G THE SEMI-MONTHLY MACAZINE SECTION

SWhia's thint woran ¥

“How do | know! A
TR ai every custonel ,'"

il A TR necessary Lo lean over the table so long
when Vo serve o eustomer,” suid Antoinetie,

“A person must be polite, ves?" said Papn
Pochnrd. “Mon dies! A person may well be polite
to n being that will sit in that son aud buy drinks
They are few onough.”

“Pasten! 1 know yon, my friend ™ saud Antomette
W J\I'Ililli."l\'.

Papan Pochard took the glass ol

adked Antoinette sharply.,
vustomer., Do | ask the

Mile. Drouin had given Papa Pochard no address;
but that would be hard to explain to Antoinette
Iard? 1t would be impossible, Not in ten thou-
st yeurs would Antoinette believe Papa Pochard
when he said he did not know the address. Papa

Pochard, standing i the middle of the street made
o mental caleulation of his nssets and debts, seeking
to know low much he would lose it he went away
for ever, then amd there, and, perhaps, died glori-
onsly in Algiers.

But while he compted, Antoinetto

stgnred waler, and went out, Throneh
the window Automelte saw the Inssy
sinile ol him as he set the ||[;|I|' i
tinming the glass on the table, and hey
hrow grew blacker,  The woman was
pouring Lorth a stream ol words in o
fow voiee; but Papa Pochard said b
one word,  When he bad spoken, his
customer dreained her glass, and Papn
Mochard darted into the kllu‘r_

“Herve! She wants another.” he said,
“T'lion
sand thunders, but she s one of the
talkative sort! She wonld bore me o
death with her ehiatter. You know the
sort, Uafliarvd."”

“1 will serve her,”
voldly.

“Bat my pet
Pochard., “In
hat

ITe stom] on Ii|llm' and took 1he
hottle from the nwnwilling  hand  of
Auvtoinetie,  Tle dul not wait For a
vloss, nor for the plate showing the
peiee ol the deink, bat darted through the door, An
toinette put her nose flat agningt the window and
eved hime e pat the bottle on the ivon table and
snid a few words quickly, and his enstomer ponred
i few drops of the Bguid and swallowed them, and
nrose.  She

aliempiing to apgway voxand

snid Antoinetts

Inmh!"
that

eried  Papn
gown? In thai

secmed 1o hesitate; then, -||u-1|m| her
pirse, and Papa Pochard hacked against the window
=0 08 to shut off Antoinette’s view. He slipped his
||J||||| il'llu liis I‘ut].lli_ THIIH-"I'MI ] “Weres" :|.|||1 (a1
tered the shop.

“Well 7 saud Antoinette,

“Cood, she'’s gone!™
his Toreliead,
Antoinette,”

“Pruly 1" said Antoinette scornfully.  “Well poe
tended, my friend! Suppose you put vour hand i
vour poeket and wive me that eard the houssy onve
you !

“Cand 1 evied Poelined ns ol
tonishment.

“Abl, don't come that over me, yon heast ! eried
Antoinette. “1 i no fool.  She gave von no money.
Theee free drinks to o hossy, and her card o you

saul Papn Poehard, wiping
“T am all of o tremble, Nee my hand,

with the ulmost as

pockel, Good! 1'm waiting, Explain _\n1||'-.|-li""
“Nery well," said l':lll:] Pochard enlmly, =1 will
explain. | did give the eventare three drinks.  They

were o hribe,
me,"

“A bribe?  Fxpdain, then” said Aitainette

“1 hreibed her. She was o seeret agent of the po
B, sand Pochned brazenly, 1 koew it at onee,”

“And you did ot tell me?  Poot'!™ eried Madam;
Poehard seorntully,

S did not want to agitate you, little pet.” said
Pochavd sweetly,

Antoinette reached across the bar and grasped
Papie Pochiard by the coat collar.  Fven thus at a
dhisndvantage. she shook him until the sous in s
pocket jingled.  When she relensed him he sat on
the tloor with a suddenness that jarred the walls,

“Now, perhaps yon will give me that eard, Papa
Pochard,” said hixs wit'e with a glitter in her eves
Pochard had eome to fear.  “Op shall 1T come aronnd
there to yvou "

It was nol necessary Pochard
veiched into his pocket and held the card toward
Caflined, whao took it and laid it on the bar., Madame
Pochard turied 3t around with the tip of her finger.
and the mwoment her sharp eves deciphered the neatly
wriltten secipt she started to come from behind the
bar. PMapa Pochard did not wail. He rolled over
on his hands and knees and sevambled for the dom
'['Iu'u-‘ he drew hinself ny and darted wmto the street
Barcheaded and with his apron fHapping, be stood
i the middle of the street, rendy to continue his
thight it pecessary e knew ton well what effect
Phat  end Madame Pochard, The
ecard bhore the nume “Rose Dreonin,” wnd the Purther
inlormation that MUe, Drouin did =1ai
bitkton hodes, plain mending™  There was ro ad Tress

Calined, iF von wish, procesd to arrest

for her 1o come,

h\‘ill]li IIAI\!' "W

<ewing,

Papa Pochard was bending over his customer

came from the wine-shop and, without a glanee in
liis direetion, sailed majestically down the rue des
Lnges. Pochard hesitated until she turned the eor
ner, and then he lett the middle of the street to ils
ustual traftic.  He believed that Caffiard, being ser
gent-de-valle and knowing many things, had kuown
the address of Rose Dronin and had given it to his
wile,

Bt no! Cafiard had never heard of Rose Drouin.

