


IGNON was pleased indeed to be invited out 
to dinner by this man who looked so much 
like her husband. While the invitation 
to dinner was just what she had been 
anticipating, still she must play her part. 

_ She seemed to hesitate. 
“You are very kind,” she said doubt- 

_ fully. “I would love to, I am sure, but I 
_ have been around a good deal with Emile, 

and I am afraid I might be recognized.” 
Jack Tailor laughed. 
“Well,” he declared, “if I am such a dead ringer 

for your husband that I fooled you for a minute, I don’t 
believe anybody else would know the difference, do you 
Mrs. Braganza?” 

This time the girl laughed, and she looked him 
over carefully. ) 

“Tf you would only wax the tips of your mustache 
and turn them up a little, you could pass for my husband 
anywhere,” she said. 

“Oh, a barber could do that trick easily,” he ans- 
wered. “And if I go to that trouble for you, will you dine 
with me and enjoy a show afterward? I'll be a gentle- 
man all the way, I assure you.” 
Mignon held out her slim white hand as she smiled 

at him. | 
“T’ll trust you,” she said. 
Nothing could have pleased Jack Tailor more than 

hear this girl say that she trusted him. 
“Thanks,” he said, giving her a smile with inter- 

est in return. “T tihnk you and I will get along just 
splendidly. And I'll take the best care of you, Mrs. 
Branganza.”’ 

“I believe you will,” she responded, her eyes 
meeting his with utmost candor. 
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Chapter 61 

A TERRIBLE END 

HE MAN from El Paso, Texas was having 

‘| a good time: The only thing which marred 

it was the interest displayed in the charm- 

ing companion by a ferret-faced man who 

seemed to be following them no matter 

where they went. It was during the first 

act in the theater that Jack Tailor noticed 
this man particularly. 

Of course, he did not know that this in- 

dividual was one of Police Inspector Le Grand’s spies. 

And neither did he suspect why Mignon constantly en- 

couraged him. 
When they left the theater and visited a cabaret 

in the Moulin Rouge, the same man appeared. The girl 

spied him first. 
‘Do you see that gentleman sitting at that table 

over there?” she whispered. 
“You bet, I saw him before you did,” Jack Tailor 

growled. ‘He has been following us all evening. For 

two cents I’d twist his neck. And, by God, I'll do that 

very thing!” 
Mignon restrained the angry Texan just in time 

to prevent him from going over to the man. 

“Don’t you dare!” she warned, her face pale. 

“You’d get me in no end of trouble. I am afraid that 

man is somebody who knows my husband by sight and 

isn’t quite sure about it. I wish we could give him the 

slip.” 
“T’l] slip him one in the nose,” the Texan threat- 
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enéd angrily. 
“Do you want to get me in bad?” the girl im- 

plored. ‘We must be careful. Now listentome. At the 
end of this act I’ll go out alone and get into a taxi. I'll 
tell the chauffeur where to go. As soon as the next act 
begins, you slip out and. join me and we'll dash off.” 

“Where shall we dash to?” Tailor asked. 
“We'll go to a little cafe where I have been several 

times with my husband,” she told him. “I want to make 
absolutely sure that we are not being followed ‘before 
going anywhere else. Emile may not have gone to Nice 
at all. He may be right here in Paris and have a Spy 
watching me.” 

The American reflected for a moment. 
It oceurred to him that possibly his fair compan- 

ion might have it in her pretty head to give him the slip 
as well as the spy. 

But even if that were the case, he had no right 
to hinder her, and, as a gentleman, he was bound to do 
his utmost to keep from compromising this young and 
beautiful lady. . 

“Alright,” he declared. “Go and I'll follow you 
later.” 

A few minutes later Mignon got up and went out. 
There was a single taxi waiting, drawn up at the curb 
directly in front of the entrance. 

If she had stopped’to think, she might have real- 
ized that this was out of the ordinary. 

Had she been more observant, she might have 
seen the ferret-faced individual step from the shadow 
and make an affirmative sign to the chauffeur who 
promptly got down and opened the door. 

She gave the man her instructions. He touched 
his cap, then started the motor, pulled slightly ahead and 
came to a stop within a few yards. 
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Without being aware of it, Mignon had stepped 

into a taxi which was driven by a police officer. 

Presently Jack Tailor came quickly out on the 

street, aud catching sight of the girl’s gesture from the 

taxi window, rushed in. The vehicle started off at a fast 

pace. | 
On and on it sped with undimished swiftness. In 

about ten minutes they arrived at the Moulin Rouge. 
“Come into the cafe,” said Mignon to her com- 

panion as the taxi stopped. “We will have some lunch 

and a few drinks. But above all things we must keep 

on the lookout. I fear some trouble.” 3 

“That so?” laughed the Texan. “Well, if trouble 

comes you can bet I’ll meet it half-way.” aes 

They went inside and seated themselves at a table. 

Mignon ordered the-drinks. In the meantime Jack-Tailor 

was inspecting the surroundings, wondering why this 

girl should bring him to such a dingy place. 

As though reading his thoughts, she said: 

“No spy would think of looking for me here. If 

we had gone to one of the well-known places, he might 

have located us again. It is too bad to have our evening 

spoiled like this ”” She sighed. 

