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Chapter 160 

A WOMAN’S SLAVE 

N THIS CHAPTER we must take the reader 
back to Tunis, the capital of the French 
eolony, Algeria. The reader will no doubt 
recall what a tremendous part the city of 
Tunis and environs played in this story. 
For it was here that Donald Whitney spent 
several months as a prisoner. It was here 
Joan met a fate such as befell few women. 

As the betrothed of Armand Duverne 

she had accompanied the latter to Tunis. Armand’s sis- 

ter, Lola, of course, had played the chaperon. And no 

doubt Joan would have become the young Frenchman’s 
wife but for Governor Harcourt’s interference. 

Her peculiar state of mind had made it impossible 

for her to think back any farther than her first meeting 

with Armand Duverne at the Black Horse Inn, that no- 

torious establishment of the Paris underworld. 
What happened to Joan after her arrival at the 

palatial residence of Governor Harcourt, need not be 
told again. Again she became the plaything of capricious 
fate. And she escaped dishonor and death by no more 

than the proverbial hair’s breadth. 
Count Harcourt, the governor of Algeria, fell in 

love with Joan’s exquisite beauty. And when she re- 
fused to do his bidding, he sought to destroy her. But 

Joan’s guardian angel hovered near when danger 

threatened. — 
Then followed the climax of the Harcourt domes- 

tic trouble. Armand Duverne had often advised his sis- 
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ter to secure a divorce from her husband. All the world 
knew that he was a man utterly without honor. So when: 
she learned of his despicable treatment of Joan, she 
took the inevitable step. 

The duel between Count Harcourt and _ her 
brother, which nearly resulted in the death of the latter, 
was the last straw. Her petition for an absolute divorce 
was granted at once. 

And now, no longer hampered by marriage ties, 
Count Harcourt had the legal—if not the moral—right 
to do as he chose. 

Mignon Farraget, the beautiful young French 
dancer, was his latest passion. But this astute woman 
was playing a game of her own. She was ambitious. She 
harbored the secret desire to become Countess Har- 
court, the wife of the governor of Algeria. 

But Count Harcourt never showed the least in- 
clination to marry Mignon. He gave her a fine home, 
surrounded her with luxuries and even gave her two ser- 
vants, but beyond that he gave her no encouragement. 

Mignon Farraget had threatened to go back upon 
the stage. Count Harcourt frowned upon the idea. He 
knew only too well that if this lovely young creature 
returned to her former acne, she would be lost to 
him forever. 

He loved her iced tals after a fashion, And 
his long cherished dream had not yet been realized. 

Finally he decided to put the girl to a test. 
One evening as he called at Mignon’s home, he 

was admitted by a maid who informed him that ‘“Made- 
moiselle Farraget” was taking a bath. 

“T’ll wait,” he said. 
Taking his accustomed seat he lighted a cigarette 

and began to inspect the room. It was indeed a cozy nest 
he had furnished for the former dancer. His reward so 
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far had consisted of a few kisses and empty promises. 
| Mignon Farraget had held him constantly at 
arm’s length. 

Presently Mignon came in. She wore her dancer’s 
custome. The short leaf-green tunic came just to her 
dimpled knees. A wide strip of flexible silver held the 
soft folds'of silk beneath her breast. 

Her wealth of dark hair, curling from her bath, 
was bound in a silver fillet. Her cheeks were flushed 
with health and her eyes sparkled. All in all she pre- 
sented a vision calculated to aruse the admiration of 
any man. And she was tempting, | 

Mignon ran over and perched on the arm of her 
visitor’s chair. She rubbed her cool cheek against his. 

“You are early this evening, dear,” she said. 
“Yes, I know I am,” he told her with well- 

assumed indifference. “I am miaking preparations to 
-|éave Tunis. I shall leave on to-morrow’s boat for Paris.”’ 
He turned in his chair, taking her hands and meeting 
her dark eyes. ‘Mignon, I have come to say good-by.”’ 

There was a moment’s silence between them. The 

.girl’s lips lost their fresh color. | 
“Good-by?” she echoed. ‘You — you are going 

to Paris alone? You mean to leave me here alone? Felix, 
you could not be so cruel. After all you and I——” 

“Yes, Iam going to leave you here,” Count Har- - 
court faterrupted her. “‘I respect you too much to take 
you, unless we were married.” 

Mignon’s breath came fast, Could it be possible 
that her dream was to come true at last? Was he about 
to ask her to become his wife so she might travel with 
him without fear of a scandal? Surely, this must be the 
ease. She could not construe it any other way. 

‘“‘Ah, my dear boy,” she murmured. “And do you 
think that I would make a perfectly good wife, Felix?” 
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He made no answer. 
“I have been pretty straight, you know that,” she 

added. 

“Yes I know that,” he replied. “And it is because 

of that I must leave you. I want you to keep straight.” 

“But why, dear?” There was no resentment in 

her voice, merely a puzzled question. “Why don’t you 

marry me?” 
“Dear, I am going to tell you.” His voice was 

nother cool. “And I may as well begin by saying that 

yesterday I had fully made up my mind to ask you to 

do me that honor.” 
Mienon laughed at his sudden accession to for- 

mality, but Count Harcourt did not smile. His narrow 

mind was not to be diverted from its course. He had 

eome with a definite purpose in view and he was not 

coing to allow her to swerve him from it. 

