love with you?" shesaid. " Don't you know that we
are too good comrades,--too old friendsfor that? And
wer e we not,--do you think that | do not know your
history, Monsieur Clifford?"

"Don't be,--don't be so sarcastic,” heurged, " don't be
unkind, Valentine."

"1I'mnot. I'm kind. I'm very kind,--to you and to
Cécile”

"Cécileistired of me."

"1 hopesheis,” said thegirl, " for she deserves a better
fate. Tiens, do you know your reputation in the
Quarter? Of theinconstant, the most inconstant,--
utterly incorrigible and no more serious than a goat on
asummer night. Poor Cécile!"

Clifford looked so uncomfortable that she spoke more
kindly.

"1 likeyou. You know that. Everybody does. You area
spoiled child here. Everything is permitted you and
every one makes allowance, but every one cannot bea
victim to caprice."

"Caprice!" hecried. " By Jove, if thegirlsof the Latin
Quarter arenot capricious----"

"Never mind,--never mind about that! Y ou must not sit
in judgment--you of all men. Why areyou hereto-
night? Oh,” shecried, " | will tell you why! Monsieur
receivesalittle note; he sendsalittle answer; he dresses
in his conquering raiment----"

"l don't," said Clifford, very red.



"You do, and it becomesyou,” sheretorted with afaint
smile. Then again, very quietly, "I am in your power,
but | know I am in the power of afriend. | have cometo
acknowledgeit to you here,--and it is because of that
that | am hereto beg of you--a--a favor."

Clifford opened his eyes, but said nothing.

"1 am in--great distress of mind. It isMonsieur
Hastings."

"Well," said Clifford, in some astonishment.

"1 want to ask you," shecontinued in alow voice, " |
want to ask you to--to--in case you should speak of me
before him,--not to say,--not to say----"

"1 shall not speak of you to him,” hesaid quietly.
" Can--can you prevent others?"
"1 might if | was present. May | ask why?"

"That isnot fair," she murmured, " you know how--
how he consider s me,--as he consider s every woman.
You know how different heisfrom you and therest. |
have never seen a man,--such a man as Monsieur
Hastings."

Helet hiscigarette go out unnoticed.

" am almost afraid of him--afraid he should know
what we all arein the Quarter. Oh, | do not wish him to
know! | do not wich him to--to turn from me--to cease
from speaking to me as he does! You--you and therest
cannot know what it has been to me. | could not believe
him,--I could not believe he was so good and--and noble.
| do not wish him to know,--so soon. He will find out--
sooner or later, hewill find out for himsdf, and then he
will turn away from me. Why!" she cried passionately,
"why should he turn from me and not from you?"

Clifford, much embarrassed, eyed his cigar ette.

Thegirl rose, very white. "Heisyour friend--you have a
right towarn him."



"Heismy friend," hesaid at length.
They looked at each other in silence.

Then shecried, " by all that | hold to me most sacred,
you need not warn him!"

"| shall trust your word," he said pleasantly.
\Y

The month passed quickly for Hastings, and left few
definiteimpressions after it. It did leave some, however .
One was a painful impression of meeting Mr. Bladen on
the Boulevard des Capucinesin company with avery
pronounced young per son whose laugh dismayed him,
and when at last he escaped from the bock hefelt asif
the whole boulevard was looking at him, and judging
him by hiscompany. Later, an instinctive conviction
regarding the young person with Mr. Bladen sent the
hot blood into his cheek and hereturned to the pension
in such a miserable state of mind that Miss Byng was
alarmed and advised him to conquer his homesickness
at once.

Another impression was equally vivid. One Satur day
mor ning feeling lonely, his wanderings about the city
brought him tothe Gare St. Lazare. It wasearly for
breakfast, but he entered the Hotel Terminus and took
atable near the window. As he wheeled about to give
hisorder, a man passing rapidly along the aisle collided
with hishead, and looking up to receive the expected
apology, he was met instgead by a slap on the shoulder
and a hearty, " what the deuce are you doing here, old
chap?" It was Rowden, who seized him and told him to
come along. So, mildly protesting, hewas ushered into a
private dining-room where Clifford, rather red, jumped
up from the table and welcomed him with a startled air
which was softened by the unaffected glee of Rowden
and the extreme courtesy of Elliott. Thelatter presented
him to three bewitching girls who welcomed him so
charmingly and seconded Rowden in his demand that
Hastings should make one of the party that he
consented at once. While Elliott briefly outlined the
projected excursion to La Roche, Hastings delightedly
ate hisomelet, and returned the smiles of



encour agement from Cécile and Colette and Jacqueline.
Meantime Clifford in a bland whisper wastelling
Rowden what an ass he was. Poor Rowden looked
miserable until Elliott, divining how affairswere
turning, frowned on Clifford and found a moment to let
Rowden know that they were all going to make the best
of it.

"You shut up," he observed to Clifford, "it'sfate, and
that settlesit.”

"1t's Rowden and that settlesit,” murmured Clifford,
concealing agrin. For after all hewas not Hastings wet
nurse. So it came about that thetrain which left the
Gare St. Lazareat 9:15 A.M. stopped amoment in its
career towards Havre and desposited at the red-r oofed
station of La Rocheamerry part, armed with
sunshades, trout rods, and one cane, carried by the non-
combatant, Hastings. Then, when they had established
their camp in a grove of sycamoreswhich bordered the
littleriver Ept, Clifford, the acknowledged master of all
that pertained to sportsmanship, took command.

"You, Rowden," hesaid, " divide your flieswith Elliott
and keep an eyeon him or else he'll betrying to put on
afloat and sinker. Prevent him by for ce from grubbing
about for worms."

Elliott protested, but wasforced to smilein the general
laugh.

"You make meill,” heasserted; do you think thisismy
first trout?"

"| shall be delighted to seeyour first trout,” said
Clifford, and dodging a fly hook, hurled with intent to
hit, proceeded to sort and equip three dender rods
destined to bringjoy and fish to Cécile, Colette, and
Jacqueline. With perfect gravity he ornamented each
linewith four split shot, a small hook, and a brilliant
quill float.

"1 shall never touch theworms," announced Cécile with
a shudder.



Jacqueline and Colette hastened to sustain her, and
Hastings pleasantly offered to act in the capacity of
general baiter and taker off of fish. But Cécile,
doubtless fascinated by the gaudy fliesin Clifford's
book, decided to accept lessons from him in thetrueart,
and presently disappeared up the Ept with Clifford in
tow.

Elliott looked doubtfully at Colette.

"| prefer gudgeons,” said that damsel with decision,
"and you and Monsieur Rowden may go away when
you please; may they not, Jacqueline?"

" Certainly," responded Jacqueline.
Elliott, undecided, examined hisrod and redl.

"You'vegot your reel on wrong side up," observed
Rowden.

Elliott wavered, and stole a glance at Colette.

"|--I--have ailmost decided to--er--not to flip theflies
about just now," hebegan. " There'sthe polethat Cécile
left----"

"Don't call it apole” corrected Rowden.

"Rod then," continued Elliott, and started off in the
wake of thetwo girls, but was promptly collared by
Rowden.

"No you don't! Fancy a man fishing with a float and
sinker when he hasafly rod in hishand! You come
along!"

Wherethe placid little Ept flows down between the
thicketsto the Seine, a grassy bank shadows the haunt
of the gudgeon, and on this bank sat Colette and
Jacqueline and chattered and laughed and watched the
swerving of the scarlet quills, while Hastings, his hat
over hiseyes, hishead on a bank of moss, listened to
their soft voices and gallantly unhooked the small and
indignant gudgeon when a flash of arod and a half
suppressed scream announced a catch. The sunlight



filtered through the leafy thickets awaking to song the
forest birds. Magpies on spotless black and white flirted
past, alighting near by with a hop and bound and twitch
of the tail. Blue and white jayswith rosy breasts
shrieked through the trees, and a low-sailing hawk
wheeled among the fields of ripening wheat, putting to
flight flocks of twittering hedge birds.

Acrossthe Seinea gull dropped on thewater likea
plume. The air was pure and still. Scarcely a leaf
moved. Sounds from a distant farm came faintly, the
shrill cock-crow and dull baying. Now and then a
steam-tug with big raking smoke-pipe, bearing the
name, " Gueve 27," ploughed up theriver dragging its
interminabletrain of barges, or a sailboat dropped
down with the current toward sleepy Rouen.