“Thank the good God!" said |':|le1 Pochard fer-
vently. “She will only lawyer and leam
whether shie has grounds for divoree, or buy a horse
whip."

“She s going to the munieipal
Uaflard, “to see about the tree.  She was very calm.”

“Cafliard, my old friend,” saul Pochard, <1 will
tell you something 1 have never breathed to An-
toinette, | was kicked ont of the munieipal nurseries,
| was kicked ont like a dog. And for what? For
wome boyish prank, For merely entting my initials
on a sapling ehestunt,  But what will Antoinette
~ay if she hears this
in her present tem-
per? 1T will tell yon
whal she will say.
She will rend e
limh from limb."”

“Youexaggerate,”
said Cafliard, “An-
toinette  lins the

seek A

nurseries,” saiid

kindest heart 1m-
azinable, She loves
Vi, "ul‘lullnl. u|t|

friend.”

“Listen! You suw
this Rose Dronin?
she did not pay for
the drinks she eon
siumed.”

“The devill"
said Caffiard. “You
treated her, hey "

"‘\h.-ulllll‘:_\ fAnd
why? | kinew L
when | was a boy
Caflined, 1-am fal
g | not? 1 oan
hald, am | not? Do
vourt believe |
voung ooee !

“Well, most of us
ure,
Caftiard

Wil

suid

ones,”

are exceptions; bnt as a rule, ves, one 1s voung onee !

“1 am no exeeption,” said Papa Pocbard. “I
was young, yes, and romantie, Cailiard, 1 adored
that Rose. Oh, mon Diew! 1Mow 1 thoueht 1 adoved
her! And what? She would not look at me. 1t
was a hopeless passion, Cafliard.  They all teased me
abont it."

SAI? Who?" asked Caflinrd.

“At the nursery,” saul Papa Poclned,
Calined, these may be iny last words,
them, o yon please, |
pont as an hour-old eliek,
Antomette believe that

“Naturally, said  Cafliard,
“Bhe is vour wite. I hardly believe
it myself, and 1 am your best friend.”

“They all chaffed me, at the nur-
series,”  continued Papa  Pochard;
“and what, when Antoinette arvives
there? ‘Pochard? they will say,
‘Hippolyte Pochard?  Ah, ves; hul
you have the assurance to come usk
ing favors in his name!  Assuredly
we remember him oand  his Hoss
Drouin.!  What then, Catfiard ¥

Cafiard smoothed his
thought fully.

“She will return and tear yon info
small pieces,” he said,

“She will gkin me alive,” said Pajn
Pochard. “Intfernal fate, to bring Rose
Dronin heve this very day! Did you
see our love talk ?”

“Beyond question,” said Caliard.

“And what  did she say ?" eried
Papa Pochard. “She  sand: ‘It 's
vou, Pochard?  Tions! but you hav
etown fat!  Aod bald! Who wonld
ever think youn eould beecome such an
ugly old codger? Thank the saints |
never hstened (o you, Pochard., Arve

vou marvied?  Ah, T pity the pom

woman that hoas to gaze on you each

day ! That was her love talk! Andd
for that I must feed myself to the fishes,"

He seated himself gloomily on one of the elinirs
betore the chess table before the bar and, putting
his head in his hands, wept, But when at length
hie raised his head and wiped his eyes, it was (0 se
Antoinette m the doorway an Antoinetie radiant
and smiling. He eonld not believe his eves,

*“Nour Caffined, with his influence !™
v chuekle of joy. “1'm the
Look, Papa Pocharvd, your tree

Papa Pochard looked.

Ly EVen

“Lislen,
Atention (o
Wis s o

But wonld

o !“

monstaclios

shie |'l-"|l'l| willi
all-wonderful bemg!

T

He conld hardly helieve
Four great horses were deawinge a hneo
truck to the eurb, and on the frock was o tree, Al
!!'Jll|}.. a dozen gaming were eavorting and \\hmq-i:r_'
i the street. A weary pedestrian, with the inevi
tuble silky bheard and «ilk hat, dvopped into one of
the ehairs al one of the ivon tables hetore the
shop, gind to have something 1o see,
trinns stopped.  In a minute, all

wine
(M hop lwn]-'-
the tables were

filled, and the neighboring shopkeepers came to theiy
doors 1o look on.

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