“My dear, dear girl,” he spoke again after a mo- 

ment’s pause, “I love you. You know that. And — well, 

-. counds eaddish to refer to — to our different social 

--s!ne and all that. But hang it, I owe something to my 

friends and family. . LLLL 

“However, I had decided to risk their disapproval, 

ond was on my way to you last night when I met an old 

¢-t-nd of mine — a Charles Hamilton; no one you know. 
4 

ITs ig an Englishman. He told me of an experience he 

tod last summer. And the story he told me altered my 

whole point of view so far as women are concerned.” 

‘The girl looked bewildered at the speaker. What 

vas he driving at? 
“Tow — ‘how could anything that happened to 

“ts Myr. Hamilton affect you or me, Felix?” she asked 

in 2 low, trembling tone. 

“This way, Mignon,” he returned quicky, ‘and 

1’ll tell you the whole thing. Last summer Charles Ham- 
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ilton was staying at a fashionable summer resort in the 
mountains. There he met, very casually, a young girl by 
the name of Marion Brown. 

“He took her in his car one afternoon up some 
Scenic drive. In some manner — Mr. Hamilton never 
just knew what happened —he lost control of the car 
and they went over a precipice. 

“It seems incredible that they were not both in- 
stantly killed but there was a narrow ledge about 
twenty feet down and both were thrown clear of the car 
on that ledge, But Charles Hamilton was on a splinter 
of a rock from which he hung, with a broken leg and a 
nasty cut in his head. 

“To move as much as a finger meant instant 
death. After a while he saw this Marion Brown was 
crawling toward him. She had a great hole in her thigh 
and was weak from the loss of blood. 

“He called to her to go back; begged her not to 
risk her own life for him, almost a stranger. She only 
shook her head and at last, after what seemed hours to 
both of them, she got near enough to draw him, ever 
so gentle and carefully, out of danger. 

‘She cared for him all night the best she could. 
When help came in the morning he was delirious, and 
by the time he was able to leave the hospital, Marion 
Brown had left the mountains.” 

“And — and he never found her?” Mignon inter- 
posed. | 

Count Harcourt shook his head. 
‘No, he never found her, Mignon. But that is not 

the point. That is his story, not mine. What affected 
me is this — the action of that girl, her daring, her 
womanly courage, her incredible unselfishness for a 
man who was nothing to her. 

“In all my life I have never heard of anything like 
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it. It brought home to me, as nothing has ever done be- 

fore, the difference between a woman with a soul and 

a butterfly.” 

Mignon Farraget turned a shade paler. 

“And I am a butterfly, Felix? Is that what you . 

wish to infer? Tell me the truth.” 

“You are a butterfly, Mignon,” he affirmed with 

brutal frankness. ‘You are a pretty, decorative thing, 

made for summer hours alone. One breath of cold or a 

storm and you'd take wings for warmer regions, careless 

of the man who had given his happiness in your keep- 

ing. This is pretty plain talk, my dear, but we must be 

honest with each other.” 

The girl nodded her head several times. 

“Oh, yes, let us be honest with each other by all 

means,” she answered slowly. “I see now what you are 

driving at. You think if such an emergency should arise 

I couldn’t meet it.” 

“Fxactly that,” he said. “You are the prettiest 

of butterflies, but you have no soul.” 
Mignon pondered, her silken lashes drooping. 

“But they used to say — didn’t I hear it some- 

where, Felix, that a long time ago people thought that 

the butterfly typified the soul? Perhaps I may have one 

—just a tiny one way down inside of me?” 

He looked at her. And what he read in her sor- 

rowful eyes made him shiver as with an ache. She 

seemed more beautiful, more tempting than ever before. . 

And then it suddenly occurred to him how empty his life 

would be without her. 

A laugh burst from his lips as he caught her in his 

hungry arms. 
“TJ —_. I wish I could agree with you, my dear 

girl,” he cried. “But there is nothing you have to give 

a man but the soft, sweet flesh of you. No heart, no soul 
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—only the whiteness of your throat — here — and the 
scarlet of your lips. But God—” And his voice rose— 
“It ought to be enough. It is — almost.” 

Mignon Farraget freed herself from his embrace 
and rose. 

“Almost isn’t entirely, Felix,” she told him. “So 
let us ring down the curtain on my turn. Perhaps you'll 
find a Marion Brown of your own some day. I—JI hope 
you do.” | . 

Count Harcourt watched her as she moved away 
from him. She walked very slowly to the other side of 
the room, her face covered partly with her hands. Her 
shoulders were shaking and a dry sob broke the.intense 
silence. Presently she came back to him. - 

“Felix,” she said, her dark eyes meeting his with 
a world of mute pleading, “I am ready and willing to give 
you up. But do you think you are playing fair with - 
me?” i , 

‘“Why—why not?’ he inquired, his voice acquiver 
with emotion. 

“You know what the world thinks I am,” she went 
on a trifle bitterly. “When you put me into this house 
I was generally regarded as your mistress. Whether I 
have been that or not, you know best. But I have al- 
ways tried to please you.’ I had hoped that — that some 
day you would make me your wife. But now that dream 
is over. 