A faint fresh odor of earth and water hung in theair,
and through the sunlight, orange-tipped butterflies
danced above the mar sh grass, soft velvety butterflies
flapped through the mossy woods.

Hastings was thinking of Valentine. It was two o'clock
when Elliott strolled back, and frankly admitted that he
had eluded Rowden, sat down beside Colette and
prepared to doze with satisfaction.

"Whereareyour trout?" said Colette severely.
"They till live," murmured Elliott and went fast asleep.

Rowden returned shortly after, and casting a scor nful
glance at the sumbering one, displayed three crimson-
flocked trout.

"And that," smiled Hastingslazily, " that isthe holy end
to which thefaithful plod,--the slaughter of these small
fish with a bit of silk and feather."

Rowden disdained to answer him. Colette caught
another gudgeon and awoke Elliott who protested and
gazed about for the lunch baskets, as Clifford and
Cécile came up demanding instant refreshment. Cécile's
skirtswer e soaked, and her glovestorn but shewas
happy, and Clifford, dragging out a two pound trout,
stood still to receive the applause of the company.



"Wherethedeucedid you get that,” demanded Elliott.

Cécile, wet and enthusiastic, recounted the battle, and
then Clifford eulogized her powerswith thefly, and, in
proof, produced from hiscreel a defunct chub, which,
he observed, just missed being a trout.

They wereall very merry at luncheon and Hastings was
voted " charming." Heenjoyed it immensely,--only it
seemed to him at momentsthat flirtation went further
in France than in Millbrook, Connecticut, and he
thought that Cécile might be a little less enthusiastic
about Clifford, that perhapsit would be quire aswell if
Jacqueline sat further away from Rowden and that
possibly Colette could have, for a moment, at least,
taken her eyesfrom Elliott'sface. Still he enjoyed it--
except when histhoughtsdrifted to Valentine and then
hefelt that hewasvery far away from her. La Rocheis
at least an hour and a half from Paris. It isalso true
that he felt a happiness, a quick heart-beat when, at
eight o'clock that night thetrain which borethem from
LaRocherolled into the Gare St. L azare and hewas
once morein thecity of Valentine.

" Good-night," they said, pressing around him. " You
must come with us next time!"

He promised, and watched them, two by two, drift into
the darkening city, and stood so long that, when again
heraised his eyes, the vast Boulevard was twinkling
with gagetsthrough which the electric lights stared like
moons.

VI

It waswith another quick heart-beat that he awoke next
morning, for hisfirst thought was of Valentine.

The sun already gilded the tower s of Notre Dame, the

clatter of workmen's sabots awoke sharp echoesin the
street below, and acrossthe way a blackbird in a pink

almond tree was going into an ecstasy of trills.

He deter mined to awake Clifford for abrisk walk in the
country, hoping later to beguile that gentleman into the
American church for hissoul's sake. Hefound Alfred



the gimlet-eyed, washing the asphalt walk which led to
the studio.

"Monsieur Elliott?" hereplied to the perfunctory
inquiry, " jene saispas.”

"And Monsieur Clifford," --began Hastings somewhat
astonished.

"Monsieur Clifford,” said the conciergewith fineirony,
"will be pleased to seeyou, asheretired early; in fact he
hasjust comein."

Hastings hesitated while the concier ge pronounced a
fiery eulogy on people who never stayed out all night
and then came battering at the lodge gate during hours
which even a gendarme held sacred to sleep. He also
discour se eloquently upon the beauties of temperance,
and took an ostentatious draught from the fountain in
the court.

"1 do not think I will comein," said Hastings.

" Pardon, Monsieur,” growled the concierge, " perhaps
it would be well to see Monsieur Clifford. He possibly
needsaid. Me hedrivesforth with hair-brushes and
boots. It isamercy if hehasnot set fireto something
with hiscandle." Hastings hesitated for an instant, but
swallowing his dislike of such a mission, walked slowly
through theivy-covered alley and acrossthe inner
garden to the studio. He knocked. Perfect silence. Then
he knocked again and thistime something struck the
door from within with a crush.

"That," said the concierge, "wasa boot.” Hefitted his
duplicate key into thelock and ushered Hastingsin.
Clifford, in disordered evening dress, sat on therugin
the middle of theroom. He held in hishand a shoe, and
did not appear astonished to see Hastings.

" Good-mor ning, do you use Pears soap?" heinquired
with a vague wave of his hand and a vaguer smile.

Hastings heart sank. " For Heaven's sake," hesaid;
" Clifford, goto bed.”



" Not while that--that Alfred pokes hisshaggy head in
herean' | have a shoeleft."

Hastings blew out the candle, picked up Clifford’'s hat
and cane, and said, with an emotion he could not
conceal, "thisisterrible, Clifford,--1--never knew you
did thissort of thing."

"Wsell, | do," said Clifford.
"WhereisElliott?"

"Olechap,” returned Clifford, becoming maudlin,
" Providence which feeds--feeds--er--sparrows an' that
sort of thing watcheth over the intemper ate wander er ---

"WhereisElliott?"

But Clifford only wagged his head and waved hisarm
about. " He's out there,--somewhere about.” Then
suddenly feeling a desire to see his missing chum, lifted
up hisvoice and howled for him.

Hastings, thoroughly shocked, sat down in the lounge
without a word. Presently, after shedding several
scalding tears, Clifford brightened up and rose with
great precaution.

"Olechap," heobserved, " do you want to see er--er
miracle? Well, heregoes. I'm goin' to begin."

He paused, beaming at vacancy.
"Er miracle," herepeated.

Hastings supposed he was alluding to the miracle of his
keeping hisbalance and said nothing.

"1'm goin' to bed,” heannounced, " poor ole Clifford's
goin' to bed, an' that'ser miracle!"

And hedid with a nice calculation of distance and
equilibrium which would have rung enthusiastic yells of
applause from Elliott had he been thereto assist en
connaisseur. But hewas not. He had not yet reached the



studio. He was on hisway, however, and smiled with
magnificent condescension on Hastings, who, half an
hour later, found him reclining upon a bench in the

L uxembourg. He per mitted himself to be aroused,
dusted and escorted to the gate. Here, however, he
refused all further assistance, and bestowing a
patronizing bow upon Hastings, steered a tolerably true
coursefor therueVavin.

Hastings watched him out of sight, and then slowly
retraced his stepstoward the fountain. At first hefelt
gloomy and depressed, but gradually the clear air of the
morning lifted the pressure from hisheart, and he sat
down on the marble seat under the shadow of the
winged god.

The air was fresh and sweet with perfumefrom the
orange flowers. Ever ywher e pigeons wer e bathing,
dashing thewater over their iris-hued breasts, flashing
in and out of the spray or nestling almost to the neck
along the polished basin. The sparrows, too, were
abroad in force, soaking their dust-colored feathersin
the limpid pool and chirping with might and main.
Under the sycamor es which surround the duck pond
opposite the fountain of Marie de Medici, the waterfowl
cropped the herbage, or waddled in rows down the
bank to embark on some solemn aimless cruise.

Butterflies, somewhat lame from a chilly night'srepose
under thelilac leaves, crawled over and over the white
phlox, or took a rheumatic flight toward some sun-
warmed shrub. The beeswer e already busy among the
heliotrope and one or two great gray flieswith brick-
colored eyes sat in a spot of sunlight beside the marble
seat, or chased each other about, only to return again to
the spot of sunshine and rub their forelegs, exulting.

The sentries paced briskly before the painted boxes,
pausing at timesto look toward the guard-house for
their relief.

They came at last, with a shuffle of feet and click of
bayonets, the word was passed, therélief fell out, and
away they went, crunch, crunch, acrossthe gravel.



A mellow chimefloated from the clock-tower of the
palace, the deep bell of St. Sulpice, echoed the stroke.
Hastings sat dreaming in the shadow of the god, and
while he mused, somebody came and sat down beside
him. At first hedid not raise his head. It was only when
she spoke that he sprang up.

"Youl! At thishour?"

"1 wasrestless, | could not sleep.” Then in alow happy
voice--" and you! at this hour?"

