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ine and would come forth to be pre-
sented,

He did not.

There was merely Peter who played
on in a faptastic fashion, meant to be
alluring, couxing, cenclusive, expletive
of the dominant sex coming into all its
own,

“Not jesting? the Httle wife said
with a falling inflection; the bhusband
shook his head

“It was absolutely you those days in
YWiushington

"YQS."

~“And.you mever told me the truth?’

“No.”

*“Why not? Slowly and painfully
the words were spoken.

“Recause he cried out gleefully,
“Lecanse with your adorable perver-
sity I mizht have lost you #f I had.™

“PBut the truth!”™ she exclaimed with
the reverential reproach of a child.

“It went by the board, I'm afrald.”
He lzid the viglin in the niche in the
wall, **Come, little lady, I"ve not had
my kiss,” be put out his arms.

“put Betty hung back. *“Don't you

remember 1 said I'd bave to send you |

jring if you'd been n musieal man?"

“Yes, of course 1 do, and for that rea-
son 1 never
that hour to this
now, dear. and you won't be so foolish
as not to want me to amuse myself
with my bow awhile every day?

Mrs. Van Zandt did not ansWer.

Shaddle coughed discreetly just then
as he emerzed from the dining room te
announce that dinner was served.

It was a curions meal. The mistress
polite, even amlable, with & sad sub-
mission in her speech and manner: the
young husband overgay, Yet triumph-

apt. He had ideas of being lord and |

master in his own honse, his own pur-
suits, his own ways;: adoring ber none
the less, but filled with the pious and

perfect theory of man's supegior wis- |
dom and the duty of hushands to seell

that they were pot too easy in even
the sweetest of truces.

And Betty?

It all
The silver, the
brass candlesticks,
bearth. the family portraits, the bril-
Liant posy of a centerpiece, her own
furbelows, the clink of the wineginss-
es, the soft tread of Shaddie and Sup-
ple—to her ol these were -nothing else
than a devastation. but the wreck of

the tall old

crystal

wrecks was the-overthrow of her own |

supremacy, that in which be had most
minutely taught her to implicitly be-
lieve, swept to bits hy this violin.

So it is—first we play at love; then a
little ‘later maybe we jearn to piay
with jove. later on perbaps love plays
with us, and by and by, if we are not
too spent. when the most beautiful
thing in the world comes our way,
that second glorigus, conscious coun-
gunering vouth of power, wg become
one with love, and it is very well with
us.
What does mascnline oneand-twenty
Enow of the magnificent pulsations of
twice his years? What does fair femi-
niue seventeen Epow of the later har-
vest of spiendid, fraition that comes to
the woman of seventeen more years
her senior? Little Indeed.

So. quite seemingly submissive, full
of daintiness and courtesy on the
wife's part. guite charming. gentle, a
Lit nettled, but self satisfied in his po-
sition and glad all was over with and
df.‘-‘&-ﬂ';&t'd‘ on
ner wias eaten

Shaddle in the resesses of his pantry
tapped Miss Supple on the shonlder,
jerked hiz thumb townrd the dining
room, his psually immovable counte-
nance all an {pterrogation point.

Bridget Supple, nodding sagely, said
in her emphasis a_ mnote of wholesome
warning:

“Thut's married life, Mr. Shaddle.”

CHAPTER V.
Where Betty Went.

Van Zamwie*

tonched my violin from |
You're safely mine |

looked like a wreck to ber. |

g logs on the I

busband’s, the din- |

Peter. whom sbe had looked up to
and reverenced; Peter. whom she bad
so joyvusly vowed to “obey;” Peter,
to have played her a subterfuge, a
trick. and then to laugh at bher and
thiak to coux ber lnto a reconcilintion
with the noise she detested and which
grated on her soul as the saw might
grate on raw fesh.

By daylght Betty kuew wbat sbe
‘must do. It would be done quietly and
without speech. Words she and Peter
must not buve. At the breakfast table
sbe was as usual, a bit grave, but not
more so than he could account for to
bimself as being relevant to a young
wife's awakenlog In the fact that her
every caprice could mot be regarded
with too much veneratlon.

Peter bad come out Into the garden
to find ber for goodby, however, when
he was starting for downtown.