“T am not complaining. You have been kind to 
me. And you did something else. You made me love 
you. IfI must give you up, I'll do it without complain- 
ing. Perhaps I may find some other man to console me. 
pe 

Count Harcourt stopped her with a vehement ges- 
ture. He was on his feet and made a dash for her. 

While he held that soft, slender body in his arms 
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he was lost in the vortex of his passion and forgot tradi- 

tion and everything else. He knew then that he would 

never give her up. | 

‘“Mionon — Mignon!” he cried. “T have been a 

brute. Ilove you madly. I’d rather kill you than give 

you up to some other man.” 

She smiled happily. 
“And you'll take me to Paris with you, dear?” 

She reached up and stroked his flushed cheek. 

“T will, sweetheart.” | 

“And you'll love me always — always? 

“Always,” he promised. “T’ll be your slave, my 

dear Mignon.” 
When she gave him her lips and they clung to his 

*n utter abandonment, he hugged her close. _ 
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Chapter 161 

THE COUNTESS HARCOURT 

N AUTOMOBILE of the latest and most ex- 
pensive makes dashed over the Paris 
boulevards. A very lovely young woman 
was doing the driving. Beside her sat a 
man, slightly past middle age, but distin- 

_ guished looking and debonaire. It was not 
the first time this couple had been seen to- 
‘gether, and no matter where they went, 

i ~ they aroused a great deal of curiosity, in- 
terest and also comment. 

At this particular moment a group of men stood 
at the curb. As they saw the flashy car approach and 
pass by, one of them exclaimed: ~ 

“That is some classy outfit. Did you see it, fel- 
lows?” 

There was a general nodding of heads, 
“Did you know who the man was?” the speaker 

went on. 
“Count Harcourt, I think,” one of the others ans- 

wered. 
“Of course, it was Count Harcourt,” a third af- 

firmed. “I’d know that old reprobate anywhere. But 
what I would like to know is — who was the lovely young 
girl with him?” 

“Ask me something easy,” the first speaker said 
with a laugh. “She is not his wife, I bet.” - 

“How do you know that she isn’t his wife?” the 
other queried. | | 

“Because he married Lola Duverne about two 
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years ago,” came back, “and the girl with him was not 

Lola——” 

“You are behind the times, old chap,” ’the man 

standing next to the speaker said. “You are evidently 

not keeping well informed. Lola divorced Count Har- 

court in Algeria, where he officiated as governor.” 

| “Well, I don’t blame her for divorcing that rot- 

ter,” was the reply. 
And then followed a lengthy discussion about the 

man they had seen go by in the expensive car. 

Needless to say that most of the comment made 

was of an uncomplimentary nature — and deservedly so. 

For Count Felix Harcourt had always borne the repu- 

tation of a woman-chaser. 

He was a man into whose keeping other of his sex 

would not trust the honor of their sisters and wives. 

‘But Count Harcourt seemed quite happy as he 

watched the young woman with him drive the car. Of 

course, she was none other than Mignon Farraget, now 

his wife. For nearly two weeks they had been in Paris, 

searching for amusement. They found it, and some other 

things they had not expected. 

They had, for one thing met the Marquis de 

Delavera, another rotter like Count Harcourt himself. 

And the marquis had taken a violent liking to Mignon. 

Count Harcourt enjoyed the adulations heaped 

upon his lovely young wife. But he was unwilling to 

share her with anyone else. 

He had become so jealous that Mignon found her- 

self constantly in hot water. Just the same she got an 

immense amount of pleasure out of it. 

As they passed through the Rue de Honore, the 

girl stopped in the front of a jewelry store. 

“Come, I want to show you something, Felix,” 

she said to her companion. “In that show window is a 
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wonderful diamond necklace which I hope to own some 
day.” | | 

Count Harcourt muttered something under his 
breath, then followed her.. 

The necklace displayed was by no means a mod- 
erately priced piece of jewelry. Its value ran into many 
thousands. : | 

“I — I would like to buy it for you,” the count 
grumbled. “But I can not afford it.” 

“Why can’t you?” Mignon shot back at him. 
“I told you why, dear. I can’t afford it.” 
“Why can’t you afford it, Felix?” 
He shook his head, paling with impatience. 
“Is it necessary to go into that all again?” he 

growled. “When I bought you the new car I told you 
that I was nearly bankrupt, Mignon. Why can’t you be 
reasonable?” 

The girl shrugged her shapely shoulders. 
“But I had my heart set on owning that neck- 

lace,” she told him. 
“I — I am sorry, but I simply can not afford to 

: buy it for you, my dear child.” | 
Mignon remained in unhappy silence for a few 

moments. The diamond glittered in the bright sunlight. 
Her eyes rested upon them longingly — avariciously. Ps 

“Well,” she said finally, “if you won’t buy that 
necklace for me, I know someone who will.” 

“Who?” demanded the count. 
“The Marquis de Delavera.” She gave him a side- 

long glance. 
- “The Marquis de Delavera?” he repeated, his 

voice atremble. 
“Yes, him. Why not, Felix?” 
Count Harcourt’s face was flushed with anger. He 

wished that the Marquis de Delavera had never crossed 

ee ~ “i 
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his path. | | 

That old fool had become enamored of Mignon’s 

young beauty. Every time they had gone to the-opera 

he had intruded upon them and showered his wife with 

the most lavish compliments. 
“Why shouldn’t the marquis buy that necklace for 

me?” she repeated. : 
The count was breathing heavily. He stared at 

the lovely vision beside him. He loved this girl passion- 

ately. She was his very own, and the thought of losing 

her made his brain reel. His jealousy was fierce... 