"1--1 dept, but the sun awoke me."

"1 could not dleep,” shesaid, and her eyes seemed, for a
moment, touched with an indefinable shadow. Then,
smiling, " | am so glad--1 seemed to know you were
coming. Don't laugh, | believein dreams.”

" Did you really dream of --of my being here?"

"1 think | was awakewhen | dreamed it,” she admitted.
Then for atimethey were mute, acknowledging by
silence the happiness of being together. And after all
their silence was eloquent, for faint smiles, and glances
born of their thoughts, crossed and recrossed, until lips
moved and wor ds wer e for med, which seemed almost
superfluous. What they said was not very profound.
Perhapsthe most valuable jewel that fell from Hastings
lipsboredirect referenceto breakfast.

"1 have not yet had my chocolate,” she confessed, " but
what a material man you are."

"Valenting" hesaid impulsively, " | wish,--1 do wish
that you would,--just for this once,--give methe whole
day,--just for thisonce."

"Oh dear," shesmiled, " not only material but selfish.”
"Not selfish, hungry,” hesaid, looking at her.

" A cannibal too, oh dear!"

"Will you, Valentine?"



" But my chocolate----"

"Takeit with me."

" But dgeuner----"

"Together, at St. Cloud.”

"But | can't----"

"Together,--all day,--all day long; will you Valentine?"
Shewassilent.

"Only for thisonce."

Again that indefinable shadow fell across her eyes, and
when it was gone she sighed. " Y es,--together, only for
thisonce."

" All day?" hesaid, doubting his happiness.

" All day,” shesmiled, "and oh, | am so hungry."
Helaughed, enchanted.

"What a material young lady it is."

On the Boulevard St. Michel thereisa Crémerie
painted white and blue outside, and neat and clean asa
whistleinside. The auburn-haired young woman who
speaks French like a native, and regoicesin the name of
Murphy, smiled at them asthey entered, and tossing a
fresh napkin over the zinc téte-a-téte table, whisked
befor e them two cups of chocolate and a basket full of
crisp, fresh croissons.

The primrose-colored pats of butter each stamped with
ashamrock in relief, scemed saturated with the

fragrance of Normandy pastures.

"How delicious,” they said in the same breath, and then
laughed at the coincidence.

"With but a singlethought,” he began.



"How absurd,” shecried with cheeksall rosy, " I'm
thinking I'd like a croisson.”

"Soam |," hereplied triumphant, " that provesit."

Then they had a quarrel; she accusing him of behavior
unworthy of a child in arms, and he denyingit, and
bringing counter charges, until Mademoiselle Mur phy
laughed in sympathy, and thelast croisson was eaten
under aflag of truce. Then they rose, and she took his
arm with a bright nod to Mlle. Murphy, who cried them
amerry: " Bonjour, Madame! bonjour, Monsieur!" and
watched them hail a passing cab and drive away.
"Dieu! qu'il est beau," shesighed, adding after a
moment, " Do they be married, | dunno,--mafoi ilsont
bien I'air."

The cab swung around therue de Medici, turned into
theruede Vaugirard, followed it to whereit crossesthe
rue de Rennes, and taking that noisy thoroughfare,
drew up beforethe Gare Montparnasse. They werejust
in timefor atrain and scampered up the stairway and
out to the carsasthelast note from the starting gong
rang through the arched station. The guard slammed
the door of their compartment, a whistle sounded,
answer ed by a screech from the locomotive, and the
long train glided from the station, faster, faster, and
sped out into the mor ning sunshine. The summer wind
blew in their facesfrom the open window, and sent the
soft hair dancing on the girl's forehead.

"We have the compartment to ourselves,” said
Hastings.

Sheleaned against the cushioned windowseat, her eyes
bright and wide open, her lips parted. Thewind lifted
her hat, and fluttered theribbonsunder her chin. With
a quick movement she untied them and drawing a long
hat pin from her hat, laid it down on the seat beside her.
Thetrain wasflying.

The color surged in her cheeks and with each quick-
drawn breath, her breast rose and fell under the cluster
of liliesat her throat. Trees, houses, ponds, danced past,
cut by a mist of telegraph poles.



"Faster! Faster!" shecried.

Hiseyes never left her, but hers, wide open and blue as
the summer sky, seemed fixed on something far ahead,--
something which came no nearer, but fled before them
asthey fled.

Wasit the horizon, cut now by thegrim fortresson the
hill, now by the cross of a country chapel? Wasit the
summer moon, ghost-like, slipping through the vaguer
blue above?

" Faster! Faster!" shecried.
Her parted lips burned scarlet.

The car shook and shivered and the fields streamed by
likean emerald torrent. He caught the excitement and
hisface glowed.

"Oh," shecried, and with an unconscious movement
caught his hand, drawing him to the window beside her.
"Look! [ean out with me!"

Heonly saw her lips move; her voice wasdrowned in
theroar of atrestle, but hishand close din hersand he
clung tothesill. Thewind whistled in their ears. " Not so
far out, Valentine, take care!" he gasped.

Below, through theties of thetrestle, a broad river
flashed into view and out again, asthe train thunder ed
along a tunnel, and away once mor e through the freshet
of green fields. Thewind roared about them. Thegirl
was leaning far out from the window, and he caught her
by the waist, crying, " Not too far!" but she only
murmured, " Faster! faster! away out of the city, out of
theland, faster, faster! away out of theworld!"

"What areyou saying all to yourself,” hesaid, but his
voice was broken, and thewind whirled it back into his
throat.

She heard him, and, turning from the window |looked
down at hisarm about her. Then sheraised her eyesto
his. The car shook and the windowsrattled. They were
dashing through a forest now, and the sun swept the



dewy brancheswith running flashes of fire. He looked
into her troubled eyes; he drew her to him and kissed
the half-parted lips, and she cried out, a bitter, hopeless
cry. " --Not that--not that!"

But he held her close and strong, whispering wor ds of
honest love and passion, and when she sobbed--" Not
that--not that--1 have promised! Y ou must--you must
know--I am--not--worthy----" In the purity of hisown
heart her wordswere, to him, meaningless then,
meaninglessforever after. Presently her voice ceased,
and her head rested on hisbreast. He leaned against the
window, his ears swept by the furiouswind, hisheart in
ajoyoustumult. Theforest was passed, and the sun
dipped from behind thetrees, flooding the earth again
with brightness. Sheraised her eyesand looked out into
theworld from the window. Then she began to speak,
but her voice wasfaint and he bent his head closeto
hersand listened. " | cannot turn from you; | am too
weak. You werelong ago my master --master of my
heart and soul. | have broken my word to onewho
trusted me, but | havetold you all,--what mattersthe
rest?" Hesmiled at her innocence and she wor shipped
his. She spoke again: " Take me or cast me away;--what
mattersit? Now with aword you can kill me, and it
might be easier to diethan tolook upon happiness as
great asmine."

Hetook her in hisarms, " Hush, what are you saying?
L ook,--look out at the sunlight, the meadows and the
streams. We shall be very happy in so bright aworld."

Sheturned to the sunlight. From the window, theworld
below seemed very fair to her.

Trembling with happiness, she sighed: " Isthisthe
world? Then | have never known it."

"Nor havel, God forgive me,” he murmured.

Perhapsit was our gentle Lady of the Fieldswho
forgave them both.



RUE BARREE

"For let Philosopher and Doctor preach

Of what they will and what they will not,--each
Isbut onelink in an eternal chain

That none can dlip nor break nor over-reach."

" Crimson nor yellow roses nor

The savour of the mounting sea
Areworth the perfumel adore
That clingsto thee."

"Thelanguid-headed liliestire,
The changeless water sweary me;
| ache with passionate desire

Of thine and thee."

"Therearebut these thingsin theworld--
Thy mouth of fire,

Thy breasts, thy hands, thy hair upcurled
And my desire."

ONE MORNING at Julian's, a student said to Selby;
"that is Foxhall Clifford,” pointing with hisbrushes at
a young man who sat before an easel, doing nothing.