Betty was cutting flowers, blg crim-
son dahlias apd marigolds and sprays
of asparagus, and she made the blith-
est figure in her flowered frock with
a little cape of Shetland wool about
ber sboulders, all her curls blowing.
ber eyes overbrilliant with the wake-
fulness of the past night, her cheeks
aflame with fever.

“But you are the lovelliest girl that
ever lived!" he exclaimed. staring st
| his wife, hat In band. *Betty. do you
| know how beautiful you are?”

{ She nodded. *“Yes. exactly.”

| “We will go to the Ogzden's party
| tonight, don’t forget. don't tire your-
| self. 1 want them to see you as you
| look mow, | shall be so proud of you!"
{ She glanced up at him, laughed a
| little and turned to ber flowers. That
| was the gist of it. A beantifuol woman
{ to be vain of. Her lips did quiver, but

| with superb pride she turned the quiv-
er into mirth.

“Kiss me goodby,” he asserted
| *“Not out here.”

“Come in the house. then.”

“No. Goodby. Peter.” She did not
even extend her band.

“Is it because of the violin?" be
laughed.

*“1 expect s0.”
posies.

“Now, Betty. look here, dear. If a
man can't have the freedom of prac-
ticing a bit on a favorite instroment in
| bhis own bome, you Enow, it's not rea-
| sonable.”
| *“It doesn't sound reasonable,” she
| answered.

. “Well. then?" with considerable Im-

| patience as he pulled out his watch.

'i Betty's pretty sboulders went up a
trifie, her head went to one side. She

| was choosing apparentiy whether to
put one more dahlia in her bouquet or
not. She did not look at Peter. If she
had, tears would bave scalded her eres,

: brave bonny eyes with the sun shining

' on them.

| *Will you kiss me or won't you?" he

| asked with an angry emphasis.

! His wife shook her head. And Peter

| went down to Nassau street

| As soon as the front door had closed

Betty sprang to her feet, the flowers

fell to the path, she was indoors and

the morning paper in ber band in less
{time thap it occupies to set it down.
| The shipping list was scanned. The
| Spain salled the following day "at 6

a. m. for Havre. Passengers must be
' on board the night before.”
| Mrs. Vag Zandt went upstairs. Two
| of ber trunks—the “Paradise trunks”
| Peter had called them—still stood in
her little dressing room, a few trifles
| still remaining there to be takdn out
| Inside of three bours she had packed
| them and a valise with her clothing
' and a few small belongings. She had
| ordered the coupe, dressed. driven to
the steamship office, engaged passage
and statercom under her maiden fiame,

Sbe was sorting her

| driven back to the double house, or-

dered dinner and gone out again, this
time on foot.

Into East Tenth street to order a

| conch from the livery stable she knew

was there: this done, Mrs. Van Zandt,

| wny, halted at the gate, faltered a lit-

|
i[::wln;: to pass Grace church on her
:ne. then went In; went to the pew

Peter owned, where she and Peter had

| sat Sundays sioce their return. and
Enelt down.

" ETTY VAN ZANDT; Betty |
Over and over | made in fitting words and phrases.

Detty counldn’t pray, as prayers are

again the girl who had ouly | Hers was a torn and wrenched heart
been Betty Van Zandt a lit- | desiring to spend itself in just one out-

tle more than three montbhs kept re |
: vine ear and not to any buman one.
that she |

peating her nume to herseif the night
through. It seemed to bher
wus hnmmering the letters oot on the
plate of o coffin.

ward throb that might reach to the di-

Was she doing wreng? This did not

! occur to her,
The ground had been |

She was Betty, and Betty could not

swept from under her feet: the whole | go on living any sort of lie life with
structure of her wooingz, wedding, and | the man who had got her by frand.

short married life tumbled te pieces as
ghe saw it passing in review before
her, She was pot distroeted, or hys-
terical. or swooning: Betty. was not
afthat caliber; she looked it all in the
face, o the eves, and mnde ber de-
terminations, or possibly her determin-
tions made her. She argued and plead-

- #4 for him. but it was of no arail. The
nitked troth remnined that be bad de-
ceived her,

But about the vielin! Could one be
so stupid as to resent so little, little a
thing?