And yet, what was he to do? If he did not satisfy 7 

her craving for expensive clothes and all the costly trink- 

ets so dear to a woman’s heart, she would turn to a richer 

man. | 

- The Marquis de Delavera was reputed to be the 

wealthiest man in Paris. It sickened him to hear her 

even mention his name. 

“You — you are not serious, sweetheart,” he mur- 

mured. “Surely you can’t mean to turn to a man like the 

marquis.” 

“But why not?” she asked stubbornly. 

“You don’t want him to shower you with gifts, 

Mignon, dear.” | 

“But why not?” she repeated. “He has plenty of 

money. He told me that I am the loveliest woman he has 

ever met. He offered to buy me anything I want. Don’t 

forget I am Countess Harcourt “ 

“Yes — yes, don’t remind me of it,” he broke in. 

“But as my wife you must observe a few conventional- 

ities.” 
“T know that, my dear boy,” she retorted. “But 

you ought to realize that my best asset is my beauty. 

Why forbid Marquis de Delavera to worship at its 

shrine? And if he is willing to buy that diamond neck- 
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lace for me, I'll accept it and wear it to the opera the 
next time we go.” 

Count Harcourt was white. 
“And — and what do you suppose he will demand 

in return?” he gasped. 
“Nothing that I shall be unwilling to give,” Mig- 

non replied. “I might pay him a visit in his stall at the 
opera. But that is all.” | 

“But I forbid it!” the count hissed. 
She gave him an impudent stare as she answered: 
“My dear friend, you are still living in the stone 

age. Husbands no longer forbid their wives anything. If 
the Marquis de Delavera becomes too attentive to me, 
you might challenge him to a duel. Just imagine what 
fun that will be. And what a kick I will get out of — 
two men fighting to the death for me.” ; 

The sentiment thus expressed was characteristic 
of Mignon, the former dancer. Her vanity was extreme. 
She was crazy for admiration. 

“I — I don’t care to argue any further with you,” 
the count muttered, trying hard to keep himself under 
control. “You are mad. Don’t forget that I have some 
rights that must be respected.” 

As he uttered these words he turned and walked 
back to the car. Mignon was right behind him. 

Just as they seated themselves an open automo- 
bile drove by. A handsome man was at the wheel and be- 
side him sat a wonderfully lovely young woman with 
golden-blond hair and violet eyes. 

The instant Mignon saw them she nudged her 
companion excitedly. 

-But Count Harcourt had already seen the couple 
and recognized them, too. 

“You — you saw her?” Mignon whispered. 
“Of course, I did.” : 
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“And you saw him?” 
“Vos,” 

A space of awkward silence ensued. Mignon could 

scarcely keep herself under control. 

“Well, why don’t you say something?” she de- 

manded. “That girl with your former brother-in-law was 

Joan. I wonder when they got back to Paris, and what 

are they doing together?” 

Count Harcourt shrugged. 

“T am not in the least interested,” he said. 

“Aymand Duverne is old enough to know his own busi- 

ness, If he wants to marry a girl he found in the most 

disreputable resort of Paris, that is his own affair. I 

don’t see anything to get so worked up about, Mignon.” 

, In the meantime the automobile containing 

Armand Duverne and Joan had turned the next corner. 

They had seen Count Harcourt and his lovely 

companion. Joan, pale to her lips, was trembling like a 

reed shaken in the wind. Instinctively she moved a little 

closer. 

3 “Don’t you worry, sweetheart,” he murmured as 

he put a protecting arm about her shoulder. “You have 

nothing to fear. Count Harcourt will never trouble you 

avain. If he dares, I'll kill like I would a mad dog. That 

filthy hound doesn’t deserve anything better.” 

~ But — oh, Iam so afraid,” whimpered Joan. 

“You must not be,” her lover encouraged. “We 

shall be husband and wife soon, and then I’ll- have the 

right to fight for you. And nothing could suit me better 

than to meet Count Harcourt in another duel.” 

And Count Harcourt, proceeding toward his hotel, 

driven by Mignon, had precisely the same thoughts. And 

strange to say, he uttered almost the precise words. 

His heart was still filled with bitter hatred 

toward the man whose sister had divorced him. 
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There was an old seore between him and Armand 
Duverne which had never been quite settled. He pressed 
his thin lips firmly together and swore under his breath. 

“What is the matter?” Mignon asked, turning her 
head. 

“Oh, nothing,” he growled. 
Back at the hotel, Count Harcourt immediately 

sought the grill-room where he drank several glasses of 
whiskey in succession. 

In the meantime Mignon was in her boudoir 
seated at a little table upon which stood the telephone. 
But she did not touch the instrument at once. She rose, 
glided over to the door and closed it carefully. Then, 
taking the receiver from the hook, she gave a number 
in a subdued tone. 

It did not take long before she heard a deep mas- 
culine voice at the other end. 

“Marquis de Delavera,” she said softly. ‘This is 
Mignon speaking.” 