Selby, shy and nervous, walked over and began: "My
nameis Selby,--1 havejust arrived in Paris, and bring a
letter of introduction--" Hisvoicewaslost in the crash
of afalling easdl, the owner of which promptly assaulted
hisneighbor, and for atimethe noise of battlerolled
through the studios of MM. Boulanger and L efebvre,
presently subsiding into a scuffle on the stairs outside.
Selby, apprehensive asto hisown reception in the
studio, looked at Clifford, who sat serenely watching the
fight.

"It'salittle noisy here," said Clifford, " but you will like
the fellows when you know them." Hisunaffected
manner delighted Selby. Then with a simplicity that
won his heart, he presented him to half a dozen students
of as many nationalities. Some were cordial, all were
polite. Even the majestic creature who held the position
of Massier, unbent enough to say: "My friend, when a
man speaks French aswell asyou do, and isalso a



friend of Monsieur Clifford, hewill have no troublein
this studio. You expect, of course, tofill the stove until
the next new man comes?"

" Of course.”
" And you don't mind chaff?"
"No," replied Selby. who hated it.

Clifford, much amused, put on his hat, saying, " You
must expect lots of it at first.

Selby placed his own hat on his head and followed him
to thedoor.

Asthey passed the model stand therewasa furiouscry
of " Chapeau! Chapeau!" and a student sprang from his
easel menacing Selby, who reddened but looked at
Clifford.

" Take off your hat for them,” said thelatter, laughing.
A littleembarrassed, heturned and saluted the studio.
"Et moi?" cried the modd.

"You arecharming,” replied Selby, astonished at his
own audacity, but the studio rose as one man, shouting:
"Hehasdonewel! he'sall right!" while the model,
laughing, kissed her hand to him and cried: " A demain
beau jeune homme!"

All that week Selby worked at the studio unmolested.
The French students christened him " I'Enfant
Prodigue,” which wasfreely trandated, " The
ProdigiousInfant,” " TheKid," "Kid Selby,” and
"Kidby," to" Kidney," and then naturally to " Tidbits"
whereit was arrested by Clifford'sauthority and
ultimately relapsed to " Kid."

Wednesday came, and with it M. Boulanger. For three
hoursthe studentswrithed under hisbiting sar casms,--
among the others Clifford, who wasinformed that he
knew even less about a work of art than he did about
theart of work. Selby was morefortunate. The



professor examined hisdrawing in silence, looked at
him sharply, and passed on with a noncommittal
gesture. He presently departed arm in arm with
Bouguereau, to therelief of Clifford who wasthen at
liberty to jam hishat on hishead and depart.

The next day, he did not appear, and Selby, who had
counted on seeing him at the studio, a thing which he
learned later it was vanity to count on, wandered back
totheLatin Quarter alone.

Pariswas still strange and new to him. He was vaguely
troubled by its splendor. No tender memories stirred his
American bosom at the Place du Chéatelet, nor even by
Notre Dame. The Palais de Justice with its clock and
turretsand stalking sentinelsin blue and vermilion, the
Place St. Michel with itsjumble of omnibuses and ugly
water-spitting griffins, the hill of the Boulevard St.
Michel, the tooting trams, the policemen dawdling two
by two, and thetable-lined terraces of the Café
Vachette, were nothing to him, asyet, nor did he even
know, when he stepped from the stones of the Place St.
Michel to the asphalt of the Boulevard, that he had
crossed thefrontier and entered the student zone,---the
famous L atin Quarter.

A cabman hailed him as" bourgeois,” and urged the
superiority of driving over walking, A gamin, with an
appearance of great concern, requested the latest
telegraphic news from London, and then, standing on
hishead, invited Selby to feats of strength. A pretty girl
gave him a glance from a pair of violet eyes. He did not
see her, but she, catching her own reflection in a
window, wondered at the color burningin her cheeks.
Turning to resume her course, she met Foxhall Clifford,
and hurried on. Clifford, open-mouthed, followed her
with hiseyes; then helooked after Selby, who had
turned into the Boulevard St. Germain toward therue
de Seine. Then he examined himself in the shop window.
Theresult seemed to be unsatisfactory.

"1'm not a beauty,” hemused, " but neither am | a
hobgoblin. What does she mean by blushing at Selby? |
never before saw her look at afellow in my life, neither
has any onein the Quarter. Anyway, | can swear she



never looks at me, and goodness knows | have done all
that respectful adoration can do."

He sighed, and murmuring a prophecy concerning the
salvation of hisimmortal soul swung into that graceful
lounge which at all times characterized Clifford. With
no apparent exertion, he overtook Selby at the corner,
and together they crossed the sunlit Boulevard and sat
down under the awning of the Café du Cercle. Clifford
bowed to everybody on theterrace, saying, " You shall
meet them all later, but now let me present you to two
of the sights of Paris, Mr. Richard Elliott and Mr.
Stanley Rowden."

The" sights" looked amiable and took ver mouth.

"You cut tilestudio to-day,” said Elliott, suddenly
turning on Clifford who avoided his eyes.

"To communewith nature?" observed Rowden.

"What's her namethistime?" asked Elliott, and
Rowden answered promptly; " Name, Y vette;
nationality, Breton--"

"Wrong," replied Clifford blandly, " it'sRue Barrée."

The subject changed instantly, and Selby listened in

sur prise to names which were new to him, and eulogies
on thelatest Prix de Romewinner. He was delighted to
hear opinions boldly expressed and points honestly
debated, although the vehicle was mostly slang, both
English and French. Helonged for the time when hetoo
should be plunged into the strife for fame.

Thebellsof St. Sulpice struck the hour, and the Palace
of the Luxembour g answered chime on chime. With a
glance at the sun, dipping low in the golden dust behind
the Palais Bourbon, they rose, and turning to the east,
crossed the Boulevard St. Germain and sauntered
toward the Ecole de M edecine. At the corner a girl
passed them, walking hurriedly. Clifford smirked,
Elliott and Rowden wer e agitated, but they all bowed,
and, without raising her eyes, shereturned their salute.
But Selby, who had lagged behind, fascinated by some
gay shop window, looked up to meet two of the bluest



eyes he had ever seen. Theeyesweredropped in an
instant, and the young fellow hastened to overtakethe
others.

"By Jove," hesaid, "do you fellowsknow | havejust
seen the prettiest girl--" An exclamation broke from the
trio, gloomy, foreboding. likethe chorusin a Greek

play.

"RueBarree!"

"What!" cried Selby, bewildered.

The only answer was a vague gesture from Clifford.

Two hourslater, during dinner, Clifford turned to
Selby and said, " You want to ask me something; | can
tell by the way you fidget about.”

"Yes, | do," hesaid, innocently enough; " it'sabout that
girl. Who is she?"

In Rowden's smile there was pity, in Elliott's, bitter ness.

"Her name," said Clifford solemnly, "isunknown to
any one, at least,” he added with much
conscientiousness, " asfar asl can learn. Every fellow in
the Quarter bowsto her and shereturnsthe salute
gravely, but no man has ever been known to obtain
mor e than that. Her profession, judging from her
music-roll, isthat of a pianist. Her residenceisin a
small and humble street which iskept in a per petual
process of repair by the city authorities, and from the
black letters painted on the barrier which defendsthe
street from traffic, she has taken the name by which we
know her --Rue Barrée. Mr. Rowden, in hisimperfect
knowledge of the French tongue, called our attention to
it asRoo Barry--"

"1 didn't," said Rowden hotly.

" And Roo Barry or Rue Barrée, isto-day an object of
adoration to every rapin in the Quarter--"

"Wearenot rapins,” corrected Elliott.



"1 am not," returned Clifford, "and | begto call to your
attention, Selby, that these two gentlemen have at
various and apparently unfortunate moments, offer ed
tolay down lifeand limb at the feet of Rue Barreée. The
lady possesses a chilling smile which she uses on such
occasions and,” here he became gloomily impressive, " |
have been forced to believe that neither the scholarly
grace of my friend Elliott nor the buxom beauty of my
friend Rowden have touched that heart of ice."

Elliott and Rowden, boiling with indignation, cried out,
"And you!"

"1," said Clifford blandly, " do fear to tread whereyou
rushin."