“Oh, this little old whirl isn’t over yet by a long 

shot,” retorted the Texan. “It is only midnight.” 

Mignon raised a hand quickly in a warning ges- 

ture. | 

“Not so loud,” she begged. “Those men in the 

corner over there are watching us.” 

Jack Tailor twisted about in his chair and his gaze 

fastened itself upon three men at a table in the farthest 

corner of the room. | 

The cafe was a meeting place for a certain ele- 

ment of the underworld which was not disposed to com- 

plain about faulty illumination. | 
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The three men, so Jack noticed, had swarthy com- 
plexions and reminded him of escaped jail birds. 

One of the three men began to gesticulate vehe- 
mently and his companions could not hush him. He hap- 
pened to be a well-known cutthroat known as “Toni, the 
rat”, and sworn enemy of Emile Braganza. 

Quite naturally he jumped at the quick conclusion 
that the man with Mignon was Braganza and his angry 
blood rose. 

He had a score to settle with this man and this 
seemed. as good a time as any to have it over with. He 
rose somewhat unsteadily and approached the table 
where Jack Tailor and the girl were seated. 

. At the first threatening gesture which consisted 
of four dirty fingers shaken under his nose, the Texan 
was up:and out of his chair like a cat. 

“Beat it!’ were the only words he said. 
His fist landed on Toni’s chin with a force that 

sent him sprawling. 
“Help me, friends!” he yelled as he tried to get 
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up. 
Toni’s two companions came forward swiftly, 

prepared to do battle. Jack Tailor, skilled in frontier 

warfare, swung his lithe body to one side in order to 
avoid a vicious knife thrust. 

“You dirty hound!” he growled. “You would 
knife me, would you?” 

What happened then came so quick that even 
Mignon failed to see it. The assassin found the weapon 
wrenched from his hand. 

The next instant the Texan had him around the 
waist, lifted him up bodily, and threw him clear across 
the room. 

But in doing this, Jack Tailor’s foot slipped on the 

tiled floor, and before he could recover himself, the third 
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man had him by the throat and slipped his fingers up to 

gouge for the eyes. | 

The American opened his mouth, found it full_of 

greasy fingers and bit to the bone, then writhed from 

underneath and sprang to his feet, kicking like a strug- 

gling steer as he rose. 

Taut and nicely balanced, he was barely in time 

for Toni’s rush, but’ managed to evade it by throwing 

himself down again across the body of the man from 

whose strangle hold he just got clear. 

Toni went across the two of them and, agile as he 

was, Jack Tailor was the fraction of a second quicker to 

gain his feet. 
It is doubtful if in all Paris there could have been 

found a man better trained by instinct and experience in 

this particular kind of warfare than the tall Texan 

was. | 

As Toni struggled up, a heavy bottle crashed - 

down on his forehead, gashed him to the eyes, and 

stretched him senseless and bleeding on the tiles. 

But this was not the finish of the fight. The other 

two were far from disabled. They scrambled to their 

feet. 
At this point, the bulky proprietor of the place 

came from behind the bar, meaning to fling himself be- 

tween the combatants. Jack Tailor, distrusting his in- 

tentions, met this dove of peace with a smashing blow 

on the jaw. 

| And then he whipped up his chair and smote right 

and left. Men seemed to be coming at him from all 

directions. | 

With a diabolical grin the man from Texas met 

them. One after another went down and failed to rise. 

It had developed in a fight such as was never seen in the 

Moulin Rouge before. = : 



Tailor felt a sharp tug at his sleeve. 
“Quick!” cried Mignon. “We must get away. The 

police are coming. Follow me at once. I have a taxi 
waiting for us outside.” 

The American, who had never for a second lost 
his head despite the violence of his exercise, slipped out 
the door after the girl. A taxi was standing at the curb 
with the motor humming. ) 

_. Mignon hissed a few words to the chauffeur. Sev- 
eral paper bills of no small-denomination changed hands, 
and the vehicle sped away. | | 

Jack Tailor did not know where he was being 
taken. He cared little. He might have inquired of the 
woman who sat so close and kept her eyes on him. 

__ But he didn’t: For the present he felt quite sat- 
isfied to get his breath and rest. 

When the girl’s gentle hand touched his, he 
winced slightly. | 

“It — it was wonderful,” she faltered, every word 
pregnant with boundless admiration. “Oh, it was won- 
derful — splendid, Jack.” 

He turned, amazed and pleased at hearing her use 
his Christian name. When he reached for her hand and 
pressed it ever so little, he noticed that she was shivering 
as with an ache. : 

“You are nervous, you poor child,” he murmured. 
“I am really sorry that you had to sit there and watch 
that fight.” 

“No, you must not feel sorry for that,” she ans- 
wered as she gazed at him longingly. “I would not have 
missed it for the world. I thank God I was present. 
And——” her sigh seemed to be coming from the very 
bottom of her heart—“and thank God I have met a real 
man at last.” 
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The Texan did not know what to make of it when 
she suddenly burst into tears. 

“Why, little girl, you are crying,” he exclaimed. 
“Now don’t worry. If you want that husband of yours 
back again, I’ll go to Nice and bring him to you. Yes, 
I'll defer my trip home for another week.” 