“Ah, what a pleasure to hear your sweet voice,” 
came back with a pleased chuckle. “It was kind of you 
indeed to think of poor lonely me.” 

The girl laughed. 
“T often think of you, my dear marquis,” she re- 

lied. 
: “But you must not say that, my dear, unless you 
mean it,” the French nobleman retorted. 

“T do mean it,” Mignon reiterated. “But do you 
ever think of me?” 

“Think of you? Ah, always — always. Morning, 

noon and night you are my one thought. You have en- 

slaved me with your wonderful beauty. I wish I might 

be able to do something to convince you how much I value 
your friendship. Really, I do,” 

Mignon did not make an answer immediately. Not 

. 
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that she was ashamed to ask for what she wanted. She 

saw no reason why she should.be. If men like the Mar- 

quis de Delavera fell in love with her, she could not 

help it. 
But he must pay dearly for her smi

les and favors. 

Then there was always another possibility. To be the - 

Marquis de Delavera meant another step up the social 

ladder. 
“What can I do for you, my dear child?” came 

de Delavera’s voice somewhat impatiently. 

“Do you want me to tell you?” she teased. 

“Certainly, Mignon. What is it?” 

“And you won't be angry ?” 

“Absolutely not?” 

“And you won’t think me mercenary?” 

“Ah, you could not be that, my lovely Mignon,” 

the: marquis returned quickly. “No matter what you 

ask for, I know that you are not actuated by avarice. 

Beautiful young women like you love pretty things. I 

have told you more than once that I am willing to buy 

you anything — anything.” 

Mignon smiled with satisfaction. This ma
de it ever 

so much easier. 

| “There is a certain jewelry shop on the Rue de 

Honore,” she told him. “Tn the show window is a won- 

derful diamond necklace. I am just wild about owning 

it. I will—” 
| 

“You shall have it,” the marquis cut in. “You 

shall have it.” 
3 

“Oh, you wonderful man,” curgled the girl. 

The Marquis de Delavera’s laugh was very aud- 

ible 
“T shall go to the Rue de Honore at once and buy 

that little trinket,” he sai
d. “And I hope to be permitted 

to fasten that necklace about your white throat. May I 
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do that?” 
Mignon’s laugh was silvery and very pleasant. 
“How could I refuse you so small a favor in re- 

turn?” she answered. “I shall be expecting you, my dear 
marquis.” 

“Unless I am unavoidably detained, I expect to be 
with you within the next hour,” came back. “I hope I 
may find you alone, my sweet little Mignon. May I?” 

“Perhaps,” she said, then hung up the receiver. 
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Chapter 162 

A NEW LIFE 

T WAS a new life indeed which had begun to 

dawn for Armand Duverne. He had not 

only found the only woman he had ever. 

loved and ever could love, but Joan had also 

promised to become his wife. From the 

temporary residence at the Hotel Violet, he 

and his sister had returned to their own 

home, now partly rebuilt, renovated and 

spick and span with new paint and hang- 

ings. 
Of course, they had taken Joan with them. And 

it was the only logical thing to do under the circum- 

stances. The scandal mongers had little chance to wag 

their tongues since Lola Duverne played the chaperon 

to the couple. 

But Armand Duverne was too much in love to pay 

any attention to that. He stood at the door of his life’s 

happiness. | 

Joan was the only one who could bid him enter. 

His thoughts were all of her. What mattered anything 

else? With her as his wife he was ready to defy and 

fight the entire world if need be... 

“Joan had grown more beautiful if such a thing 

were possible. And her surroundings were conducive to 

happiness. — 
In Armand Duverne she had a devoted lover, and 

in his sister Lola she had an affectionate, loyal friend. 

She had given Armand her promise and she fully in- 

tended to marry him, 
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However, there were moments when something 
within her rebelled. There was a certain restraint that 
came from her ignorance of the past. 

Like all men desperately in love, Armand Duverne 
took pleasure in heaping gifts upon the woman he meant 
to make his wife. And with this object in view he went 
upon frequent shopping trips all by himself. 

It was when returning from one of them, that his 
sister met him at the door. He was loaded down with 
packages. 

“You look like Santa Claus,” she said, smiling into 
his radiant face. 

“IT am Santa Claus to Joan,” he admitted as he 
came in and deposited the packages on a table in the re- 
ception room. “I expect to be her Santa Claus all the 
rest of my life.” 

“Lucky Joan,” murmured Lola. 
“No, lucky me,” Armand corrected with a hearty 

laugh. “Just think what my existence would have been 
without her. I am so happy I could embrace the whole 
world. I am so happy——” He gathered Lola into his 
strong young arms and kissed her. 

“Ah, I hope your happiness will last,” she mur- 
mured as she freed herself from his embrace. 

He looked at her. 
“Why shouldn’t it last, Lola?” he demanded. 
“Why?” 

“Yes, why?” | 
Lola hesitated with her answer. At last she said: 
“We must not forget that Joan is not normal men- 

tally. We shall never learn anything about her past un- 
less her memory returns completely.” 