TWENTY-FOUR hourslater Selby had completely
forgotten Rue Barrée. During the week he worked with
might and main at the studio, and Saturday night found
him so tired that he went to bed before dinner and had
anightmare about ariver of yellow ochrein which he
was drowning. Sunday morning, apropos of nothing at
all, hethought of Rue Barrée and ten seconds
afterwards he saw her. It was at the flower market on
the marble bridge. She was examining a pot of pansies.
The gardener had evidently thrown heart and soul into
the transaction, but Rue Barrée shook her head.

It isa question whether Selby would have stopped then
and thereto inspect a cabbage-rose had not Clifford
unwound for him the yarn of the previous Tuesday. It is
possiblethat hiscuriosity was piqued, for with the
exception of a hen-turkey, a boy of nineteen isthe most
openly curious biped alive. From twenty until death he
triesto conceal it. But, to befair to Selby, it isalso true
that the market was attractive. Under a cloudless sky
the flowerswer e packed and heaped along the marble
bridgeto the parapet. Theair was soft, the sun spun a
shadowy lacework among the palms and glowed in the
hearts of athousand roses. Spring had come,--wasin
full tide. Thewatering cartsand sprinklers, spread
freshness over the Boulevard, the sparrows had become
vulgarly obtrusive and the credulous Seine angler
anxiously followed his gaudy quill, floating among the



soapsuds of the lavoirs. The white-spiked chestnuts clad
in tender green, vibrated with the hum of bees. Shoddy
butterfliesflaunted their winter rags among the
heliotrope. There was a smell of fresh earth in theair,
an echo of the woodland brook in theripple of the
Seine, and swallows soared and skimmed among the
anchored river craft. Somewherein awindow, a caged
bird was singing its heart out to the sky.

Selby looked at the cabbage-rose and then at the sky.
Something in the song of the caged bird may have
moved him, or perhapsit wasthat danger ous sweetness
intheair of May.

At first he was hardly conscious that he had stopped,
then he was scar cely conscious why he had stopped,
then he thought he would move on, then hethought he
wouldn't, then helooked at Rue Barrée.

The gardener said; " Mademoiselle, thisisundoubtedly
afinepot of pansies.”

Rue Barrée shook her head.

The gardener smiled. She evidently did not want the
pansies. She had bought many pots of pansiesthere, two
or threeevery spring, and never argued. What did she
want then? The pansieswer e evidently afeeler toward a
mor e important transaction. The gardener rubbed his
hands and gazed about him.

"These tulips are magnificent,” he observed, " and these
hyacinths----" Hefell into atrance at the mere sight of
the scented thickets.

"That,” murmured Rue, pointing to a splendid rose-
bush with her furled parasol, but in spite of her, her
voice trembled a little. Selby noticed it, more shameto
him that he waslistening, and the gardener noticed it,
and, burying hisnose in theroses, scented a bargain.
Still, to do him justice, hedid not add a centimeto the
honest value of the plant, for after all, Ruewas
probably poor, and any one could see she was
charming.

" Fifty francs, Mademoiselle."



The gardener'stone was grave. Ruefelt that argument
would be wasted. They both stood silent for a moment.
The gardener did not eulogize hisprize,--the rose-tree
was gor geous and any one could seeit.

"1 will takethe pansies,” said thegirl, and drew two
francsfrom a worn purse. Then she looked up. A
teardrop stood in the way refracting thelight likea
diamond, but asit rolled into alittle corner by her nose,
avision of Selby replaced it, and when a brush of the
handker chief had cleared the startled blue eyes, Selby
himself appeared, very much embarrassed. Heinstantly
looked up into the sky, apparently devoured with a
thirst for astronomical research, and as he continued
hisinvestigationsfor fully five minutes, the gar dener
looked up too and so did a policeman. Then Selby
looked at the tips of hisboots, the gardener looked at
him and the policeman souched on. Rue Barrée had
been gone sometime.

"What," said the gardener, "may | offer Monsieur?"
Selby never knew why, but he suddenly began to buy
flowers. The gardener was electrified. Never before had
he sold so many flowers, never at such satisfying prices,
and never, never with such absolute unanimity of
opinion with a customer. But he missed the bar gaining,
the arguing, the calling of Heaven to witness. The
transaction lacked spice.

"These tulips are magnificent!"

"They are!" cried Selby, warmly.

" But alas, they aredear."

"1 will takethem."

"Dieu!" murmured the gardener in a perspiration,
"he'smadder than most Englishmen."

" This cactus----"
" Isgorgeous!”

" Alas-—-"



" Send it with therest"
The gardener braced himself against theriver wall.
"That splendid rose-bush,” he began faintly.

"That isabeauty. | believeit isfifty francs---" He
stopped, very red. The gardener relished his confusion.
Then a sudden cool self-possession took the place of his
momentary confusion and he held the gardener with his
eye, and bullied him.

"1'll takethat bush. Why did not the young lady buy
it?"

Mademoiselleis not wealthy."
"How do you know?"

"Dame, | sell her many pansies; pansies are not
expensive."

"Those are the pansies she bought ?"
"These Monsieur, the blue and gold."
"Then you intend to send them to her?"
" At midday after the market."

"Takethisrose-bush with them, and" --here he glared
at the gardener, " don't you dare say from whom they
came." Thegardener'seyeswerelike saucers, but
Selby, calm and victorious, said: " Send the othersto the
Hotel du Sénat, 7 ruede Tournon. | will leave directions
with the concierge.”

Then he buttoned his glove with much dignity and
stalked off, but when well around the corner and
hidden from the gardener's view, the conviction that he
was an idiot came hometo him in afuriousblush. Ten
minuteslater hesat in hisroom in the Hotel du Sénat
repeating with an imbecile smile: "What an ass| am,
what an ass!"



An hour later found him in the same chair, in the same
position, his hat and gloves still on, his stick in his hand,
but hewas silent, apparently lost in contemplation of
his boot toes, and his smile was lessimbecile and even a
bit retrospective.

About five o'clock that afternoon, thelittle sad-eyed
woman who fills the position of concierge at the Hotel
du Sénat, held up her handsin amazement to see a
wagon-load of flower-bearing shrubsdraw up before
the doorway. She called Joseph, the intemper ate gar con
who, while calculating the value of the flowersin petit
verres, gloomily disclaimed any knowledge asto their
destination.

"Voyons," said thelittle concierge, " cherchonsla
femme! "

"You?" he suggested.

Thelittle woman stood a moment pensive and then
sighed. Joseph caressed his nose, a nose which for
gaudiness could viewith any floral display.

Then the gardener camein, hat in hand, and a few
minuteslater Selby stood in the middle of hisroom, his
coat off, his shirt-seevesrolled up. The chamber
originally contained, besides the furniture, about two
squar e feet of walking room, and now this was occupied
by a cactus. The bed groaned under crates of pansies,
liliesand heliotrope, the lounge was cover ed with
hyacinths and tulips, and the washstand supported a
species of young tree warranted to bear flowersat some
timeor other.

Clifford camein alittlelater, fell over a box of sweet
peas, swor e a little, apologized, and then asthefull
splendor of thefloral féte burst upon him, sat down in
astonishment upon a geranium. The geranium was a
wreck, but Selby said, " don't mind," and glared at the
cactus.

" Areyou going to give a ball?" demanded Clifford.



"N--no,--I'm very fond of flowers,"” said Selby, but the
statement lacked enthusiasm.

"1 should imagine so." Then, after asilence, " That'sa
fine cactus."

Selby contemplated the cactus, touched it with the air of
a connaisseur, and pricked histhumb.

Clifford poked a pansy with hisstick. Then Joseph
camein with the bill, announcing the sum total in a loud
voice, partly toimpress Clifford, partly to intimidate
Selby into disgor ging a pour boire which he would share
if he chose, with the gardener. Clifford tried to pretend
that he had not heard, while Selby paid bill and tribute
without a murmur. Then helounged back into the room
with an attempt at indifference which failed entirely
when hetore histrouserson the cactus.

Clifford made some commonplace remark, lighted a
cigarette and looked out of the window to give Selby a
chance. Selby tried to takeit, but getting asfar as--
"Yes, springishereat last,” froze solid. Helooked at
the back of Clifford's head. It expressed volumes. Those
little perked up ears seemed tingling with suppressed
glee. He made a desper ate effort to master the situation,
and jumped up to reach for some Russian cigar ettes as
an incentiveto conversation, but wasfoiled by the
cactusto whom again hefell aprey. Thelast straw was
added.