“T — I don’t want him back — never!” Mignon 
sobbed as she broke down utterly. “T am through with 
Emile Braganza for good.” 

This bit of information came as a pleasant shock 
to Jack Tailor. For a long moment he sat in silence. 
Through his mind flashed a number of ideas. But only 

one stuck. | 
A divorce might easily be procured if this lovely 

creature desired one. And he was not averse to taking 

Mignon back home with him as Mrs. Jack Tailor. 
“You are a brave man, Jack,” he heard her say. 

“T wonder if you are brave and generous enough to for- 
give me if I tell you that I am not married to Emile 
Braganza and that——” 

“What?” he cried, dumbfounded. 
“Tt is true,” she went on quietly. “And I have lied 

to you in another matter. Now don’t speak until you 
have heard my story to the end.” = 

In a voice that sometimes was shaken with tears 
and then rose to a shrill ery of agonized self-abasement, 
Mignon Faraget bared her soul. She confessed that she 
had been Braganza’s accomplice in a number of shady 
transactions. 

She admitted, her face hidden in her hands, that 
her meeting with the American had been a pre-arranged 
affair and the reasons therefore. 

“The first thing to do is to hand your old friend 
Emile Braganza over to the police if he killed Inspector 
Le Grand,” he said as the girl finished speaking. “After 
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that I’ll take care of you no matter what happens.” 
She looked up quickly. This was too good ever 

to come true. | 
“You — you would do that?” she gasped. 
“That is what I said, Mignon. Now kiss me.” 

It was the following morning. Emile Braganza. 
sat alone in his room, depressed and discouraged. His 
attempt to kill Police Inspector Le Grand had failed. But 
that did not worry him as much as the fact that Mignon 
Faraget had not returned to him. 

He knew her to be an impulsive, warm-hearted 
creature. What if she had fallen in love with the man 
selected to help him prove an alibi? His lips curled 
viciously at the thought. 

“Tf she has and means to leave me, I’ll kill her!” 
he muttered fiercely. 

The words had hardly left his lips when the door 
opened. Mignon entered with his double — Jack Tailor. 
The manner in which she hung on his arm seemed to 
presage the worst. 

“What does this mean?” Braganza snarled, bar- 
ing his teeth. : 

“Exactly this, Emile,” the girl announced as she 
reached up and kissed the tall Texan. “Jack here and I 
have come to tell you that I am going to America with 
him, and that I am through with you.” 

Braganza stared at her as if he had not heard 
aright. | 

“Say that again,” he growled, and Mignon re- 
peated it. 3 



— 524 — 

“Like hell you are!” Emile Braganza whipped.out 
agun. “T’ll kill you first!” 

He fired almost immediately. With a swift mo- 
tion Jack Tailor had flung the girl behind him. 

Had he been armed there would have been a dif- 
ferent story to tell. for the Texan was quick on the draw 
and a sure shot. Unfortunately, however, he carried no 
gun. 

Three times Braganza’s revolver barked, then. 
Jack was upon him. In the struggle for the weapon it 
exploded the fourth time and the American clutched at 
his left side, then sank to the floor. 

Mignon, wild with grief, knelt beside her fallen 
hero. She tore his vest open and then his shirt. The 
blood was oozing steadily from a small wound directly . 
over the heart. 

“Jack — Jack!” she cried, the tears streaming 
down her face. “You must not die and leave me now. 
Oh, Jack!” 

But Jack Tailor had gone beyond recall. When 
the girl realized at last that he was dead, she sprang up 
with a cry that was no longer human. 

Braganza stood there as if ssa epeceese the stili 
smoking revolver in his hand. 

She snatched it out fo his grasp. 
Something like a venomous hiss escaped her lips 

_ as with a lightning motion she pressed the gun against 
Braganza’s forehead and fired. | 

After that she remembered but little. She had a 
vague recollection of the police coming in. 

She cared little when she was arrested and taken 
to prison. Her Jack was dead and nothing else mattered. 

At first it was believed that she had killed them 
both, but the prosecuting attorney, after listening to her 
story, believed her. The trial was short. Mignon Fara- 
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- get was sentenced to leave Paris at once and serve ten 

years in the French prison at Tunis, the capital city of 

Algeria. | 

Several of her old friends, men of great wealth 

and with influence, came to her rescue at the last 

moment. But the prosecuting attorney in the case as 

well as the judge, refused to listen to a plea for clemency. 

“The girl is a well-known bad character,” these 

two officials said. “She must serve the sentence so well 

deserved.” 
And that ended. it. 
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Chapter 62 

THE TWO PRISONERS © 

HEN COUNT FELIX HARCOURT was 
made Governor of Algeria, his enemies and 
some of his friends chuckled. They were 
frank. in saying that he would not last six 
months. They were sure that his familiar 

?\| figure would be seen on the Paris boule- 
vards in his favorite pastime — flirting 
with pretty women. 

But those who made this prediction did 
not get a chance to utter the expression: “I told you so.” 

Governor Harcourt, at the very outset of his new career 
in Algeria, found the kind of diversion he craved. 

