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PAPA POCHARD'S TREE ¢

by ELLIS PARKER BUTLER.
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LL THE SAME,” said Papa Pochard,
“it shows what this republie is coming

A to. Pack of monkeys! Voilal”
| Catiard, the sergemt-de-viile,
smoothed his little black monstaches as
Papa Pochard spoke, and then raised
his right hand with much the same gesture that he
used when stopping the street traflic to allow the

eross fraflic to pass,

“All the same, Pochard, yvou shonld not say such
things,” he saud waringly., “The republic is the re
publie, after all.”

YAk, la la!” said Papa Pochard., “1 say what |
please, The day of Mademoiselle Guillotine is past,
1% il nol T What da 1 enre for yonr Marieanns
vepubliec? What s
mot her, Lok ol my

ALLLEY
\ pu[h-iilu_" old grand
tree, Caliard, and then fell

she?

me "

Papa Pochard was the proprietor of the narrow
little wine-=hop of the rue des Anges. Yon conld
sl glass of white wine there for five sous il
tasted like artificial vinegar— and on pleasant days
vou could sit at one of the three small iron-topped
tubles on the walk before the shop, and drink what
vou pleased, from grenadine to fery brandy, each
drink gerved on a coarse stone-china plate with the
vost of the drink printed on its surface, A fine
chestnnt  tree had stood before Papa Pochard’s
wine-shop, shading the tables from the afternoon
sun. The tree hnd been Papa Pochard’s hest husiness
asset, hetter even than his Antoinette; for a man
can gel anothey wife without mueh trouble. But as
for getting another tree! Devil's own work !

In fact, Papn Pochard was angry for that very
reason; the eity of Paris had allowed his free to
die — hiz tree, of all the trees
in Paris! And then what 7 Day
ter day, the grent trucks
passed down the rue des Anges
bearing trees from the maniei-
pal  narseries;  but did
'1|'-_', L;|.|F| hetore ]'.\"It 1 ol

nevey

wd's shop. (o replace his tree
\r"!

Day after day, as the three
ton tables the hlis
tering suan, the lhittle, dark, ro-
tund Papa Pochayd stewed with
them until he was at the borst-
e ‘ntllll. No one \lu‘|.|n| sta)y
to it at the iran tables nnder
Papa Pochard's lealless tree, He
srew hitter against the author
ties, agaiist the @ty and the
state guite impartially.
They were all i one pot,

It is not alene that a leatles< (vee horms
trade, driving old the b
eafé on the corner; but a Parvision loves
his tvee, you nnderstand.  Each time
comes to his --||u;r door, he J.'llllu‘t'.- el
boughs.  And Hippolyte had named his wine-shop
“The Wineshop of the Green Tree, Hippolyle
Pochard, Proprietor.” The dead tree was an insult,
nothing less. And the more beeause Hippolyte had
himsell' worked in the municipal nurseries hefore his
anele died and left him the small sum necessary to
start the Wine-shop of the Green Tree. He knew
all abont my friend, Certainly!
Reprobate of 4 government !

Madame |'m"u||-| Aidoinette Flambeau she had
heen before lies was  nol unl‘\' stouler
than her plumgp little husband, but taller by a head
and a hialf. Even as o givl, she had been called “The
Horse” as a nick-name, and it was her magnificent
proport ions that had capt ivated lli[l[lnl_\'h' Pochard.
He saw at once that she would make a superb fligure
behind a bar, and he had annexed her in almost the
sume spirit that he had chosen the wine-shop., Bul
despite the businesslike method of his choosing,
Papa Pochard had been faithful; indeed, his faith-
fulness was like that of a dog to its master, and il
was well it was so, for Antoinette was of all women
the most jealous,

To the nnthinking i
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might have seemed strange

that any one should ever be jealous of Papa Pochard.
He was not, viewed front, back or sideways, a hand-
some mat.  There was nothing of the gay eavalier
nhont him. Bat as Antoinette grew stonfer and
stouter and developed a well-defined monstache nbove
her month and one double ehin after another below,
Papa Pochard heeame more and more precious Lo
her, She was not of o elass that hesitates {o choose
again, it deserted by a fivst love: but each day told
Antoinette she was favther from youthfulness;
was no longer of the choosing age: ndeed, she was
never likely to be chosen again, and she watched lest
Papa Pochiard steay away.,  He was her all,

Cadlard, wiping s moustaches daintily on  the
|I'.ll'!v\ -I'I |III.- IHHL\L Tlll'f,lll L1 I}n

*Pormit me (o advise vou, old one? he asked
“Da not revile the Fovernment. Me? 1 am oa double
locked tomb, But " e shrngeed his shonlders,
“Who knows?  There are flies everywhere, \‘ml,
Pochard, have worked in the muonicipal nuorseries.
Try your influenee there.”