" Damn the cactus." This observation waswrung from
Selby against his, will,--against his own instinct of self-
preservation, but the thorns on the cactus were~long
and sharp and at their repeated prick, his pent-up
wrath escaped. It wastoo late now; it was done, and
Clifford had wheeled around.

" See here, Selby, why the deuce did you buy those
flowers?"

"1'm fond of them," said Selby.

"What are you going to do with them? You can't Sleep
here.”



"1 could, if you'd help metakethe pansies off the bed."
"Where can you put them?"
" Couldn't | givethem to the concierge?"

Assoon ashesaid it heregretted it. What in Heaven's
name would Clifford think of him! He had heard the
amount of the bill. Would he believe that he had
invested in these luxuries asatimid declaration to his
concierge? And would the L atin Quarter comment
upon it in their own brutal fashion? He dreaded
riclicule, and he knew Clifford's reputation.

Then somebody knocked.

Selby looked at Clifford with a hunted expression which
touched that young man's heart. It was a confession and
at the same time a supplication. Clifford jumped up,
threaded hisway through thefloral labyrinth, and
putting an eyeto the crack of the door, said, " Who the
devil isit?"

This graceful style of reception isindigenousto the
Quarter.

"It'sElliott,” he said looking back, " and Rowden, too,
and their bulldogs." Then he addressed them through
the crack.

" Sit down on the stairs; Selby and | are coming out
directly."

Discretion isavirtue. The Latin Quarter possesses few,
and discretion seldom figureson thelist. They sat down
and began to whistle.

Presently Rowden called out, " | smell flowers. They
feast within!"

"You ought to know Selby better than that,” growled
Clifford behind the door, while the other hurriedly
exchanged historn trousersfor others.

"Weknow Selby," said Elliott with emphasis.



"Yes" said Rowden, " he givesreceptionswith floral
decorations and invites Clifford, whilewe sit on the
stairs."

"Yes, whilethe youth and beauty of the Quarter revel,"
suggested Rowden; then, with sudden misgiving, " Is
Odette there?"

"Seehere” demanded Elliott, " is Colette there?"

Then heraised hisvoicein a plaintive howl, " Are you
there, Colette, whilel'm kicking my heels on these
tiles?"

" Clifford is capable of anything,” said Rowden; " his
natureissoured since Rue Barrée sat on him."

Elliott raised hisvoice; " | say, you fellows, we saw some
flowerscarried into Rue Barrée's house at noon."

"Posiesand roses," specified Rowden.
" Probably for her," added Elliott, caressing his bulldog.

Clifford turned with sudden suspicion upon Selby. The
latter hummed a tune, selected a pair of glovesand,
choosing a dozen cigar ettes, placed them in a case. Then
walking over to the cactus, he deliberately detached a
blossom, drew it through his buttonhole and picking up
hat and stick, smiled upon Clifford, at which thelatter
was mightily troubled.

Y

Monday morning at Julian's, students fought for places;
studentswith prior claims drove away otherswho had
been anxiously squatting on coveted tabourets sincethe
door was opened in hopes of appropriating them at roll-
call; students squabbled over palettes, brushes,
portfolios, or rent theair with demandsfor Ciceri and
bread. Theformer, adirty ex-model, who had in
palmier days posed as Judas, now dispensed stale bread
at one sou and made enough to keep himself in
cigarettes. Monsieur Julian walked in, smiled a fatherly
smileand walked out. His disappear ance was followed



by the apparition of the clerk, a foxy creaturewho
flitted through the battling hordesin search of prey.

Three men who had not paid dues wer e caught and
summoned. A fourth was scented, followed, outflanked,
hisretreat towardsthe door cut off, and finally
captured behind the stove. About that timethe
revolution assuming an acute form, howlsrose for
"Jules!”

Jules came, umpired two fightswith a sad resignation in
hisbig brown eyes, shook handswith everybody and
melted away in the throng, leaving an atmospher e of
peace and good will. Thelions sat down with the lambs,
the massiers marked the best placesfor themselves and
friends, and, mounting the model stands, opened the
roll-calls.

Theword was passed, " They begin with C thisweek."
They did.
" Clisson!

Clisson jumped like a flash and marked hisnameon the
floor in chalk before a front seat.

" Caron!"

Caron galloped away to secure his place. Bang! went an
easel. "Nom deDieu!" in French,--"Wherein h--l are
you goin'!" in English. Crash! a paint box fell with
brushesand all on board. " Dieu de Dieu de--" spat! A
blow, a short rush, a clinch and scuffle, and the voice of
the massier, stern and reproachful:

" Cochon!"

Then theroll-call wasresumed.

" Clifford!"

The massier paused and looked up, onefinger between
the leaves of the ledger.

"Clifford!"



Clifford was not there. He was about three miles away
in adirect lineand every instant increased the distance.
Not that he was walking fast,--on the contrary, he was
strolling with that leisurely gait peculiar to himself.
Elliott was beside him and two bulldogs covered the
rear. Elliott wasreading the" Gil Blas® from which he
seemed to extract amusement, but deeming boisterous
mirth unsuitableto Clifford's state of mind, subdued his
amusement to a series of discreet smiles. The latter,
moodily awar e of this, said nothing, but leading the way
into the Luxembour g Gardensinstalled himself upon a
bench by the northern terrace and surveyed the
landscape with disfavor. Elliott, according to the

L uxembourg regulations, tied the two dogs and then
with an interrogative glance toward hisfriend, resumed
the" Gil Blas" and the discreet smiles.

The day was perfect. The sun hung over Notre Dame,
setting thecity in a glitter. The tender foliage of the
chestnuts cast a shadow over theterrace and flecked the
paths and walkswith tracery so blue that Clifford
might here have found encouragement for hisviolent
"impressions' had hebut looked; but asusual in this
period of hiscareer, histhoughts wer e anywher e except
in his profession. Around about, the sparrows
quarrelled and chattered their courtship songs, the big
rosy pigeons sailed from treetotree, theflieswhirled in
the sunbeams and the flower s exhaled a thousand
perfumeswhich stirred Clifford with languor ous
wistfulness. Under thisinfluence he spoke.

" Elliott, you are a truefriend--"

"You makemeill," replied thelatter, folding his paper.
"It'sjust as| thought,--you aretagging after some new
petticoat again. And," he continued wrathfully, " if this
iswhat you've kept me away from Julian'sfor ,--if it'sto
fill me up with the perfections of somelittleidiot--"
"Not idiot,” remonstrated Clifford gently.

" See. herg" cried Elliott, " haveyou thenervetotry to
tell methat you arein love again?"

"Again?"



"Yes, again and again and again and--by Geor ge, have
you?"

"This," observed Clifford sadly, "isserious.”

For amoment Elliott would have laid hands on him,
then he laughed from sheer helplessness. " Oh, go on, go
on; let's see, there's Clémence and Marie Tellec and
Cosette and Fifine, Colette, Marie Verdier--"

" All of whom ar e charming, most char ming, but | never
was serious--"

"So help meMoses," said Elliott, solemnly, " each and
every one of those named have separately and in turn
torn your heart with anguish and have also made me
lose my place at Julian'sin this same manner; each and
every one, separately and in turn. Do you deny it?"

"What you say may be founded on facts-in a way--but
give methe credit of being faithful to one at a time--"

" Until the next came along.”

" But this,-- thisisreally very different. Elliott, believe
me, | am all broken up.”

Then there being nothing else to do, Elliott gnashed his
teeth and listened.

"It's-it'sRue Barreée."

"Well," observed Elliott, with scorn, " if you are moping
and moaning over that girl,--the girl who has given you
and myself every reason to wish that the ground would
open and engulf us,--well, go on!"

"1'm going on,--I don't care; timidity has fled--"

"Yes, your nativetimidity."

"1'm desperate, Elliott. Am | in love? Never, never did |
feel so d--n miserable. | can't seep; honestly, I'm
incapable of eating properly.”

" Same symptoms noticed in the case of Colette.”



"Listen, will you?"

"Hold on a moment, | know therest by heart. Now let
me ask you something. Isit your belief that Rue Barrée
isapuregirl?”