The city of Tunis boasted of many lovely young 
women. It had several modern theaters, cabarets and 
kindred places of amusement. 

In fact the night life of this African town com- 
pared favorably with that of Paris. Since Count Felix - 
Harcount was in supreme command of Algeria and sev- 
eral adjoining French colonies, he occupied an important 
position. 

All the other heads of the various governmental 
departments came to him for instructions. The chief of 
the Tunis police received his orders from the Governor. 
So did the officer in charge of the penal institutions. 

Every prisoner shipped from Paris to serve his 
or her sentence in the Algerian penitentiary located in 
Tunis had to make the application for a desired pardon 
to Count Felix Harcount. 

In every case the latter made a personal investiga- 



tion, basing his final conclusion or judgment on that. 
Whenever a group of unfortunates arrived in 

Tunis, Count Harcourt was given all the details in every 
case. He enjoyed them in the privacy of his office. 

One morning as he sat at his desk, a clerk brought 
him a bulky envelope. Count Harcourt slit it open and 
commenced to peruse its contents. 

Among a lot of other official information dealing 
with the latest shipment of prisoners was a separate 
sheet of paper containing the following: 

“Mignon Faraget, convicted on the charge of 
murder, we confide to your special care and obser- 
vation. She is a dangerous character, and must 
not be allowed to return to Paris even after she 
has served her sentence. 

~ “We have the positive information that she 
was implicated in a plot to murder Police Inspec- 
tor Le Grand. Luckily this plot failed. As a re- 
sult, however, an American lost his life and she 
herself killed Emile Braganza after the latter had 
fatally shot the American. | 

“Because of her unusual beauty and artful 
ways, the girl should be watched closely. She'll 
probably make an attempt to bribe your prison 
officials with one of her tantalizing smiles and get 
away with it, too. 

“Tf Mignon Faraget shows a spirit of sincere 
repentance, we suggest that she be placed in a 
eonvent on probation. But no special considera- 
tion should, be shown her under any circum- 
stances.” 

Governor Harcourt grinned as he read this. Once 
more his eyes followed the lines, then he laid the paper 
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aside, leaned back in his very comfortable chair and be- 
gan to reflect. 

“Well, you are welcome to our city, Mignon Fara- 
get,” he muttered, his sensual lips pursed in a smile of 
eager anticipation. ‘You may prove to be the kind of 
a female companion I have been looking for. Send you 

- to a convent? Bah, what an idiotic idea. Women of 
your type don’t repent in prison.” 

The manner in which Count Felix Harcourt tore 

the sheet of paper into narrow strips and threw them in- — 
to a waste basket indicated clearly his contempt for the 
official communication. 

“T am the master here,” he continued in his solilo- 
quy. “And I’ll do with this pretty Mignon Faraget as 
I see fit.” 

An hour later he was on his way to the prison, 
situated in a remote part of the city. He found the lat- 
est group of convicts herded in one room prior to being 
assigned to some useful occupation or labor. 

The group consisted of five men and four women. 
All of them were sullen and answered all questions in a 
growl. 

Count Felix Harcourt did not need to be told 
which one among the women was Mignon Faraget. He 
picked her out immediately. She sat there with her 

- pretty head bowed and close to tears. 
He drew the officer in charge of the prison aside. 
“T have received some special information about 

the young woman over there,” jerking his thumb in the 
direction of Mignon. “I want to. interview her alone. 
Get the rest of the rabble out of here.” 7 

The request was complied with at once. 
_ Mignon Faraget was shrewd enough to realize 

that she had found favor in the eyes of Harcourt. And 
she was not slow to take advantage of her opportunity. 
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The moment he began to question her, she burst 
into tears. 

“Now don’t cry, my little girl,” he soothed her 
gently. “Tell me your entire story and I may feel in- 
clined to show you more leniency than to the others.” 

In a voice, frequently punctuated with sobs, she 
spoke at length. But the story she told was not always | 
in strict adherence to the truth. 

That she would shield herself as much as possible 
might have been expected. However, it is a safe bet 
that Governor Harcourt did not hear half of it. 

He was too busily engaged studying her lovely 
face and splendid figure. His admiring gaze again and 
again would travel from her slim ankles to her wealth of 
tousled dark hair. | 

“T am the man in command here,” he told her 

after she finished. “My name is Harcourt—Count Felix 
Harcourt,.the Governor of Algeria. Perhaps you have 
never heard of me.” 

“Oh, yes, I have,” the girl cried, then gave him a 
chance to see her imploring, moist eyes at their best. 

- “And I am glad that you are taking an interest in me. 
Oh, please do not let them keep me in this horrible place 
with those other prisoners. I'll do anything — yes, any- 
thing!” | 

Governor Harcourt’s evil heart swelled with the 
triumph already gained. 

“Well, my pretty child,” he drawled as he stroked 
her soft cheek, “I may put you to the test. The chances 

are you will not find life in Algeria as disagreeable as 
you perhaps pictured it. Of course, for the present you 
must remain here. 

“Only a few days,” he added hastily when he 
heard her stifled sob. “Try to bear it, won’t you? T'll 

find a way to get you out. As I mentioned before, I am 
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‘in command here. What I say usually goes.” 

