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paper, upon which presumably another
aigh was recorded. How could Marletta
get by?

She remained standing and her llmba
trembled with fear., Bhe was on the
point of returning to the Thouss.
Bearcely had she taken two stens back-
ward when she looked around at the
sleeper and remained ptandtng agaln.
But from that distance she could not
recognlze his face. But now or never
wias the mystery to be solved. She
tripped lightly nearer to the palm, but
It seemed as If he moved. Marletta
again started on a run for the house,
‘but hils moving was only an illuslion of
Marletta's fear. Agaln she retraced her
steps townard the palm, but he milght
perhaps be feigning sieep, She fled
again in the direction of home, but who
will fear because of a mere perhaps?
She retook her way to the palins.

In this wavering of her ttmid and
eager soul between fright and curlosity.
in this triplpng back and forth between
the palms and heme, she had ap-
proached each time a few steps nearer
the sleeper, while at the same time her
curjosity was gaining the victory over
her fear.

"How does he concern me, anyway?
My path simply leads me past him,
‘Whether he sleeps or wakes, I am go-
Ine on,”

Thus thought Mere Manon's daugh-
ter. She did not get part, however, but
stopped opposite; for one must see the
face of a glver of flowers, just to he
certain. Meanwhlie he was sleeplng an
If he had not enjoyed sound siumber for
a month. Who was it? Now who elze
do you suppose it should be but the
archvllllan Colin.

It had been him, then, who, out of|to Father Jerome.
longstanding enmity., had caused the| gngd early he shall

B0 much vexation witth the
preacher, and had brought her Inte
troublesome relatlone with Hautmar-
tin: it had been him who had gone anqg
teaped her with flowers In order to
torture her curiosity, Why? He hatea
Marjetta. He always betrayed his jill-
will toward the poor girl In company
in an unpardonable manner. He got
away If he could, and if he couldn't he
annoyed the gentle little girl. He was
talkative, friendly and agreeable to all
the girls of L.a Nopoule except Mariet-
ta. Think of it! He had never asked
her to dance with him once, and she
danced most charmingly.

Now there he Iay, betrayed, en-
trapped. Vengence awnakened in Marl.
etta’s breast. What injury could she
do him! BShe took the boquet of tlow-
ers, untied them and scattered with
righteous anger his present scornfutly
over the mleeper. Rut Lthe paper on
which was recorded the sigh. "Dear
Marjetta!” she kept and thrust it quick-
1y in her bosonm. She would presarve
this proof of his handwriting for future
ure. Marletta was sharp. S8S8he was
about to go. But her vengeance dina
not appear to be satisfiled. She could
not leave the place without punishing
Colin's bareness with a similar one. 8he
tore from her hat the sllk vielet-colored
ribbon and wound it gently around the
arm of the sieeper and parsed |t around
the tree, tying Colin to the palm with
three firm knots. If he should awake
now, how astonished he should be! Now
his curiosity would keep htm on the
rack to learn who had played him this
trick. That, he could not possibly guess.
It merved him right.

Marietta was altogether too lenient
toward him. She seemed to repent of

Eentte girl

her work as soon as she had fintshed ijt. .

Her heart throbbed violently. I even
belleve that tears came to her eyes
which were resting pitifully on her
criminal, Slowly she went back to the
pomegranate on the cliff, all the time
looking cautiously around her; slowly
she ascended and looked agaln under
the palm. Then she hastened away as
“whe heard the call of Mere Manon.

| old man can hear nothing.

VIIIL—THE RIBBON.

But on that selfsame day Colin
played a new trick. What did he do?
He openly undertook to dlsgrace the
poor little Marletta. Ah! she had never
once supposed that anyone in La
Napoule would recognize her wtolet-
colored ribbon. But Colln knew It only
too well. He wound It proudly about
his hat, and wore it where everybody
might see It, as a prize. And every-
one, youths and maidens, cried: "It
Iz Martetta's!"" and all the glirls cried:
“The wretch!” And all the young men
who enjoyed looking at Marletta, cried;
"The wretch!”

“How 1is this, Mere Manon? crled
Monsjeur Hautmurtin, as he entered
her house, and he cried so loud that it
resounded strangely In his great nose,
"How is this? Will you permlit that?
My afflanced presents the young renter,
Colin, with the rlbbon from her hat.
It 18 high tlme that we celebrate the
marriage. It has come to such a pass
that it Is my right to speak.”

“You are right,” answered Mere
Manon. “If matters stand 8o, the
wedding must take place Immediately.

Thkls s too much, altogether too
much."'”
“But Mere Manon, your daughter

#till refuses me her consent,’
“Simply prepare the wedding feast.”
“But she will not even once look

upon me kindly; and if I sit down by

her, the little witech jumps up and runs
away."

“Nevertheless, Mosleur Hautmartin,
prepare the weddlng feast.”