Armand made a deprecatory gesture with his 
hand. | 

“What do I care about her past?” he cried, throw- 

pes eet ~ Bo SRAT ig SET AMEE Cp Ae ORCA ie gree 
a Page Sa! ae ii ee eRe Re ee ; 

ae i J - . ” fe Ngee oc) ae aaa, ‘hry a : 
i . BS 4 a 

a 
ma ; vA 

Y f ae 



— 1366 — 

ing his head back defiantly. “I am thinking only of the 
future.” | 

‘And your future with Joan?” she asked. 
| “Will be filled with bliss, my dear sister. Don’t 
you worry about that in the least. Dr. Hildebrand has 
assured me that Joan may never get her memory back. 
I want her as she is. And I mean to make her happy.” 

Lola glanced at the carefully wrapped boxes lying 
on the table, each one of them containing some present 
for Joan. 

“T can see that you are trying to make her happy, 
my dear boy,” she said with a smile. “I am afraid you 
got to be a regular spendthrift. Pll have to keep an eye 
on your bank account.” 

Armand embraced his sister once more. 
“Don’t you worry about my bank account,” he 

laughed and kissed her. “And if I should run short of 
ready cash, I know a certain girl who will lend me any 
amount I may care to ask. And that girl is you, Lola, 

dear.” 
“You are quite sure of me, are you, Armand?” 

she grinned. 
‘Why, you never failed me yet in a pinch,” he told 

her. 
She drew her fingers through his dark hair. 
“No, and I won’t fail you now,” she murmured. 

“T want to see you happy. I pray that your married life 

may be different from mine. I made the mistake of mar- 

rying the wrong man. Count Harcourt was not worthy 

of the name. He wasa beast.” _ 
Armand Duverne patted his sister’s shoulder. 

“Forget him—forget him,” he advised. “You are 

still a young woman and mighty pretty. There is no 

reason why you should not marry again. And I know of 

at least one man who would come on the run if you as 
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much as crooked your finger.” 

Lola blushed to the roots of her hair. 

“No, I shall never marry again,” she said. 

He laughed. 

“Let us reopen that subject in a year from now,” 

he answered, still laughing. 

A slight noise caused both te look toward the door. 

It had been opened and Joan stood there, dressed in a 

simple white gown. She could not have chosen a dress 

which suited her sweet personality better. She looked 

like a young girl just past sixteen. 

Armand Duverne ran to meet her with a cry of 

joy. But Joan evaded him and approached Lola. 

These two young women held one another in a 

tight embrace for a little while. The affaction between 

them was genuine. Over Joan’s shoulder Lola gave her 

brother a questioning glance which meant: “I hope she 

did not overhear our conversation.” 

Armand shook his head confidently. 

“T ouess,” she said, drawing away from Joan, and 

smiling mischievously, “I am excused now. You know 

the old adage—two is company and three is a crowd.” 

Her brother shook a warning finger at her. But 

Joan retorted: 
“Tn this ease three will never be regarded as a 

crowd. You may hear anything Armand and I have to 

say to each other.” | 

This sentiment was not reflected in Armand Du- 

verne’s handsome eyes. He was anxious to be alone with 

Joan, and he conveyed the message to his sister with a. 

glance. — | 

Lola left the room with a smile, closing the door 

softly behind her. 
“Toan—Joan come to me,” cried the happy young 

lover as he took her into his arms. “Ah, you do not 

en ee ek wf 
st : on he % iy La P 

” oe 2 * me a bitte ee pu ype een a <7 ae oi ae ae OM, rh i 6 aie rhe an ‘ i oat ’ i M4 

RM et eT eo eae ed ‘ =z 5 . - y ) ho — Os f oF 



— 13868 — 

know how I have yearned for this day. I love you with 

all my heart and soul.” | 
She lay passively against his breast, but there was 

not the response he desired. 
Once she raised her head and stared at him in a 

rather strange manner. It frightened him. Holding her 

at arm’s length, he began to wonder if her mind had 

ceased to function. 
“Speak to me, Joan,” he begged. “You know who 

I am, don’t you?” 
Her sensitive lips parted in a half smile.. 

“Sure I do,” she answered in a whisper. “You 

are Armand Duverne, my friend and savior.” 

“Your friend?” he asked, obviously disappointed. 

“T am more than that. I am your lover, and in a few 

days I expect to be your husband, if God and you are 

willing. You'll marry me, won’t you, Joan? You'll be 

my very own until death parts us?” 

As he spoke his lips sought hers, but she drew 

back. 
“You — you must not kiss me,” she breathed. 

“But why not?” he demanded, paling a trifle. 

“x __ J don’t know, Armand.” She laid a hand on 

her heart. “Something here tells me that I have not the 

right to let you kiss me.” 
“Not the right, Joan? Why?” 

“God, I don’t know. I wish I did.” 

“But you love me?” he cried. “And you have 

promised to become my wife. Don’t you remember say- 

ing that?” 
She nodded her lovely head, then allowed it to drop 

upon her bosom. It became evident that she was not at 

ease mentally. Something disturbed her mind. 

Armand Duverne did not insist upon kissing her. 

He must have patience with her. She could never be won © 
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over by continued coercion or force. Nor would he have 
her that way. He was satisfied for the present with her 

_re-affirmed promise to become his wife. ; 
In order to direct her thoughts into a different 

channel, he took her over to the table heaped up with 
bundles. | | 

“Open those, my dear,” he said. “Everything in 
them is for you.” 