"Yes," said Clifford, turning red.

" Do you love her --not as you dangle and tiptoe after
every pretty inanity-- mean, do you honestly love her ?"

"Yes," said the other doggedly, | would--"
"Hold on a moment; would you marry her?"
Clifford turned scarlet. " Yes," hemuttered.

" Pleasant newsfor your family,” growled Elliott in
suppressed fury. 'Dear father, | havejust married a
charming grisette whom I'm sure you'll welcome with
open arms, in company with her mother, a most
estimable and cleanly washlady." Good heavens! This.
seemsto have gone a little further than therest. Thank
your stars, young man, that my head islevel enough for
usboth. Still, in this case, | have no fear. Rue Barr ée sat
on your aspirationsin a manner unmistakably final."

"RueBarrée," began Clifford, drawing himself up, but
he suddenly ceased, for there wherethe dappled
sunlight glowed in spots of gold, along the sun-flecked
path, tripped Rue Barrée. Her gown was spotless, and
her big straw hat, tipped a little from the white
forehead, threw a shadow across her eyes.

Elliott stood up and bowed. Clifford removed his head
covering with an air so plaintive, so appealing, so
utterly humblethat Rue Barrée smiled.

The smilewas delicious, and when Clifford, incapable
of sustaining himself on hislegsfrom sheer
astonishment, toppled slightly, she smiled again in spite
of herself. A few momentslater shetook a chair on the
terrace and drawing a book from her musicrall, turned
the pages, found the place, and then placing it open
downwardsin her lap, sighed alittle, smiled a little, and



looked out over thecity. She had entirely forgotten
Foxhall Clifford.

After awhile shetook up her book again, but instead of
reading began to adjust arosein her corsage. Therose
was big and red. It glowed likefirethere over her heart
and likefireit warmed her heart now fluttering under
the silken petals. Rue Barrée sighed again. Shewasvery
happy. The sky was so blue, the air so soft and
perfumed, the sunshine so caressing, and her heart sang
within her, sang totherosein her breast. Thisiswhat it
sang: " Out of thethrong of passers by, out of theworld
of yesterday, out of the millions passing, one hasturned
asidetome.”

So her heart sang under hisroseon her breast. Then
two big mouse-color ed pigeons came whistling by and
alighted on theterrace wherethey bowed and strutted
and bobbed and turned until Rue Barréelaughed in
delight, and looking up beheld Clifford before her. His
hat wasin hishand and hisface waswreathed in a
series of appealing smiles which would have touched the
heart of a Bengal tiger.

For an instant Rue Barrée frowned, then she looked
curioudly at Clifford, then when she saw the
resemblance between his bows and the bobbing pigeons,
in spite of herself, her lipsparted in the most bewitching
laugh. Wasthis Rue Barrée? So changed, so changed
that shedid not know herself; but oh! that songin her
heart which drowned all else, which trembled on her
lips, struggling for utterance, which rippled forth in a
laugh at nothing,--at a strutting pigeon,--and Mr.
Clifford.

" And you think becausel return the salute of the
studentsin the Quarter, that you may bereceived in
particular asafriend? | do not know you Monsieur, but
vanity is man's other name;--be content, M onsieur
Vanity, | shall be punctilious--oh most punctiliousin
returning your salute.”

"But | beg--1 imploreyou to let merender you that
homage which has so long--"

"Oh dear, | don't carefor homage."



"Let meonly be permitted to speak to you now and
then,--occasionally--very occasionally."

" And if you, why not another ?"
Not at all,--I will be discretion itself."
" Discretion--why?"

Her eyeswerevery clear and Clifford winced for a
moment, but only for a moment. Then the devil of
recklessness seizing him he sat down and offered
himself, soul and body, goods and chattels. And all the
time heknew hewasafool and that infatuation is not
love, and that each word he uttered bound him in honor
from which therewas no escape. And all the time Elliott
was scowling down on the fountain plaza and savagely
checking both bulldogs from their desireto rush to
Clifford'srescue,--for even they felt there was
something wrong, as Elliott stormed within himself and
growled maledictions.

When Clifford finished, hefinished in a glow of
excitement, but Rue Barrée'sresponsewaslongin
coming and hisardor cooled whilethe situation slowly
assumed itsjust proportions. Then regret began to
creep in, but he put that aside and broke out again in
protestations. At thefirst word Rue Barrée checked
him.

"I thank you," shesaid, speaking very gravely. " No
man has ever before offered me marriage.” Sheturned
and looked out over the city. After a while she spoke
again. " You offer meagreat deal. | am alone, | have
nothing, I am nothing." Sheturned again and looked at
Paris, brilliant, fair, in the sunshine of a perfect day. He
followed her eyes.

Oh," Shemurmured, "it ishard,--hard to work always-
-always alone with never afriend you can havein
honor, and thelove that is offered meansthe streets, the
boulevard--when passion isdead. | know it,--we know
it,--we other swho have nothing,--have no one, and who
give our selves, unquestioning--when we love,--yes,
unquestioning--heart and soul, knowing theend.”



Shetouched therose at her breast. For a moment she
seemed to forget him, then quietly--"| thank you, I am
very grateful." Sheopened the book and, plucking a
petal from the rose dropped it between the leaves. Then
looking up she said gently, " | cannot accept.”

Vv

It took Clifford a month to entirely recover, although at
theend of thefirst week he was pronounced
convalescent by Elliott, who was an authority, and his
convalescence was aided by the cordiality with which
Rue Barrée acknowledged his solemn salutes. Forty
times a day he blessed Rue Barréefor her refusal and
thanked hislucky stars, and at the sametime, oh
wondrous heart of oursl--he suffered the tortures of the
blighted.

Elliott was annoyed, partly by Clifford'sreticence,
partly by the unexplainable thaw in thefrigidity of Rue
Barrée. At their frequent encounters, when she,
tripping along therue de Seine, with music-roll and big
straw hat would pass Clifford and hisfamiliars steering
an easterly courseto the Café Vachette, and at the
respectful uncovering of the band, would color and
smileat Clifford, Elliott's Slumbering suspicions awoke.
But he never found out anything and finally gaveit up
as beyond his comprehension, merely qualifying
Clifford asan idiot and reserving his opinion of Rue
Barrée. And all thistime Selby wasjealous. At first he
refused to acknowledgeit to himself and cut the studio
for aday in the country, but the woods and fields of
cour se aggravated his case, and the brooks babbled of
Rue Barrée and the mower s calling to each other across
the meadow ended in a quavering " Rue Bar -rée-e!"
That day spent in the country made him angry for a
week, and heworked sulkily at Julian's, all thetime
tormented by a desireto know where Clifford was and
what he might be doing. Thisculminated in an erratic
stroll on Sunday which ended at the flower-market on
the Pont au Change, began again, was gloomily
extended to the morgue, and again ended at the marble
bridge. It would never do and Selby felt it, so he went to
see Clifford who was convalescing on mint julepsin his
garden.



They sat down together and discussed morals and
human happiness, and each found the other most
entertaining, only Selby failed to pump Clifford to the
other'sunfeigned amusement. But the juleps spread
balm on the sting of jealousy, and trickled hopeto the
blighted, and when Selby said he must go, Clifford went
too, and when Selby, not to be outdone, insisted on
accompanying Clifford back to hisdoor, Clifford

deter mined to see Selby back half way, and then finding
it hard to part they decided to dinetogether and " flit."
Toflit, averb applied to Clifford's nocturnal prowls,
expressed, perhaps, aswell as anything, the gayety
proposed. Dinner was ordered at Mignon's and while
Selby interviewed the chef, Clifford kept afatherly eye
on thebutler. The dinner was a success, or was of the
sort generally termed a success. Toward the dessert
Selby heard some one say as at a great distance, " Kid
Selby, drunk asalord.”

