6 THE SEMI-MONTHLY MACAZINE SECTION

“Who's that woeman " asked Antomette sharply

“Mow do | know ! A customer, Do 1 ask the
nathe of every eastomer?”

“It 1® not necessary 1o lean over the iable so long
whin you serve a customer,” satd Antoinetie

“A person  musl he !.'I!“". ves 17 suad I':illn
Pochard, “Mon dien! A person Ay will be Inrln(‘
to n bemg that will =it 1 that sun and bay drinks
Thev arve lew enough.”

“Listen! 1 know vou, my feend '™ saul Antowette
warningly.
I'.||-.| Pochnn] took the glhss ol

Mile. Dronin had given Papa Pochard no address;
but that would be hard to explain to Autoinette
Hard? It would be impossible, Not in ten thou-
sand yvears would Antoinette behieve Papa Pochard
when e said he did not know the address. Papa
I'ochard, standing in the middle of the street made
a mental ealenlation of hiz assets and debts, secking
to know how much he would lose 1if he went away

tor ever, then and there, and, perhaps, died glori-
ously m Almers

But winle hie compuated, Antoinettc

Througel
the window Antoinette saw the linssy

sugnred water, amd went out

smile at him as he set the plate e
taining the glnss on the table, and he
brow grew blacker. The woman was
POrring forth a stream of words in o
low voiee; but Papa Pochard said bhut
When he hnd 4-'|-||L'1‘!|. his
enstomer drained ber glass, and Pajpmn
|°-u||¢n|| ||.n:-~1i iito the -||u|-_
“Here! She wanis

;llll'llrpli'lz_“ o apwar ve Nl

one word,

another,” Le saud,
“Thion
sand thanders, but she s one ol the
talkative sort! She wonld bore me to
death with hier chintter, Yom koow the
sort, Uaiard.”

“1 will =serve bey,”
-'nl\“_\.

“But my pet lamb!" ened
Pochard,  “In that
hat 1"

He stood on tiptoe and fook the
bottle from the nowilling hand of
Antoinette, He il not wait for a
-_-|.'|-u-_ 1o Tlnl 'I'iuI lr]nll' !-'iln\\'lr'.:: 'Ilu'
price of the drink, bt darted through the door. A
toineite put her the window and
‘-_\ni lim. e vt the bottle on the iron tahle and
said a few words quickly, and s eustomer poured
a few drops of the liguid and swallowed them, and
Wrose, She sepmind 10 hl‘.-l]:lfl'. then, ll]-t"\l‘i her
purse, and Papa Pochiard backed against the window
<0 a8 to shmt ofl Antomnetie’s view, He slipped his
hand into his Fnu-‘t\i‘f. mattered a “Mered” and =

gard Antoneti

Mapin
-_,'u\\uf‘ Iy that

nose {lat agninst

tered the --|1n]‘.

*Well 7 said Antoinette
satd Papa Pochard, wipi
his forehead “1 am all of a tremble
Antoinette,”

“Prulv!™ said Antoinette scornfully. “Well pre
tended, my friend! Suppose von put your hand o
vour poeket and give me that eard the
von !

LA

"l;u-ul, she 's ool el

See my b

himesy ave

1™ eried Poehard as if with the atmost as
fomishment,

= \h, don't come that over me, von henst ! eried
‘\F."ul!'_l‘l[l' I .”. 11ey tnl\l
Thive free dreinks 1o o bassy, and her cand o

!un‘Ll"I.

She gave von no money
LALLE |
Good! | 'm waiting. Explain vonrsel
“Nery welll” saul Papa Pochand ealmly, 1 will
1 dhid give the ereature thrie drinks.  They
woere i hribe, Cathiard, if vou wish, ||"-||'|'r-| o Arrest
me."

“A bribe? Explain, then,” Antoinet te

“1 hreibed lwr, She was g sierel geent of the o
said Pochined I\I'fia'l‘:‘i_\ “] knew 1t at once,”

“And vou did neot wll me? Poof!™ eried Madany
Pochard georntully

“1 did nol want 1o agitaie you, httle per” saud
Pochard sweetly.

Antometle v [Il‘!l across he bar lll‘.!l ;‘T‘!L-i-(‘ui
Papa Pochard by the eoat collar. Fven thus at a
disadvantage, she shook him until the sons m hs
;uu'krl _1]7|L:|!‘(!. When she released him he sat on
the floor with a suddenness that jarred the walls

“Now, perhaps vou will give we that eard, Papa
Pochard ™ said his wife with o ghitter n
Poshard had eomwe (o Fear
there to vou "

It was not necessary for her fo cone Poehard
renchisd it s tl(rl'l\ll" :\'1'1 held the 1';|.||] I-'“'ﬂl’d
Catlinrd, who took it and laid it on the bar. Madame
ochard tamed 11 aroomd with the Lip of her finger,
and the moment her -';;u!» eVes (i#‘l'l"'.t‘“‘!! i r:r:a!]_\
wiritlen sermpl o [T \I.|l'T(Hl Lo come [ram Iill.'.l:!i II;!'
bar. "apa Pochard did not wai He
on his hands and knees and serambled for the door
There,
Bareheaded and with lus apron Happing, be stood
n the muddle of 1he street,
Mueht o

that ecanl

explaimn,

" <aid

Hew,”

her eves
“Or shall 1 come aronnd

I'hl{l'!l Over
he drew hinself ap and darted ioto the street

‘\"Il]_\ to eontinne his
Pl 1y He koew too well what effeet
Madame Poehand The
the e *Rose Dronin,” and the fuarthe
Drouin dvd “Plas «--‘\\.]ru,'_
There w L=

woitkd have o
cand bhon
informution that Ml
Dt o

haodes, pldmin mending o o il rrss

Papa Pochard was bending over his customer

cate from the wine-shop and, without a glanee n
s direction, sailed majestically down the rue des
Inges. Poehard hesitated until she turned the eor
or, .I‘.ll then he !l-'.l the IIJ'iiltHv ol the street to s
usual traffie. He believed that Cafliard, being ser
ent-de-ville and knowing many things, had known
the address of Rose Drouin and had swven it to los
wife.