Like a happy child, Joan began to untie the pack- 
ages. In one of them she found a five-pound box of choc- 
olates. In another was a bottle of costly perfume. A 
third contained an automizer. A fourth held a box of 
fine lace handkerchiefs. 

All in all Joan opened ten packages, each one of 
them holding a gift for her. She looked at them with 

her eyes moist. Then she turned to Armand. | 
“You are too good to me,” she murmured. “How 

can I ever thank you for your generosity.” | 

“Thank me?” Helaughed. “You thank me every 

day with your presence. Ah, Joan, can’t you realize how 

happy you have made me? This house would seem like 

a dark dungeon without you.” 

She went up to him and took his hand in hers. 

“J — ] want to thank you now with all my heart,” 

she said, her violet eyes meeting his shyly. 

“But that is not all I have for you,” Armand said 

as he reached into his pocket. “Here is something I 

thought you would like. But you must let me fasten it 

about your throat. Turn around.” 

While Joan’s back was turned, Armand Duverne 

placed a beautiful diamond necklace about her neck. 

“Now look at yourself in the mirror,” he urged. 

Joan stepped over to the mantel mirror. At the 

first glance she uttered a cry of delight. The diamonds 

glittered about her slender throat like so many dazzling 
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“Oh, I must not take that from you,” was Joan’s 
whispered protest. “It is too expensive.” 

“Nothing is too expensive for you, my sweet- 
heart,” he answered. “I want you to wear it to the opera 
to-night. Ah, how proud I'll be of you. I can hardly 

; wait until——” 

Just then the door opened and Lola returned. 
“What’s all the excitement?” she inquired. “I 

heard Joan scream at the top of her voice.” 
Joan turned red and became confused. 
“T — I didn’t know I screamed so loud,” she said 

in an apologetic tone. “I did not mean to. But just look 
what Armand bought for me. Isn’t it wonderful?” 

Lola’s eyes hung on the diamond about her 
friend’s throat. Yes, they were wonderful. There was no 
denying that. Many another woman would have grown 
envious. Many a sister would have resented it if a 
brother of hers had lavished such a gift upon another 
woman. 

But not so Lola Duverne. She had a generous 
soul and a warm, sympathetic heart. 

“They look lovely on you, my dear,” she said as she 
kissed Joan. ‘Do you like those diamonds?” 

“T love them,” Joan cried enthusiastically. 
“We are going to the opera to-night,” Armand an- 

nounced to his sister, “and you are going with us. Ah, 
how proud I'll be with two such beautiful girls as my 
companions. Run along and make the necessary prepar- 
ations, Lola. We leave promptly at seven-thirty.” 

Lola grinned and walked toward the door. 
“Thanks for the hint, Armand,” she said, that 

erin still in evidence. “I shouldn’t have come in.” 
There was no reply to this. But even as she 

closed the door behind her, she could hear her brother’s 
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trembling voice. He was heaping upon the woman he 

‘loved every endearing term ever thought of by a lover. 

“Ah, I hope his dream will not be turned into a 

nightmare,” she murmured to herself. “I am sometimes 

afraid that boy’s happiness is too great to last.” 
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Chapter 163 

AT THE THEATER 

HE OPERA “FAUST” was being sung at 

the Theater Grande. Every seat on the 

three floors was taken, and hundreds of 

eager music lovers had been turned away. 

And not without reason. The stars appear- 

ing in this production included the most 

world-famous singers from Europe as well 

as America. There was Chaliapin, the 

Russian baritone, Madam Galli-Curci from 

sunny Italy, and Ricardo Martin, a native born Ameri- 

ean. Then there was Frieda Hempel the American con- 

tralto and Madam Jeritza, the German soprano. ' 

The chorus had been increased to nearly a hun- 

red singers, and the orchestra had been largely aug- 

mented. Small wonder then, that more music lovers 

clamored for more seats than the building could hold. 

Among the people checking their wraps we find 

Mignon Farraget, or rather Countess Mignon Harcourt, 

as she called herself now. | 

And she was not alone. The man with her was 

none other than the Marquis de Delavera, one of her 

most ardent admirers. As she dropped her fan, he 

stopped quickly to pick it up. In doing so, their hands 

met. He seized it and pressed a passionate kiss upon it. 

| “You must not do that,” she warned him in a 

whisper. “What if someone saw you?” 

“What if they do see us, Mignon?” he replied. 

“T don’t think-any of the people here to-night know us. 

They are all strangers. So we have nota thing to worry 
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hick Besides, a ‘kite bestowed upon a woman’s sha 
means nothing.” 

The woman nodded and gave him an encouraging 
smile. 

With a swift motion the marquis seized her hand 
again, and once more he pressed his hot lips upon it. 

“Ah, you are the loveliest creature in all the wide 
world,” he exulted. 

Her smile now was one of ‘ected triumph. 
: And it must be admitted that Mignon Farraget, 
the former dancer, Mignon Farraget, once confined in a 

prison for having committed murder, had a right to feel 

elated. She had held her beauty too cheaply in former 

years. But she was making up for it now. 
Since Count Hareourt had taken her under his 

wing, she had blossomed into a really wonderfully lovely 

woman. 
She had learned all the artifices of a modern 

flapper. She knew how to dress becomingly. She knew 

how to expose her beautifully rounded, yet slender fig- 

ure, without appearing bold. She had acquired the one 

thing so many women strive for and never find—-charm. 