Mignon Faraget smiled at him through her tears. 

She rose when he did. 
“Now keep up your courage,” the Governor said 

coaxingly, “And be ready when I send for you.” 

Then, before he quitted the room, he lifted her 

chin and kissed her full upon the lips. The girl did not » 

object or shrink away from him. 

| She knew very well that she could not afford to 

offend Count Felix Harcourt, the Governor of Algeria. 

The latter held a lengthy conversation with the 

officer in charge of the prison. | 

This man, Colonel Gaudier, showed no great en- 

thusiasm at his superior’s suggestion that Mignon Far- 

aget should be kept apart from the rest of the prisoners. 

It may be added that Colonel Gaudier was an old 

soldier with an honorable discharge, and a man who 

never failed to do his duty. He asked no favors nor ac- 

cepted any. 3 
- He was trustworthy and reliable. He was 

humane. No prisoner in his charge could ever complain 

of harsh treatment. 
Those who deserved leniency at his hands received 

it without begging for it. But they had to show the 

proper spirit first. | 

Colonel Gaudier was also a keen judge of human 

nature. The moment he saw Mignon Faraget he knew 

her caliber. A good many women of the same stripe 

had come under his observation. 

“Snoiled by beauty and the adulation of men, and 

utterly unworthy,” had been his mental observation. 

And now Governor Harcourt demanded that this , 

female criminal, convicted of murder, should be treated 

with every consideration. Colonel Gautier’s honest 

heart rebelled. : 
? 



“The girl is not deserving in my estimation,” he 
protested. “Among the last shipment of prisoners is 
only one whom I might favor. The man is ill and I sent 
him at onée to the prison hospital. His name is Donald 
Whitney, an American, convicted of - 3 

“T am not at all concerned about this man,” Gov- 
ernor Harcourt interrupted, his anger rising. “I am in 
command here, and you must obey my orders, Colonel 
Gautier.” | 

The old colonel colored and bowed his gray head 
in silence. 

“Very well, Governor,” he acquiesced. 
“To-morrow you will hear from me in regard to 

Mignon Faraget,” Count Harcourt went on, his voice 
still harsh with resentment. “And no matter what my 
instructions to you may be, follow them implicitly. Un- 
derstand?” 

That ended the argument. Governor Harcourt 
went back to his palatial residence in Tunis and shut 
himself up in his private office. 

Constantly there stood before his mind’s eyes the 
sinuous figure of Mignon. He could see her lovely face 
and her dark, passionate beauty. To own her body and 
soul and make her subservient to his will was the sole 
thought that possessed him. - 

“By jove, I’d give her a position here in my house- 
hold as private secretary or something,” he murmured. 
“But I can’t risk that now. My wife is on the way here. 
Lola always was jealous.” 

For some time he brooded over the situation, then 
suddenly his features lit up. 

“Ah, that is a capital idea,” he cried, striking the 
desk with his clenched hand. “And it will work out very 
nicely. Colonel Gautier won’t be any the wiser. I’l] have 
to keep an eye on that old bird, however. If he threatens 

ee es ei a at PR eas. Siete > 



— 532 — 

to become troublesome, I’ll discharge him.” 

The following day the newly arrived prisoners 

were being assigned to their duties. The men, under a 

heavy guard, marched toward one end of the city where 

street repair work was in progress. 

Among them was Donald Whitney. 

In spite of his poor physical condition he had 

begged Colonel Gautier to put him to work, believing 

that plenty of exercise in the open air would benefit him. 

Resigned to his fate, he seized a shovel and began 

to work vigorously. 

Mignon Faraget had been taken to a large room 

where perhaps twenty women prisoners of all ages were 

engaged in sewing various articles. This, Colonel” 

Gautier did in direct. opposition to Governor Harcourt’s 

instructions. 

“What that young woman needs is plenty of work 

to get the foolishness out of her pretty head,” was his 

opinion. = 

But other forces were busy already to prevent 

him from carrying out his intentions with regard to 

Mignon. In one of the better residential sections of the 

city a small furnished house was being rented. 

That same evening as the sun disappeared and 

darkness came, Count Felix Harcourt’s closed automo- 

bile drew up in front of the prison building. 

An elderly man, carrying a sealed envelope in his 

hand, got out and asked to see Colonel Gautier. 

The latter received his superior’s special messen- 

ger with a tolerant smile, took the envelope handed to 

him and broke the seal. 

“T have decided to employ Mignon Faraget as one 

of the secretaries in my office,’ Governor Harcourt 

wrote. “In my talk with the girl yesterday I ascertained 

that she is well fitted for that kind of work. Since l am 
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short on help, I deem it advisable to employ her. Please send her with the bearer of this letter.” | 
The old colonel could do-nothing but obey. He 

sent for Mignon and in a few words told her the news. 
“Oh, that will be splendid!” she cried, clapping her 

hands. “And I am go grateful to his Excellency, the 
Governor. Please, let us go at once. Iam So very happy 
that I could love the whole world.” 