A group of men passed near them it seemed to him that
he shook hands and laughed a great deal, and that
everybody was very witty. There was Clifford opposite
swearing undying confidence in his chum Selby, and
there seemed to be othersthere, either seated beside
them or continually passing with the swish of skirtson
the polished floor. The perfume of roses, the rustle of
fans, thetouch of rounded arms and the laughter grew
vaguer and vaguer. The room seemed enveloped in mist.
Then, all in a moment each object stood out painfully
distinct, only forms and visages were distorted and
voices piercing. Hedrew himself up, calm, grave, for the
moment master of himself, but very drunk.. Heknew he
was drunk, and was as guarded and alert, as keenly
suspicious of himself as he would have been of a thief at
hiselbow. His self-command enabled Clifford to hold
his head safely under somerunning water, and repair to
the street consider ably the wor se for wear, but never
suspecting that his companion was drunk. For atime he
kept his self-command. Hisface was only a bit paler, a
bit tighter than usual; hewasonly atrifle slower and
mor e fastidious in his speech. It was midnight when he
left Clifford peacefully ssumbering in somebody's arm-
chair, with along suede glove dangling in hishand and
a plumy boa twisted about hisneck to protect histhroat
from drafts. He walked through the hall and down the
stairs, and found himself on the sidewalk in a quarter



he did not know. Mechanically he looked up at the
name of the street. The name was not familiar. He
turned and steered his cour se toward some lights
clustered at the end of the Street. They proved farther
away than he had anticipated and after along quest he
cameto the conclusion that hiseyes had been
mysteriously removed from their proper places and had
been reset on either side of hishead like those of a bird.
It grieved him to think of theinconveniencethis
transformation might occasion him, and he attempted
to cock up hishead, hen-like, to test the mobility of his
neck. Then an immense despair stole over him,--tears
gathered in thetear ducts, hisheart melted, and he
collided with a tree. Thisshocked him into
comprehension; he stifled the violent tendernessin his
breast, picked up hishat and moved on more briskly.
His mouth was white and drawn, histeeth tightly
clinched. He held his cour se pretty well and strayed but
little, and after an apparently inter minable length of
time found himself passing aline of cabs. The brilliant
lamps, red, yellow and green annoyed him, and hefelt it
might be pleasant to demolish them with his cane, but
mastering thisimpulse he passed on. Later an idea
struck him that it would save fatigue to take a cab, and
he started back with that intention but the cabs seemed
already so far away and the lanternswere so bright and
confusing that he gaveit up, and pulling himself
together looked around.

A shadow, a mass, huge, undefined, roseto hisright. He
recognized the Arc de Triomphe and gravely shook his
caneat it. Itssize annoyed him. Hefelt it wastoo big.
Then he heard something fall clattering to the pavement
and thought probably it was his cane but it didn't much
matter. When he had mastered himself and regained
control of hisright leg which betrayed symptoms of
insubordination, he found himself traversing the Place
dela Concorde at a pace which threatened to land him
at the Madeleine. Thiswould never do. Heturned
sharply totheright and crossing the bridge passed the
Palais Bourbon at a trot and wheeled into the
Boulevard St. Germain. He got on well enough although
the size of the War Office struck him as a personal
insult, and he missed his cane which it would have been
pleasant to drag along theiron railings as he passed. It
occurred to him, however, to substitute his hat, but



when hefound it, he forgot what he wanted it for and
replaced it upon hishead with gravity. Then hewas
obliged to battle with a violent inclination to sit down
and weep. Thislasted until he cametotheruede
Rennes, but there he became absorbed in contemplating
the dragon on the balcony overhanging the Cour de
Dragon, and time sipped away until heremembered
vaguely that he had no businessthere, and marched off
again. It was slow work. Theinclination to sit down and
weep had given placeto adesirefor solitary and deep
reflection. Here hisright leg forgot its obedience and
attacking theleft, outflanked it and brought him up
against a wooden board which seemed to bar his path.
Hetried towalk around it, but found the street closed.
Hetried to push it over, and found he couldn't. Then he
noticed ared lantern standing on a pile of paving stones
insidethebarrier. Thiswas pleasant. How was he to get
home if the boulevard was blocked? But he was not on
the boulevard. Histreacherousright leg had beguiled
him into a detour, for there, behind him lay the
boulevard with its endless line of lamps,--and here,
what was this narrow dilapidated street piled up with
earth and mortar and heaps of stone? He looked up.
Written in staring black letterson thebarrier was

RUE BARREE.

He sat down. Two policemen whom he knew came by
and advised him to get up, but he argued the question
from a standpoint of personal taste and they passed on,
laughing. For he was at that moment absorbed in a
problem. It was, how to see Rue Barrée. She was
somewhere or other in that big house with theiron
balconies, and the door was locked, but what of that?
The simpleidea struck him to shout until she came.
Thisidea wasreplaced by another equally lucid,--to
hammer on the door until she came; but finally
regecting both of these astoo uncertain, he decided to
climb into the balcony, and opening a window politely
inquirefor Rue Barrée. Therewas but one lighted
window in the house that he could see. It was on the
second floor, and toward thishe cast hiseyes. Then
mounting the wooden barrier and clambering over the
piles of stones, he reached the sidewalk and looked up at
thefacadefor afoothold. It seemed impossible. But a
sudden fury seized him, a blind, drunken obstinacy, and



the blood rushed to his head, leaping, beating in hisears
like the dull thunder of an ocean. He set histeeth, and
springing at a window-sill, dragged himself up and
hung to theiron bars. Then reason fled; there surged in
his brain the sound of many voices, hisheart leaped up
beating a mad tattoo, and gripping at cor nice and ledge
he worked hisway along the fagade, clung to pipesand
shutters, and dragged himself up, over and into the
balcony by thelighted window. His hat fell off and
rolled against the pane. For a moment he leaned
breathless against the railing,--then the window was
slowly opened from within.

They stared at each other for sometime. Presently the
girl took two unsteady steps back into theroom. He saw
her face,--all crimsoned now,--he saw her sink into a
chair by the lamplit table, and without a word he
followed her into the room, closing the big door -like
panes behind him. Then they looked at each other in
silence.

The room was small and white; everything was white
about it,--the curtained bed, thelittle wash-stand in the
corner, the barewalls, the china lamp,--and hisown
face,-- had he known it, but the face and neck of Rue
weresurgingin thecolor that dyed the blossoming rose-
treethere on the hearth beside her. It did not occur to
him to speak. She seemed not to expect it. Hismind was
struggling with the impressions of theroom. The
whiteness, the extreme purity of everything occupied
him--began to trouble him. As his eye became
accustomed to thelight, other objectsgrew from the
surroundings and took their placesin the circle of
lamplight. Therewas a piano and a coal-scuttleand a
littleiron trunk and a bath-tub. Then therewasarow
of wooden pegs against the door, with a white chintz
curtain covering the clothes underneath. On the bed lay
an umbrella, and a big straw hat, and on the table, a
music-roll unfurled, an ink-stand, and sheets of ruled
paper. Behind him stood a wardrobe faced with a
mirror, but somehow he did not careto see hisown face
just then. He was sobering.

Thegirl sat looking at him without a word. Her face
was expressionless, yet the lips at timestrembled almost
imper ceptibly. Her eyes, so wonderfully bluein the



daylight, seemed dark and soft as velvet, and the color
on her neck deepened and whitened with every breath.
She seemed smaller and more dender than when he had
seen her in the street, and ther e was now something in
the curve of her cheek almost infantine. When at last he
turned and caught hisown reflection in the mirror
behind him, a shock passed through him asthough he
had seen a shameful thing, and his clouded mind and
his clouded thoughts grew clearer. For a moment their
eyes met, then his sought thefloor, hislipstightened,
and the struggle within him bowed his head and
strained every nerveto the breaking. And now it was
over, for the voice within had spoken. Helistened, dully
interested but already knowing the end,--indeed it little
matter ed;--the end would always be the same for him;--
he under stood now,--always the same for him, and he
listened, dully interested, to a voice which grew within
him. After awhile he stood up, and sherose at once, one
small hand resting on the table. Presently he opened the
window, picked up his hat, and shut it again. Then he
went over to therosebush and touched the blossoms
with hisface. Onewas standing in a glass of water on
thetable, and mechanically the girl drew it out, pressed
it with her lipsand laid it on the table beside him. He
took it without a word and crossing the room, opened
thedoor. Thelanding wasdark and silent but the girl
lifted thelamp and gliding past him slipped down the
polished stairsto the hallway. Then unchaining the
bolts, she drew open theiron wicket.

Through this he passed with hisrose.

TheEnd
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