But it was the very littleness of it
that stung

And to ber, with her curiously, acute-
I¥ sensitized mentality and fiber. that
violin was no little thing after afl. Tt
wis the biggest thing just then in her
world.

Could she ever be.
as she had Lefore

Betty was sure that
(_‘“llf-} sl :i\p on ilflll

* feel to, Peter
snew?

she counld not
on all her life

aud bis, listening to the violin and re- l “Yes. so do 1. Christmas should not

memiering the tragedy of its deceit?
She could ot do that.

|
|
| Friaay.

Because, you see, so intricate and

! strange are the complexities of some
| natures, Betty wonld not have married

Peter Van Zandt If she had known
about his vielin.

Which may reveal the fact that Betty
was incapable of love. or then again it
may prove the proposition that seven-
teen mever is enapable of that emotion

in its supreme entirety.

|  Her sobs came fast, her hands were

clinched together In bitterness and
loneliness; her eres behind her miech-
1in veil were large with tears.

Then she beard soure one speaking
mear her—hushed women's voices, two

| of them, as they were busy with the

altar cloths and flower vases, it being

One said, “T thonght they were to be

! married at Thanksgiving?"

i “Nop, pot until Christmas. Christmas
| is such a perfect time in itself, 1 think
| the wedding should be elther before or

after”

be paired with anything. Wasn't the

What should she dn? Ge n to Van Zaudt-Revere welding lovely ™
Bloomiiatdide ¢ Annr® T t; Am‘:r'o “Exquisite. | never saw such a per

’ HIINEG i W iny=? . ¥ 1 -

Mo, She eonld do peither one. No- | ft-.-{:.t‘ brige apd -hﬁd-emm' "
Bods conld be told. “Yes: theirs i= 2 real bappiness,

: : 3 | stty’s  lip curiel: then the =sobs

I she cotld be buried - el Betty's 1y .

Beve St AP swt ‘!-'-.'p.‘,. ,:.‘::'!';\1‘:;"”!“3.9 shaking her to her sonl: then
shame wnd | :'-':--.;mul “" i?“ TIM she rose from her knees and went
thnt <as it. shame and humiligton. e

She wrote. a lipe ouly, to ber bus-

= z = e

of the Godey's Lady's Book, quite near
the violin cuase. It ran this way:

I am going %0 father. BETTY.
Then presently the coach came an
the astounded Shaddie beheld the driv-
er fetch down the two trunkg and the
valise and put them on; béheld his
young mistress coming down the stnirs
with bher reticule and long shawl on
ker arm, just as when she had arrived

from her wedding tour.

Betty said, “Shaddle, 1 am going on
a8 journey. very suddenly necessary.
This is for you and Supple. Supple

Betty's Lip Curled; Then the Sobs
Came Shaking Her to Her Soul.

is out. 1 know; she bas gone to Dean’s
for the Iady cake Mr. Van Zandt
Hkes."

“Thank you, madam. Indeed. madam,
I'm sorry you're not taking Bridget
with you to wait opon you."

“Thank you, Shaddle, I shall be able
to wait upon myself for a few days, 1
am sure.”

She got into the coach. the faithful
butler wistfu!, compassionate, troubied
to the last. his hand reloctant to let go
the coach door.

But it had to be sbut.

No directions were given; the driver
evidently kpew his goal. With Shad-
dle shading his eves with his broad
palm, staring after her, Betty started
away from her busband’s bhouse toward
her father's.

When Miss Supple got back with the
lady cake, Shaddle told bher; both .qf
theémm whité dang Lremuling wilh ap-
prehension talked long and earnestly.

Then Shaddle urged: “Biddy, darlin’,
let's have our banns read on Sunday,
eh and not be runnin’ risks any longer.”

“*Risks” is it, Shad? Miss Supple
retorted. *“I'd llke to know what kind
of risks there is In stoppin’ as we are.
In comparison of a young thing llke
that's goin' off three months after ber
weddin® day. all aione. nobody knows
where, in a hired coach. Tell me that!”