Colonel Gautier nodded his gray head dubiously. 
He did not doubt for a moment that this pretty young 
woman was quite capable of loving the man who favored 
her. But he felt sure that she would never lavish her 
affection on the whole world without the world compen- 
sating her, 
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Chapter 63 

UNEXPECTED VISITORS 

OVERNOR HARCOURT went about his 
work with a peculiar smile lurking about © 
his sensuous lips. He made his regular 
visits to the Tunis prison without ever men- 
tioning Mignon Faraget to old Colonel 
Gautier. And why should he? Was not 
his word law in Algeria? Did he not have 
the right to dispose of all cases involving 
criminals sent from Paris? 

Of course, certain cases should require the sanc- 
tion of the French Government, but Count Felix~Har- 
court rarely bothered about that. And taking that stand, 
one might wonder why he held such an important post. 

So far as the lovely Mignon Faraget was con- 
cerned, he retained a most stubborn silence to the ques- 
tions and good-natured raillery of his closest friends. 

The girl had mysteriously “disappeared”, he said, 
accompanying the words with a sly wink. What that 
meant they seemed to understand. 

But several nights a week Governor Harcourt 
drove away from the palace, and under the cover of 
darkness visited a certain part of the city where he re- 
mained for hours. 

Then came a wireless message from the steamer 

bearing his wife. 
| “Expect to arrive in about cee days,” it said. 
“Armand and his prospective bride are with me.” 

The message was signed: “Lola.” _ 
~ Count Felix Harcourt was none too well pleased 



to see Armand Duverne come to Tunis. This young man 
of strict morals would only be a drawback. 

He had the unpleasant habit of taking notice of 
affairs which did not concern him. And he would preach 
about the sacredness of young womanhood and mar- 
riage ties. 

Just the same Harcourt found a certain degree 
of satisfaction in the announcement that Armand was 
bringing a prospective bride with him. 

So he had fallen in love at last. He who had 
proven adamant to the charms of women had at last suc- 
cumbed. What kind of a girl was she? Was she pretty 
and worthy to bear the name of Madame Duverne? 

With some importance and a great deal of spec- 
ulation Governor Harcourt awaited the arrival of the 
steamer. © | 

The day the vessel docked he was at the pier, 
pacing restlessly up and down. A crowd of eager tour- 
ists came down the gang-plank chatting and laughing. 
In the midst of it walked Lola, Armand Duverne and 
Joan. 

He spied them a moment later and hastened for- 
ward to greet them. 

“Ah, it is good to have you back again,” cried the 
count, with little sincerety in his voice. “How are you, 
Lola, my dear?” The kiss they exchanged was perfunc- 
tory and utterly lacking in warmth. 

Then he turned to his brother-in-law. 
“Armand!” he exclaimed, both hands extended. 

“This is a pleasure indeed.” 
| The two men shook hands while Joan remained in 

' the background, waiting to be introduced. This was done 
by Armand. | 

“This is Joan, my betrothed,” the latter said 
simply as he drew the shrinking girl forward. “It is her 
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first trip to Algeria. Felix. It is up to us to make her 

stay a pleasant one.” 

~ Count Harcourt made a futile attempt to utter a 

reply. The words seemed to stick to his throat. 

_ His eyes, as they rested upon Joan, expressed 

boundless admiration and something else. For in all his 

checkered career he had never seen a woman more €X- 

quisitely lovely. 
Yes, Armand had made an excellent choice. His 

bride-to-be possessed rare beauty in face and figure. 

“Ah. T am delighted,” he murmured at last, bow- 

ing gallantly and kissing the tips of Joan’s fingers. “You 

are welcome to Tunis, mademoiselle.”’ 

Then they boarded the waiting limousine and 

were driven to the governmental palace. During the 

short trip Count Felix Harcourt did most of the talking, 

and quite a bit of his conversation was directed at Joan. 

But when she answered she did so in a shy man- 

ner and not without slanting a quick glance at Armand. 

At the palace the guests were conducted to their 

rooms by the servants. Lola and Joan, of course, pre- 

ferred to remain together. Armand Duverne chose the | 

apartment placed at his disposal on a previous visit. 

He was in the best of spirits, and a cold shower 

and change of clothing added to his physical comfort. 

Armand had just finished dressing when a light 

tap came on the door. | 

“Come in!” he called, expecting to see his sister. 

But it was not Lola who entered. Count Har- 

court strode in and without being asked to do so. dropped 

into a chair. 
At first the conversation was only small talk. 

Then they discussed the latest political situation in Paris 

for a little while. However, the count’s real object of 

his call became apparent when he said: 
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“By the way, Armand, I congratulate you on your 
choice for a wife. But I am rather puzzled about some- 
thing. When. you introduced the girl to me you men- 
tioned her Christian name only. What’s the idea? 1 
hope she is not of an ordinary type and unworthy to bear 
your name.” 

Armand Duverne’s handsome face colored, and 
his eyes flashed. 

“What if I only mentioned her Christian name?” 
he replied sharply. “What of it? Is the fact that I in- 
troduced her as my betrothed and that Lola calls her a 
dear friend not sufficient guarantee?” 

“It is not sufficient,” the count declared. “You 
must realize that as the Governor of Algeria I am res- 
ponsible for your conduct here. And I ean not permit 
you to put a blemish on an honored name by marrying a 
woman of whose past you are perhaps not entirely in- 
formed.” | 

The young lover was about to flare up hotly. He 
realized in time, however, that this would be a mistake. 