“"But tf Marletta persists in re-
fusing 2"
"We will Burprise her, We will go

On Monday bright
perform the mar-
riage. We will bring him to it. I am
her mother, You are the htghest
magistrate tn La Napoule. He must
obey. But AMarietta must know noth-
ing whatever of ft. Monday morning
early I will 8end her to Father Jerome,
all alone, on an errand, that she may
suspeet nothing. Then the priest will
talk with her confidentlally. Shortly
we will arrive. Then quickly to the
altar. And then if Marietta sttll In-
slat upon saying no, what of it? The
But until
then pilence to Marletta and all La
Napoule.

There the matter rested. Marletta
did not so much as dream of the fate
which awalted her. 8he thought only
of the villainy of Colin who had made

t her thé topic of conversatijon with the

people of the whole place. Oh, how
she repented her thoughtlessness In re-
gard to the ribbon! Yet in her heart
she forgave the wretch his offense.
Marietta was far too good. She said
to her mother, she said to all her com-
panions: "Colln found my rlbbon,
whtch I had lost. I did not give it to
him. Now he wtshes to tease me
with ft. You now very well that
Colin has always been unkind toward
me and has always sought occaslon to
vex me!"

Ah, the poor child! Bhe did not know
of the new horror whch the maliclous
tellow was meditating.

IX.—THE GOBLET BROKEN.

In the early morning Marietta went
with the goblet to the spring. Yet
there were no flowers on the rock. It
was doubtless too early; the Bun was
acarcely up out of the sea.

Steps rustled behind her. It was
Colin coming; in his hand were the
flowers. Marietta’s cheeks became
blood-red. Colin stammered: “Good
morning, Mariettan.,” But the greeting
did not come from his heart; he was
searcely able to express the words,

“Why do you wear my ribbon so0
publlely, Colln?’* said Marletta,,and she
et the goblet on the rock. *“I did not
give It to you.'

dear
evi-

“You did not give 1t 'to
Marietta? and he became
dently from internal anger.

Marietta was ashamed of her false-
hood; her lids dropped and she sgald
after a while: "I gave it to you; yet

me,
pale,

you should not wear It s0 Iin view.
Give it back to me.”

Then he slowly unfastened it; hls
anger wag, evidently, so pgreat that

he could not keep the teara from his
eyes nor the sigh in hts breast.

“Marietta, dear, let me keep your
ribbon!" he aaid softly.

"No," she answered.

Then his concealed anger passed in-

to desperaton. With a sigh, he looked
into the sky, then sorrowfully upon
Marlettn,who atood quetly and gently
by the spring with downcast eyes
and arms hanging by her alde.

He wound the violet ribbon around
Marietta, who stood qutetly and gent-
ly by tbe spring with downcast eyes
the bouquet and cried: "Take them
all then,” and he flung the Howers so
knavishly at the goblet that it fell
from the rock and broke In pleces.
Then he fled exultlngly.

Mere Manon, concealed behind a
window, had heard and seen all. But
when the goblet broke, sight and hear-
tng both falled her. 8he was hardly
able to speak for horror. And when
she pressed herself forcibly into the
narrow window to ery after the flee-
ing criminal, she tore the window loose
from the crumbling stones, so that It
fell with a great crash upon the
ground and went to piecea,

25 much misfortune would have
shaken any other woman from her
composure. But Mere Mahon soon re-
covered herself.

“Lucky chance, that I was witness
of his crime!’ she cried; "he must be
brought before the Jjudge. For the
goblet and the window he shall pay
their weight in gold. That wlill give
vou a rlch portlon, Mariettat’"

But when DMarletta brought in the
pieces of the broken goblet, when Mers
Manon saw the lost paradise; the
good Adam without a head; and only

the 1imbs of Eve, rtanding firm; the
serpent trlumphing, uninjured; the
tiger unharmed; but the little lamb

vantshed all except his tall, as §f the
tiger had swaltowed him! then Mera
Manon broke out, roaring at the ac-
cursdness of Colin, and said: :

"It is easy to mee that the devil had
a hand In this'"

X.—THE TRIAL.

Mere Manon took the goblet in one
hand and Marletta by the other, and
about nine o’clock went to where Mon-
sleur Hautmartin was wont to hold

court. With loud c¢rying she lald her
oomplaint before him, showing the
broken goblet and the lost paradise.

Marlietta wept bitterly.

The judge, when be saw the broken
goblet and his lovely bride-elect In
tears, worked himself up to such a
pitch of anger that his nose became as
purple as Marletta's famous rlbbon.
He commissioned his bailiffs to bring
in the offender with all possible dis-
pateh,

Colln came in deep contritlon. With
such eloguence Mere Manon how re-
peated her complaint in the presence
of the judge, his baliliffs, and the
clerks. But Colin heard nothing. He
went up to Marletta and whispered:
“Forgive me, dear Marietta, as [ for-
glve you. I did not break your goblel
intentionally; but you—you have brok-
en my heart.”

““What does that whispering mean.
there?” cried Monsieur Hautmartln
the complaint against you, and offer
your defense.*

"I have no defense to make. I broke
the goblet agaknst my will,’” answered
Colin.

"That I firmly belleve,” snid Marlet-
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