Shaddle couldn’t tell Miss Supple
that at all. PBridget added. *“Time
enongh for our banns to be read. Shad,
when the young mistress gets back.
There's somethin’ in ber that I love.”

~Supposin’ she never comes back!”

“Then our banns 'll never be read!”

CHAPTER VI.

What Peter Did.

R. VAN ZANDT was late in
getting from his office that
day. He looked up at Bet-
ty's windows and saw lights

shining through the filiny lace cur-
tains. Poor PEridget bhad turned on
every jet as high as possible, Shaddle
had the Biggest logs of his store burn-
ing on the hearth, and the two. one
tiovering to open the door. the other
ambunshed in the pantry, awaited the
master's footstep. No need for his key.
The butler opened wide, and Peter
sprang in expecting his wife's laughter
at the threshold, or did he not expect
it? Had he one of those mysterious
things called an apprehension?

No one might know. He said good
evening to Shaddle, threw a short
glance around aud up the stairs. then
into the drawinz room. the library.
Across, through the arch into the other
half of the double house. stepping into
bis librery, picturing all the while ber
fond little armus. her perfect lips, her
tender cooing voice, the goodness and
warmth and comfort and bliss of her,
shortly to be found., enjored. reveled
in. Perchance a little bit of submis-
sion, most delicious, and certainly by
and by he should be playing to her
uvn the despised violin, she listening,
won over, conguered.

Yes: that would be it—conguered.

To conguer—to be conquered—exiact-
Iy what the man and the woman ench
wants. PBuot the process of achieve-
ment must be always adeguate, always
adjusted in a fasbiou that wmasculine
one-and-twenty Lnows nothing at all
about.

Peter, of course, did not find Betty
in the law library. He came slowly
back to the other half, the half they
mostly lived in, and as slowly mounted
the stairs.

Betty wns pot in her room or her
dressing room. He did not note the
absence of the tronks. Betty was mot
in his dressing room. nor was she on
the @ioor sbove.

S —— — e —— . o

e g T — Y

SEMI-WEEKLY

JOURNAL.

But the enchapting Titfle witch was
in hiding in the garret, of course,

Peter went to the garret. It was a
big pilace, extending all over both
halves of tile double house. The raft-

ers were block und cobwebby and |

strung and hung with all manner of
garments; there were dusty engrav-
ings. cracked mirrors, rusty Franklin
stoves, spinning wheels, barrel chairs
in faded chintz, calfskin trunks with
brass nails, Hessian boots covered with
mold, his father's old saddle, a pillow,
a splnet, plles of La Belle Assemblee
and annnals, rickety tables, three leg-
ged chairs, Leghorn honnets, sleigh
Lells, the key to the big dividing doors
that he had so lately hung on their
peg, a scrap of pink und yellow ribbon
under his feet, the reflection of his
own figure in a cracked cheval glass
holding the candlestick in his hand,
but there was no Detty.

Mr. Van Zandt came down to the
first floor.

No one was yet to be seen.

In fact, Shaddie amnd Miss Supple
were wedged in their pantry. palpitat-
ing with a great and suppressed excite-
ment, neither one daring to emerge or
to offer explanation.

Van Zand: thought: “She has gone
out. up to Bloomingdale to the De
Peysters to give me a little fright. but
1 will not follow her. No, no. A man
must not give in too far. She will
come home by 10.™

He dressed for dinner. sat down and
ate. He smoked a cigar or two, pacing
the front hall after the servants had
gone below. He watched the tall old
clock in its niche between the drawing
room and library doors, until the bhands
pointed to 10.

Then he crossed agzain into the other
half of his house; into the law library,
and, scanning the table, he at Jast saw
Betty’s envelope. He openad and read.
He stood still, the frail. bitter little
paper wenpon grasped in his sledze
hammer hand.

That was it; the giapt, the man, pow
erless in the flutter of
wings; blinded by the little, little thing;

thyes l'!=r:_,,‘,~..,,‘
1

a littler thing even thun the vielin
that had wrecked his wife's younz
life.

He sat down. still holding the tiny
sheet; and he there, nearly mo
tionless, until morning.

Shaddle and Supple sat ap all nicht,
too, waiting for a possible summons;
watching for, they conld not even sur-
mise, what

The chilly, pallid sun of the Indian
summer slanted in alike upon master
and man. and maid; but no word was
spoken between them.