It would never do to quarrel with his brother-in- 
law the first hour of his arrival in Tunis. Then he could 
not deny even to himself that he owed some explanation. 

“Very well, old chap, you shall know the truth,” 
he said as quietly as he could. “But before I make a 
clean breast of it all, will you give me your word of honor 
that you will not repeat a single word of it to a living 
soul?” | 

Count Harcourt tried to look indignant. 
“Why, my dear Armand!” he cried. “I have 

never violated a confidence once given. You know that.” 
Armand might have questioned the last state- 

ment. In fact he might have questioned that this 
brother-in-law of his had the right, strictly speaking, to 
call himself a man of honor. But he only smiled and sat 
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down. : | 
“T — I want to trust you, Felix,” he said. “T must 

trust you because as a guest in your house I owe you an 
explanation. Now listen.” 

- For fifteen minutes he spoke without being inter- 
rupted. He told how he found Joan in the company of 
crooks at the Black Horse Inn, and how he rescued her 
and took her to his home in Paris. 

He confessed every detail involving the girl, in- 
cluding that he had fallen desperately in love with her 
and that he intended to make her his wife. 

Count Harcourt had listened with constantly 
growing amazement. The strange expression which 
lurked in his eyes indicated that his trend of thought was 
not all pleasant. 

And some of the thoughts that were passing 
through his mind forbade speech. 

“Please accept my apology for doubting your good 
judgment, my dear Armand,” he said, reaching for his 
brother-in-law’s hand. “I ‘made a mistake and shall en- 
deavor to rectify it. After hearing your story I feel like 
you do about Mademoiselle Joan. It is quite obvious that 
she comes from a good sanaly. I withdraw my objec- 
tions to your marriage.” 

- But had Armand Duverne been able to read 
Count Harcourt’s mind just then he would surely not 
have shaken that man’s hand. For the latter’s thoughts 

ran like this: _ 
“Whether I permit you to marry this beautiful 

young creature will depend entirely upon her conduct 

toward me. I rather fancy-her myself. A kiss willingly 

bestowed by those sweet lips may persuade me in your 

favor, my dear brother-in-law. 
“And I am by no means convinced that Joan is 

as innocent and chaste as she appears to be. The fact 
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that you found her at the Black Horse Inn, the most 

notorious resort of the Montmartre, argues against that, 

I believe.” 
In a few well chosen words Armand thanked Gov- 

ernor Harcourt. A minute later they went downstairs 

arm in arm to find Lola and Joan awaiting them in the 

grand dining salon. 
The first meal in the governmental _ was one 

long to be remembered by Joan. 

In addition to Armand’s and Lola’s ; delicate con- 

sideration and affection, the master of the house treated 

her like a queen. At every opportunity he complimented 

her either upon her appearance of for something she 

said. 
Joan was duly grateful and she began to believe 

that Count Felix Harcourt was one of the most gallant 

and finest gentlemen she had ever met. 

As usual, when an attempt was made to awaken 

her memory about the past, she smiled wistfully and 

shook her pretty head. 
“T ean not remember dnything at all,” she mur- 

mured. 
‘How far back can you remember, Mademoiselle 

Joan?” the Governor prodded. 

“T ean recall being taken to the place where 

Armand found me,” she answered, her lovely eyes fo- 

cused on Duverne. “There was a terrible fight and af- 

ter that the drive to his home. Of course,” she added, 

her sweet face crimsoning, “IT remember everything that 

happened after that.” 
Armand Duverne did not enjoy his brother-in- 

law’s studied attention to Joan. Any beautiful woman 

would have been received in his house. For beauti- 

ful women were Harcourt’s weakness. 

Lola seemed a little nervous. Not that she was 
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jealous of her husband. But she feared for Joan. 
No one knew better than she, what the man was 

capable of so far as pretty young women were concerned. 
Her mind was made up at once to keep an eye on him. 

The conversation now became general. Count 
Harcourt, sensing that his wife was watching him very 
keenly, begat to ignore Joan. 

He addressed himself. almost exclusively to Ar- 
mand, selecting such topics which he knew to be interest- 
ing to the latter. | 

This sudden turn served to disarm Lola’s fear and 
suspicion. She even came to the conclusion that she had 
judged her husband wrongly. His persistent method of 
ignoring Joan was an insult. 

They were just about to rise from the table when 
one of the servants came in with a letter. 

“This is for you, Your Excellency,” the man an- 
nounced as he handed the carefully sealed envelope to 
Governor Harcourt. “It is from Colonel Gautier. You 
are to read it at once.” 

Harcourt’s face had grown a shade paler. Why 
had Colonel Gautier sent this letter by a special mes- 
senger? 

Had it any connection with the mysterious ap- 
pearance of Mignon Faraget? oe brow clouded omin- 
ously for a moment. 

“You will pardon me while I read this?” he in- 
quired, forcing a smile. 

He tore the envelope open with a jerk of the 
thumb and drew out the sheet of paper. His eyes looked 
dangerous as he began to read. But not for long. A 
sigh of relief slipped over his lips. 