As the wife of Count Harcourt she had gained 

admission into the best society circles. This gave her the 

needed poise and self assurance. 
But her craving for admiraties had grown ac- , 

cordingly. And since beauty was her only stock in trade, 

she meant to make the most of it. In other words she 

meant to commercialize it and use it to her own personal 

advantage. 
“You are a base flatterer,” she whispered to the a 

Marquis de Delavera. “How dare you say such things \ 
to me—a married woman?” 

“Ah, who can resist adoring you,” he answered. 
“And, if I have chosen unwise words in making my ador- 
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ation known to you, I am sorry, my dear Countess Har- 

court. Please forgive me.” 

She gave him a roguish smile and allowed him to 

take her arm. 
“Tt is time for the overture,” she told him. Then 

added a moment later: “Ah, I shall enjoy this evening 

with you.” 
3 What further encouragement was needed? The , 

Marquis de Delavera was not slow in putting the proper 

construction upon his fair companion’s last words. 

Arm in arm they proceeded to his private box. 

And it was a private box in more ways than one. While 

he had the exclusive privilege of using it, a couple seated 

therein could, by withdrawing to the rear of the box, 

seclude themselves and be screened from prying eyes. 

Of course, the marquis placed Mignon’s chair in 

the rear, and drew another close beside it. 

The large orchestra was playing the overture, and 

the wonderful music put him in the right mood. And it 

did not fail to have an effect upon Countess Harcourt. 

“Ah, please do not become angry when I tell you 

how happy I am at this moment, Mignon,” he began. 

“The gods were kind when they fastened your husband 

to his bed with the gout. Ever since I met youl have 

been longing for an opportunity to be alone with you.” 

“You have it now, haven’t’ you?” she murmured. 

He seized her hand and kissed it. She made no 

objection. 
“T wish I could tell you how sorry Iam that I am 

not able to please you with that diamond necklace,” the 

Marquis de Delavera went on. “But when I arrived at 

the jewelry shop in the Rue de Honore, I was told that 

someone else had just purchased it.” 

Mignon gave him a sharp glance. 

“T don’t think you were very anxious 
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me,” she replied. | 

“Ah, but you do me an injustice,” he returned 
quickly, and with a hurt tone in his voice, “Mignon — » 
Mignon, can’t you realize what you mean to me? Can’t 
you understand that I — that I have fallen desperately 
in love with you? I’ll do anything for you — anything.” 

Before she could answer him, the curtain rose up- 
on the first act. They moved forward to watch the per- 
formance. | . 

The immense auditorium had been plunged into 
darkness. Chaliapin, who sang the part of ‘‘Mephisto” 
was in superb voice. Richardo Martin, in the role of 
“Faust”, was equally good. | 

Mignon was enchanted. When her companion’s 
hand touched hers now and then, she did not draw it 

| | away. Nor did she flinch when he squeezed it. 
a As the first act came to an end, the lights flashed 

up again. And now they had an opportunity to look 
over the vast audience. | 

Suddenly Mignon’s eyes caught sight. of three 
people seated in a box right opposite. One was a hand- 
some young man in correct evening dress, and the other 
two were young women, both expensively gowned. 

The younger of the two wore a diamond necklace 
which Mignon recognized instantly. It was the very one 
she had craved. It was the same necklace she had seen 

* | on display in the window of the store in the Rue de e: Honore. 
| But Mignon made another discovery. The blond 

young beauty who wore that necklace was not a 
stranger to her. | 

Her mind swiftly traveled back to that night in 
Tunis, when her plea of love fell upon the deaf ears of 
Donald Whitney, the handsome American banker. | 

She had gone to extremes in freeing him from 
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prison. He had been brought to her house. She had 

thrown herself at his feet-—begged him to love her, and 

he had remained cold. Eve 

And then another scene flashed before her mind's 

eyes. She saw this handsome young American bent over 

the unconscious figure of the blond girl who had been 

confided to her care by Count Harcourt. 

She had heard him call her every endearing name 

ever uttered by a devoted lover. It was then that she 

realized that but for this girl, he might have responded 

to her. | | | | 

Yes, Mignon Farraget, or Mignon, the Countess 

Harcourt, had several reasons to hate Joan. For Joan 

it was she saw seated in that box opposite. And the man 

with her was Armand Duverne and the other woman, 

his sister Lola. 
, 

But Mignon’s attention was confined to the ex- 

quisitely lovely young creature Joan. Her hatred flamed 

up anew. She grew white and began to tremble. 

“What is the matter, my dear?” the marquis de 

Delavera asked in a low voice. “You look frightful.” 

For a moment she did not speak. She eould not. 

Mignon discovered that she did not have the undivided 

attention and admiration of the male part of the aud- 

ience as usual. 

All eyes were directed at the golden-haired young 

beauty seated in the opposite box. | 

Joan had indeed become the cynosure of all eyes. 

Men nudged their next neighbors and.spoke in whispers, 

indicating the girl with the diamond necklace. Even 

those of her own sex were admiring her. | 

And Mignon, being thus put in the shade, 
was wild 

with disappointment and rage. She turned abruptly to 

the marquis. | ) | | 
Continued in next number 