Shaddle went up and laid onut his
masters fresh clothes, filled kis tub
put the morping paper en the ecandle
stand beside his ontovpched bed. then
slipped down again to the Kitchen.

The breakfast was announced. but al
though the master sat at meat, he ate
not & morsel: and only drank half the
cup of coffec that Supple in silence
pounred for him

Afterwards he went ount, and he did
not come hack for three days. Shhd-

e and Bridoet were frightened to
death almost: vigions of suicide. muar
der and kindred horrers distorting all

o
L}

their waking and sleeping hours as
well

By and by Mr. Van Zandt did come
home.

No one Enew until long vears after
where and how he had spent those sev-
enty-two hours. When he returned it
was on foot, unshaven, onkempt and
haggard, aged by vears, bmt with oo
svllable of either inquiry or explana
tion. He muuie his tollet, took some
breakfast and drove down to his office
in the white satin lined conpe he had
made Into so soft and bridelike a nest
for Betty Revere,

Once at the office. he wrote in a firm
and rapid hYand to his father-in-law at
Limoges, merely this:

“Colonel John Paul Bevere, American

Consul Genernl, Limoges. Franrce:

“My Dear Sir—You will do me the hon

or to recelve each mouth for the future

one-half of my inherited income, one-
bhalf of my income from whntever law
practice I may have. It will reach you
by check through Rothschild & Co.,
bankers, of Paris, and 1T shall highly
esteem the condescension of your con
veving the snme monthly to my wife

‘ ot

He Sat There, Nearly Motionless, Un-
til Morning.

your danghtoer, Betty evere Van
Zandt You will also, my dear sir, 1
am sure, do me the further favor of

convering the intelligence to Mrs. Van |

Zandt that the house on the squnre is
to be immediately altered into two dis-
tinct dwellings: the masous and car-

penters will be at work tomerrow. The |

pelf whiich Mrs. Van Zandt did me the
bonor of vceupying will remain intact
as she was pleased to leave it always
ready for her occupancy at any mo-
ment. The passagewnys will be walled
up, the carriage honse will be secluded
from the siquuare part of the estahlish.

ment and be solely at Mrs. Van Zandl's |

rervice. The garden will be nnequally
divided by 2 high brick wall. leaving
Nirs. Vnn Zaudt in entire possession of

the roths. Howers, graperies. eir

Brid- |
~pt Supple will live in Mrs, Vau Zaudt's | De Perster had a letter &t

=m1r of tte hDousg and Wit nor soerselr
in complete readiness it all thes to
| serve her mistress. | have the honor to
| be, my deur Colunel Revere, your obe-
| diept servant and son-in-law
“PETER VAN ZANDT.
{ “New York, Nov. 10, 18-."
| This was malied sod went out by the
ship sailing that very day for Havre

All the things that PPeter Vap Zandt
had mentioned in his Jelter to Coluos
Itevere were promptly done: his orders
| anrried out to letter Bridzet
agreed, more than willingly. to live on
in her accustomed quarters. It woold
not le since the two basement
doors in reality opened upon One ares
the back doors of both kitcheus were
alongside of each other. Shaddie was
, fo remain in his place. and Aliss Suppile
| was to do th
and all the general work of the bhache-
(Jor quarters taat were evideutly to be
maintained v the Washington sguare
gide of Dir. Van Zandt's big house

In n fortnicht the walls, then, were
built, the arches filied. the new plaster

dried and papered in the semblince of
]

tlie

T ':u

couking for ber master

mwarbie columps {{ke the rest of the
halls. Heavs curtuins too, were huuns
over the grehwars anud Teier Van
Zandt, after thnt, retired r
| the honse and never again in long. oo
vears pot his footr inside bis wil =iile
of the olll brick mansion

As soon ns the workmen began to e
busy he | 1 T York
b I el €Ty vhen the
revsn frg ore fin it w hie order
that Shaddle shouid so re g n
Everything ne being % <ltad
dle wax polizhing Lis boots in the -

“ph, she must come home to hum "

Bridoet was inside rolling out pastry

She opoped ber sush for the RKilchen
... ] -

‘Shad

“Ye i v

Do you think If the master finds it
ut b Ler after KHlIn™ us?