“Why, this is serious!” he exclaimed. 
What’s wrong, Felix?” Armand and ‘Lola in- 

quired inthe same breath, __ 
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prisoners has escaped,” the Governor replied, rubbing 
his chin. “Apache Charley was long the most feared 
character in the Montmartre. He has killed more men 
than he has fingers on both hands. Twice he was sen- — 
tenced to be put to death, but he escaped. 

“The police rounded him up once more, and he 
was sent to Algeria to serve a life sentence at hard labor. 
But it seems that Apache Charley is living up to his repu- 
tation of being as slippery as an eel. He eluded the 
guards and made his get-away.” 

Armand Duverne remained in silent thoughtful- 
ness for quite a while. He was not sure, but he imagined 
he had heard that name before. The name “Apache 
Charley” sounded very familiar. 

But it did not occur to him right now that he 
was one of the cut-throats with whom he had found Joan 
at the Black Horse Inn. 

“Colonel Gautier informs me that one of his 
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Chapter 64 

COUNT HARCOURT 

Y A STRANGE TRICK of fate Donald 
Whitney and Joan found therhselves in a 
different part of the world—Algeria. They 
lived in the same city and under the most 
tragic circumstances. The young Ameri- 
can banker, of his own volition, had decided 
to serve his prison sentence far removed 
from friends and business associates. Joan 
came to Tunis as the promised wife of 

Armand Duverne. 
Of the two, Joan was most to be pitied. Suffering 

from a total loss of memory, she stood face to face with 
calamity. 

Danger threatened her from every side. The fact 
that Apache Charley had escaped and was lurking some- 
where in the city spelled horrible possibilities. 

This beast in human form had committed every 

erime on the calendar, including that of White Slave 

traffic. By a hair’s breadth Joan had once escaped a fate 
far worse than death. 

And even if fortune favored her to the extent of 
never coming face to face again with Apache Charley, 

there was Count Felix Harcourt to be reckoned with. 
This man, though of high standing in official and 

social circles, was perhaps more to be feared than the 

other. 
For the Governor of Algeria had already formed 

a plan by which he hoped to add the beautiful Joan to his — 

long list of conquests. . 
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And he would not show her any more mercy than 
Apache Charley in case of being refused. 

During the first week of Joan’s stay under his 
roof, he kept a very respectful distance. He was polite 
to her and even kind, but he gave her no reason to be- 
lieve that he was particularly interested in her. 

Count Harcourt did this purely for effect. He 
knew that his wife was watching him. 

He knew also that his brother-in-law would 
quickly resent any attempted intimacy with the girl the 
latter hoped to make his wife. And so this scoundrel 
patiently awaited the opportunity that was sure to come 
sooner or later. 

It came one afternoon when Lola and Armand had 
gone to, make a few purchases in the city. Joan did not 
go with them as usual because she felt indisposed. 

Dressed in flimsy negligee she sat in her boudoir, 
a book in her hands. 

The lacy gown did not hide the fine curves of her 
figure. Nor did the pink in her soft cheeks and the glow 
in her lovely eyes indicate that she was suffering much 
physical distress. _ | 

_She had given orders to the servants that she did 
not wish to be disturbed during the afternoon. 

But this order had not included Count Felix Har- 
court, who did what he pleased in his own house. Little 
did she dream that this man would have the impudence. 
to invade her boudoir unannounced. 

That very thing happened, however. | 
He opened the door, closed it quickly, and stood 

there, regarding her with leering eyes. 
“Count Harcourt!” she gasped, springing up. “I 

am alone. You must not come in here now. Oh, please 
go. Can’t you see that——_” 

_ “T merely came to inquire how you felt,” he broke 
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in as he strode toward her unabashed and grinning. 
“Surely you will not deny me this privilege. Please re- 
sume your seat, my dear child. Iam not going to murder 

you.” , | 7 
Secretly Joan had been in awe of the man. But 

she was his guest dared not offend him. 
“Won’t you sit down?” Count Harcourt pleaded. 

“There is no harm in a little chat just between you and 
I. If you are worried that Armand or Lola might find 
out about my coming here during their absence, you are 
foolish. None of the servants saw me come. I won’t 
tell, and surely you won’t.” 

With a troubled expression on her lovely face, the 
girl dropped back upon the seat. 

She drew her gown closer about her, then blushed 
furiously when she heard the man’s soft laugh. 

He reached for a chair, placed it next to hers and 
sat down also. For a long, uncomfortable moment 
neither spoke. | 

“Perhaps you do not know that I am vitally in- 
terested in this coming marriage between you and my 
brother-in-law,” Count Harcourt began at. last. And I 
may as well tell you that he can not make you his wife 
unless I sanction it. You love him, don’t you, Joan?” 

“Yes, I love him,” she whispered, her head droop- 
“T love him because he has been so very kind to 

“Would you feel unhappy if I forbade this mar- 
riage?” the scoundrel inquired, moving closer still. “I 
have the right to do so as Governor of Algeria.” 

Joan raised her stricken eyes to his. 
“But — but you won’t forbit it,” she stammered, 

paling. “Armand has told me again and again that I 
am everything to him and I want to make him happy.” 

Continued in next number 
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