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See, too, the rim is of shining gold, and
the flowers could not bloom more beau-
tifully if they were In a garden; Yyet
they are only painted. And In the midat
the paradise! And look, Marjetts, how
the apples smile on the trees; it maKes
my mouth water, Adam could not re-
aigt if the pretty Eve should offer him
one of them. See also how beautifully
the lamb playing skips about the old
tiger, and the snow white dove stands
before the wvulture as If she would bill
with him!”

Marietta could not look enough. "If
I only had such n goblet, mother!" she
said; ‘it is much too Dbeautiful to
drink out of; I would put my flowers
in It, and look to see paradise there
continually. We are at the fair of
Vence; but I see a plcture: it seems to
me as if we were In paradise'

Thus spoke Marletta and summeoned
all the Lanapoulese maldens to admfiire
the goblet; and soon all the hoys and
glrls are standing there together, and
at last well nigh half the populatlon of
T.a Napoule was gathered around the
wonderful goblet. But wonderfully
costly wae it as well; transparent por-
celain, with golden handles and bright
colors, Romeone modestly asked the
merchant; “How much,mongeur?’ And
he answered: “A hundred francs at the
lowest.™ They were all silent and
went away.

When no one from L,a Napoule re-
mained before the booth, Colin came
creeplng along, threw down a hundred
franes, had the goblet put in a box,
fllled with cotton, and carrled it off.
His evil plans nobody knew.

Just before reaching I.n Napoule on
his return, as it was getting dark, he

met old Jaques, the servant of the
judge, who was returning from the
fleld. .Jaques wam an entirely good fel-

low, but thoroughly stupld.

“I will glve you a trinkgeld, Jaques,"
said Colon, "if_you will earry this box
to the house of Mcre Manon and leave
it there. And If anyone should notlee
you or should afk you from whom It
comes, tell them that it was glven you
by a stranger. Under no conditlon
diselose my name, or I shall be eternal-
ly angry with yvou.”

Jaques promised, took the trinkgeld
and the box, and set out In the direc-
tion of the little house In the midst of
the olive trees and African acacias.

V.—THE MESSENGER.

Before he arrlved there, his master,
Judge Hautmartin, met him, and in-
qulred:

*Jaques, what are you carrying?”’

"A box for Mere  Manon. But, sir, I
cannot tell from whom.”

“"Why npot?"

"Because, monsleur Colon would he
eternally angry at me.”

"It 1s well that you know how to
keep a secret. Yet It i3 very late.
Give me the box; I am golng to Mere
Mapon’s in the morning. 1 will hand
her the box aond not betray that it
comes from Colon, It will save you
the Irip and serve ams a good excuse."

dajques gave the box to his master,
whom he was acustomed to obey im-
plicitly in everything. The judge car-
rled it to hils rocom and examined it by
the lamp with curiosity. Upon the cov-
er was written neatly: *'To the lovely
and beloved Marletta!* Monzeiu
PBautmartin konew well enough that this
was only a trick of Colin's and that
rome s8ly mallee lurked behind it
‘Therefore he opened the box carefully
to eee If it did not contain a mouse or
a rat, But when he beheld the beauti-
ful goblet, which he had seen at Vence,
he was heartlly afraid. For Monsieur
Hautmartin was perfectly aware of the
righta of the law as well of ‘the ways
that are dark,” He imagined, however,
that Colin Intended to get Marietta in-

to trouble with the goblet. He woula
give out, doubtless, If it were once in

er hands, that it was a present from a
ortunate lover in the city, so that all
righteous people would have to shun
Marietta.. Therefore Monsjeur Haut-
martin, the judge, determined, in order
to destroy all suspiclion, to0 represent
himself a8 the giver of the goblet. Be-
sides, he loved Marietta and would he
only too glad to see whether she would
foliow the preaching of old Fathe:
Gerome toward him: “Children, love
one another!” Ta be sure, Mongjecur
was a child of fifty, and Marietta
thought that the sentence did not ap-
ply to him. Mere Nanon, on the con-
trary, held that the judge was a sen-
wsible child, that he had money and
respect througheut all La Napouls
from one end of the town to' the other.
And when the judge spoke of marriage,
and Marietta ran away through fear,
Mere Manon remalned sitting and ex-
perienced no awe of the tall, venerabte
man. It must be confessed that no
fault could be found with his person.
And though Colin, perhaps, might be
the handsomest man in the town, yet
monsieus, the judge, much surpassed
him In two respects: namely, in years
and in an enormous nose. Yea, this
nose, which ever preceded the judge
like a courler to announce his ap-
proach, was a veritabie elephant among
human noses.

With this elephant. his good inten-
tion and the goblet, the judge went on
the following morning to the house In
the midst of the olive treey and African
acaclas.

"“For the beautiful Marletta.” he be-
lzan, "there Is nothing too costly. Yes-
terday you admired the goblet at Vence.
Allow me, sweet Marietta, to lay both
this and my loving heart at your feet.'”