“Sure. don’t be =illy. What hnve we

got to do with it

“Cih, haven't we, thoush?®

“He can't Eknow it if you don’t tel
him.”

“Then mavbe he'd biame the boss

builder and <all him in and make him
do jit, and we'd get sent away for in
terferin™.™

= - Shaddie shook his head. “The

voung wmaster *ll pever find it out, He'll

never look behind thim cartnins”

“1i was bold of us anvhow

“It vas yoursel!, Biddy, with your
hiz henrt as thought of leavin the first
floor arch as it was it was yours
that wheedled the ho=s hrilde: It was

thint confesapd it to Father
O'Shaughnessy and got absointion for
weddlin® with vour supetions.”

“So it was” DBridget left the pastrs

yourselt

board and sat down npd cried temnes.
tuonusly. *“Suare it was me myself that
did all that same, thinkin' «il the tin
that whin the =

Taung oredfiitire cothes
1
-

back how sad she'd be to find the road

to him bhlocked up like that™

“Ah, dun't be eryvin’. Biddy You're
in the right of it nlways. Sure I'm
thinkin® the day’ll soon vome when the
young master "1l be giad enouch that
there’'s one door leadin® to the mis-
tress’ part of the old house that aln't

barred ag'ic him except by the tornin
of a key in the jock™

“She'll
come home to him!™
ple. *“And him the 4
| and her the-uppie of his!

. “Biddy,” Shaddle dropped hi=s hiack-
ing brush bastily and thrust a hand
throuch the wide fron bars of the
kitchen window, wsizing Bridoet s
floury fingers, “say, mayn't 1 go be
yvond and tell Father O'Sunughnessy t
read our bauns nest week ™

Shaddle had, e thousht. cans=Lit his

Duleine
But Dridset east Qe

a iu a meliting moad

' ful glance throngh her bars, jerkedd
{ hand back to its rolling pio and ap
swered

“Sure. men lins no heart=s at all, st
| all. Shad. T'Il not have no banns read
! until the mistiress comes hos

“Then the Lord help as!™ responded
the butler. “May she come in the next
ship™

“She won't 4o that shme, but she’)
come.” wns AMiss Sapple’s not alte

‘t.'i.‘ﬂ'*" comforting rejoinder

Mr., Van Zandt Jeft the hots
| evening immedittely allér Shaddie
Pvizit. Ye came buack to his lhome
| entering now and alwanrs by the Was
lin:."-": square dom, § door hls Tathe
| hod Veen aceustomes] 1o ¢ f ! th
years of his professiopal life s the
perving man and woimnmnn hsd foreses
l! he never pnehed 1 1t n«
they bLad so artfolly hung io .
the work: In faet. It wos an intenss

Ih.‘fil_‘f to him not 1o see §

'not to have to look ot the solld divid
ing barrier

For
| far as one eonld see, as usnal; oniy not
mingling with his kind Men never
ventmred o ask Peter Van Zandt ons
question: or wemen either: there was
tncit sllence between him and his

* O YW lls

awhile hie led! his Hfe quiet

s

gquatntnnees. whnterer =snrmises ther
mnde smong themeelves. No one knew
where Mrs Vin Zandt seas untl! Apny

om her i'..'-'

7

come home! \ ahe must |

v vyeae Yy

lieT

Limoges, and in this
o pore of an explapation fhan
bigsbaandd

Annpy wrogs

Betty a:

wered., & corresondenes

Jiat wis betwerd t5e Tines. snd where
fln Anay proved horsoif the fnvalooble
wnnderfu! friend = v
when sbe 8 made of i« ght ma
terinis
On the nizht when Teter
New York hots pd retun o, is

rwn roof, he } eal & il 1
in his 'ihrmr Shsdilbe suw thwe v
Iving on the Lig tubbe, ol the Gober s
Lady's Book 1 1 ] E s wlure
i rvusandd Lants
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For Infarts and Children.
The Kind You Have Always Sought

Bears the
. Bignature of

The Best Flour
on the Market
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