But no! Cafiard had never heard of Hose Dironin,

“Thank the good God!" zaid Mapa Pochard for
vently,  “She will only seek o lawyer and lemn
'-\J;I'Hnl"l" shie |:l*- -_'rn:r-..-l~ i o!ﬂ-ll"l'l'. or b iV i L

whip,"

“She w going to the munieipal nurseries,"” sand
Cafliard, “to see about the tree. She was very ealm.”

“Caflard, my old friend,” said Pochard, =<1 will
tell you something 1 have never breathed to An-
'..i|;|1Il|“ I W= ki I|.u'|] ot ol the m 1E|ll !F-J] TIVRIrs) I.l'»-
| was kicked ont Like a dog, And for what? For
~ame boyish prank. For merely eatting my initials
n a saphng chestnnt,  Bot what will Antoinette
sy if she hears this
m her present tem
per? 1 will tell yon
what she will say.
.";lll- \\i” I'\'im! Ine
lib from hmb.”

"\'ulll'\al-.:'.'l‘l';ih-."
said Cafbard, “An
todpette has the
kindest heart 1m-

-"\!h'l].lll'. she loves
Vil "n'u'hlllll. -\lli
friend.”

“Listen ! You saw
s “ua-n' ]'l'lliiill'
she did not pay for
the 1‘1';1!'-L~ she con
sl

“The devil!™
said Caffiard. “You
ireated her, |‘|-_\' g

“Absolutelv! And
\\It} ' I knew e
when | was & boy
Caffiand, I-am fat
an I not? 1 an
hald, am | not ? D
Vil !It'“!‘\'i I was
voung once ™

e \\l“ moxi of us
anre, --.-1‘1'."
Caffiard

shid

are exceptions; but as a rule, yes, one is young nnoee!

“I am no exception,” smd Papa Vochard, “]
was young, ves, and romantic.  Cathard, 1 adored
that Rose. Ol mon Dwew! How 1 thought 1 adorad
her! And what? She would not loak at me, |y
was a hopeless passion, Caffiard, They all teased
about it.”

“All? Wha?" asked Cathiard,

At the nursery,” said Papa Pochard.  *Lisio
Cafllanl, these may be my last words,  Attentin
them, if yon please. 1 was as inno
eenitt as an hoor-old ehiek.  But woule
vuntoinette believe that 1

“Naturally, no!™ =aid Caflion
vshe 18 your wife. | hardly belie
it myself, and I am your best tfriend.

“They all chaffed me, at tle
continued Papa  Pochard;
“and what, when Antomette arrives
there? ‘Pochard? they will s
‘Hippolyte Pochard?  Ah, yes; b
vou have the assurance to come asl
e favors in his nome!  Assured)
we remember him oand  las Wos
Drouin.' What then, Cafflard?”

Catliard smoothed his
thoughtfully.

“She will return and tear you it
small pieces,” he said.

“She will skin me alive,” said 'ax
Pochard. “Infernal fate, to bring Ros
Dronin here this very day! Did yo
see our love talk 7"

“Beyoud question,” said Calliard,

. n
“ET108,

moustae e

“And what did she say?' evied
Papa Pochard. “She  said: It "
vou, Pochard? Tiems! but yvou L
erown fat! And bald! Who wouls

ever think you eould become sueh o
Thank the saints |
never listened to vou, Pochard, An
you married? AN, 1 pity the poo
womnan that has to gaze on yvou epel
day!"  That was her love talk!  Ap
for that I must feed myself to the fishes.”

He seated himsell’ gloomily on one of the chinirs
hwfore the ehess table ]u-lnn- the bar :m-L it
his head in his bands, wept. Buot when at lenw
he raised his head and wiped his eyes, it was 1o <
Antoivette in the doorway an Antainetie radia
md smiling.  He ecould not believe lhis eves

“Your Caffiard, with Lis influenee!” shie eried
v eliekle of Joy, “1'm the all-wonderinl
Look, Papa Pochand, vour tree!”

'apa Pochard looked He conld hardly beliov

‘l'_‘|_\ ulni t-lill'_'l l'.'

I8 (EVes Four greal horses wore drawing a hi
trnek to the enrh, and on the ek was a tree, A
l'.l-]_\. H |l“f1':: SRInis wére -':‘u\-lllil::' ;AIH’I wl LA A

the street. A wenry pedestrian, with iy i

inble silky beard and silk hat, drvopped into o
the ehmirs at one of the ywvon tables hetore 1hi
<shop, glad 1o have something 1o see,

irans stopped.  In a rrw.:-.;‘_ all the

Other pads

|:[l.1|||-~ Wiy

filled, and the neighhoring shopkeepers eame 1o e
doors 1o lonk on.

It was an event in the rue des Anges, the coming of Papa Pochard's tree
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