Mere Manon and Marietta were
charmed and amazed as they beheld
the goblet. Mere Manon’s eyes spark-
led blisesfully, but Marletta turned pale
and said: 'I can accept nelther your
heart nor your goblet.” Then Mere
Manon was angry and cried:

"But I accept heart and goblet. You
goose, how long will you scorm your
fortune? For whom are you waitlng?
Is some count of Provence to make you
his bride that you despise the judge of
La Napoule? I know how to care for
youl better, Monsleur Hautmartin, I
count ft an honor to nie to call. you
my son-in-law.'’

Then Marietta went out and wept bit-
terly, and hated the lovely goblet with
all her heart.

But the judge stroked hie great nose
with his broad hand, and said wise-
Iy: =

“Mere Manon, do not hasten mat-
ters unduely. The lttle plgeon will
yield at last, when she knows me bet-
ter. I am not violent. I undertsand
girls pretty thoroughly, and before a
quarter of a year passes by, I wlit slip
Into Marietta's heart.”

“His nos. is to big for that!” whisp-
ered Marietia, who was listening just
outside the door, and she laughed to
herself. Indeed 2a quarter of a year
slipped away, and Monsleur Hautmar-
tin had not entered her heart, even so
mueh as with the polnt of hls nose.” °~

VI-THE FLOWERS.

But during these three months
Marietta had many other anoyances.
The goblet had caused her much trou-
ble and vexation, ad wlill be seen by
what follows.

For two whole weeks nothing but
this goblet was talked of throughout
La Napoule. Everybody sald it was a
present from the judge and that the
wedding had already been appointed,
But when Marietta solemnly declared
to her companions that she would
drown herself In the bottom of the sea
rather than marry the judge, they only
continued to be more suspliclous than

ever, and teased her by saying: “How

sweet It wilt be to sit in the shadow of
his nose!” This was the flrst vexa-
tion.

In the next place Mere Manon was
thoroughly and cruelly determined; so
she compelled Marietta to go every
morning to rinse the goblet at the
spring and to fill it with fresh flowers.
By thls means shs hoped to accustom
Marietta to the goblet and to the heart
of the glver, But arietta, notwith-
standing, continued hate both gift
and glver, and her task at the spring
became to her a real punishment, Sec-
ond vexatlon.

Then, when she came tothe spring,
regularly twice a week there lay upon
the rock nearby a bunch of the most
beautiful flowers, neatly arranged, and
finely suited to the splendor of the gob-
let. Around the stems she always found
fastened a strip of paper, on which
was written: '"Dear Marletta.” Now
certainly none could be foolish enough
to try to make Marietta belleve that
magieians or fairies were still in the
world. Consequently, the flowers and
the tender address accompanying them
must come from Monsieur Hautmartin.
Marietta would not smell them for fear
lest the 1iving breath of the judge's
nose might still be hovering about
them. She, however, kept the flowers as
they were prettier than fleld flow
and tore the strip of paper into a thou-
sand pieces, scattering them about the
place where the bouguet was accus-
tomed to lle. But that did not In the
least anger Judge Hautmartin, whose
love was evidently as Incomparable af-
ter Its kind as hils nose was after Its
kind. Third vexation.

But at last 1t was discovered In con-
versation with the judge that he was
not the giver of the flowers, Who could
it be then? Marletta was very much
aetonlshed at this ubnexpected discov-
ery. But from that time forth she
rather liked to take the flowers from
the rock, and to smell of them, too;
but who could it be that placed them
there? Marietta was what most maidens
are. of course, not accustomed tu be—
very curious, She hit upon this and that
youth of La Napoule, but she was
never satisfied that her guess was Ccor-
rect. She lingered and listened about
the place late at might; she rose early
in the morning; but she heard or saw
no ope. And vet regularly twice a week
the flowers were there in the morbing,
and wound about them the slip of pa-
per, on which was recorded a sweet
sigh: “Dear Marietta.”” Such a thing
would awaken curlosity |n the most
indifferent maiden. But curiosity at
length becomes a consuming tuiment,
Fourth wvexation. a

VIIL.—EVIL UPON EVIL.

It happened that on Sunday, Father
Jerome preached upon the subject
vWonderful are the dJdispensations of
Heaven.” And the little Marietta
thought, “Will it be in accordance with
the dispensations of heaven that I learn
who the Invisible giver of the flowern.
14, Father Jerome was not wrong.

One summer night when it had been
very warm, Marietta awoke early, and
was unable to go to sleep agaln. Ae-
cordingly she sprang joyfully from her-
bed, just as the first beams of morn-
{ng broke over the blue Mediterranean
and across the Lerinian Isiands to the-
window of her little chamber. 8She
dressed and went out to bathe her face-
and arma in the cool spring; she took
her hat with her that she might walk_
awhile by the sea. She knew where
there wasa a secret place to bathe.

In order to reach this secret spot she-
had to pass over the cliff behind the-

house, and down again past some
pomegranates and palms. Thls time
she wan ubable to get past them. For

under the talleat.and youbgest of the
palms lay a young slim man—near him-
a boquet of lovely fiowers. There wam
likewipe to be meen a strip of white