“1 have told him that a thousand times,”
Antoinel te,

“1 have no influence,” said Pochard stubboruly.
“I was a pruner, What influence has a pruner, ten
vears after?”

“Cameraderiels Does that count for nothing, liey
nsked Caffiard. “Try it."”

“I will not try it!” said Pochard angrily.

“YVery good, then,” said Cafflard. “I have som
influence, perhaps. 1 shall use it.”

Papa Pochard; for all that he seemed so unrenson
able to Caffiard and Antoinette, was right in think-
ing he had no mfluence with the managers of the
municipal nnrseries. He had not left the nurseries
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‘It shows what this republic s coming o

He hind been Kieked
Personally, be thought it an in
Justice; but it was a fact, and in his heart he be
lieved the government had never forgotten, It had
waited long for its revenge, and now it had come
It iguored his tree. As a matter of fact the city of
Paris does not like to transplant trees in midsummer
But Papa Pochard knew that replanting was done
in summer when necessity called, 1f the tree did
not put forth new leaves in the spring. it was re-
placed, no matter when, Put this had been a hard
vear on trees, and the authorities had had all they
could do to replace those on the more important
thoroughfares. The tree before Papa Pochard's
little shop had been duly noted as dead, and all th
manifold orders and reqguisitions ssaed, ol sipned

ul lus free wall out of thew,

to use his idiom.

Vaila !

“n

wnd countersigned, and
filed, within a week
after the leaves begea
to wither: but the task
of keeping the great
avennes  and ol
vards  comely, natn
rally took precedence,
and Papa Pochard’s
tree hd been neglected
Catlined's
Hot

mifluenee
ur'ent, I
deed, he had
mgly overcestimated i
whien ([T .‘|III| it
“wome,” He had
all, His efforts were em
respondingly limited. The
consisted in '-ll_'\iﬂ!..' to his
brother “I'his
Papa Pochard; he is erazy
to have a new
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Running as if Satan were

tree helore ot his hools

I wish he had it
He talks of nothing else,” 8o, when, o woeek Inter,
he entered Papa Pochard's shop, he shook hisg head

“No o tree vel, Pochard 7 he asked.

“You ean see for vourself, Cathard,” said Pochiard
“No tree,  The government is votten all throngh.™

“Listen, my friend,” said Cafliavd.  “You should
Tl I‘(]tl'['h-i such sentiments to i : ol :||l Ii!'lllil!'_ |
am your friena, ves! But I am a policeman, also
It is my duty to make information when 1
seditions sentmments, I 1 do not, | mangle my
sense of duty; il 1 do, 1 trample on my fondest ai
feetion, To put it mildly, Poelinrd, von are erneif’y
g me sixteen times a day.”

“Get me my tree!™ said Pochard stubbornly.

lis shop,

“I am trving to,” said Cailiard, =1 am working
day and night,  Observe! 1 am almost o wreek, |
nm working for your tree so tervifieally.  In the

.

meanw hile
“In the meanwhile shot wp, Pochoard, yon talk oo
mueh,” said Antoinetie,
“Iy the meanwhnle,” smd Collined, “lel
ol you, my
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e ey
friend, to see the managers of the nur

not.  That bas been said.

will say it ten thousand

shouted Pochned.

Very well,” said Antomnetie, “if you desive
tir b rluan‘\, be onee, |'I'||-u Pochnrd
I will see the managers of the nur
series myself."”

lostantly, Papn Pochard’s  face

changed, From owl it tarned purple,
wid  then beeaine  white — white as
ashes,  He put out his hand and

\'Illlilll“ll " nrm,

“My ddewr Little white pigeon, 1 beg
al vou, ne!™ e pleaded; but she
<hook his hand from her arm.

“Some one mnst be the man here,”
she said. “Are we to live and di
without a tree? Wateh the shop, and
it I eateh you talking to any fine lady
when 1 retuen, look ont for yoursell,
my pet!”

She retived 1o the back room, wiaeh
Wils ||I||1ur. hn-|| Ml l\l’ni l{ll|<||al|| i|
ane, and when she returned she had donned her best
and her hat,  Caflined leaning
the bar,

“Where 's Pochard " she asked sharply, and Caf
flard moved his head toward e |i|m[‘.|n indicale
that Paps Pochard had a outside. An
toinette stepped behind the bar and looked through
the t||m.:_\ panes of the window. A frown brought
her heavy evebrows together. “You see!” she said
“The moment T am out of sight "

Papa Pochard was bending over liis euslomer, aud
the customer woman. He might have been
At v rale, the moment he looked
up and ennght Antoluette’s eve he hastily adjosted
s nnpkin across i

“ Another grenadin
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I say it
times!’
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