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THE FIACRE MYSTERY.

A Faris Physician's Horrible
Discovery.
[ Trandated. —Claciunati Enquirer. )
CHAPTER L

On a cold, ciear night ia January a
geatieman with hus hands in the pock-
ets of bis overcost walked rapidly up
the Boulevard Haussman, his steps
soundinyg loadly on the asphalt of the
avenue, silent and at this hour almost
deserted, though the hands of the
ctock in the cupola of St. Augustine
marked but a little past eleven.

Pedestrians were rare, but from time
to time a tram-car passed on its polish-
ed rails, the horses straining and slip-
p'eg and enveloped in steaming vapor,
and the heads of the passengers, on
their way to the Troeadero or the
Muette,  searcely  distinguishable
through the glass of the windows,
opaque with the mist of the interior.
There wus D'ttle need of the conduetor’s
Lora to warn carriages out of the way
—ihey were as rare as the passers-by;
though at long intervals a volture de
place rumbled slowly alonz on its way
to thedepot, and occasionally & private
eoupe, its lighted lanterns and spirited,

high-stepping horses, pussing like a
flash.

As I said before, the night was cold
and the moon shone brilliantly, easting
apon the ground the perfect contour of
zall bouses amd bristling chimneys,
and tracing the streets and pavements
with strange lines and distorted sil-
Iouettes. The sharpness of the atmos-
phere, however, seemed only to add to
she good humeor of our pedestrian as he
walked on and on, softly whistling, and
revolving in his head all kinds of happy,
cheerful fancies; for Dr. Paseal Borsier
would have been a malcontent, indeed,
to bave complained of destiny. Only
thirty years of age, a surgeon of note,
and also Prolessor of Science in Lhe
College of France, he had achieved an
exceptional pesition in the Corps Med.
jeal at an age when his colleagues were
still at the Lottom of the ladder.

Sufficiently wealthy to be indepeud-

ent of the drudgery of daily practice, |

be devoted his attention entirely to
scientific pursuits, and has taken as a
specialty the nerves of the human
organism, those mysterions agents
whieh trapsmit to the members of the
body the orders of the brain.

Some of his recent experiments in
this line, the results of which he has
fust given to the general publie, had
drawn uron him the attention of the
whole scientific world.

No woender Dr. Pascal Borsier was
happy as he walked along, picturing to
himself the future await ng hun,

As be approached his home in the
Rue de Lamennuis his thoughts by
degrees took another direction, for he
was not us vet so absorbed in his work
and researches as to be indifferent to
all other considerations.  Seience, for
which he felt such passionate devotion,
had a rival, and a pewerful one. Fas-
cal was] married. and had been for
gseveral vears, to the daucshter of one of
the ehief employes of the Ministry.

Called to attend her father in one of
those maladies which science retavds
mnd allev ates, but ean not control, he
had found beside his patient at every
visit this beautiful and gentle woman,
watehing with sad and questioning
eves the unequal battle with death.
Charwed from the first with her artless
grace and modesty, he was soon com-
pletely enthralled by the refined intelli-
ﬁnre and pure principles of Chr stine

mar.as.  He demanded and obtained
her hami, Christine’s mother still re-
mained a widow, with a small but suaf-
ficiently ample fortune to meet the re-
guirements of herself and ber two
children; and as Christine’s brother, an
engineer and inventor of a specialty in
the counstruction of foreign railroads,
was able to visit his family only at rare
mntervals, Mad. Dumarais feit that she
was exceptionally fortunate in finding
.a son-in-law established in Paris.

From the day that he wus united to
Christine Dumarais Pascal Borsier bad
been completely bappy; and now, four
years after marriage, loved his wife
with the same ardor that he feit for her
the day he married her. To say that
hie loved ber is to say little; he simply
adored her.

Such as be had believed her to be he
had found her in reality, artless, lov-
mg, alwavs studying bhow to make his
bome more attractive: happy if he was
«vith her, and resigned if the duties of
fis profession called him awaiy. At first
Dr. Borsier feared that this lonely life
was a little sad for his beautiful young
wife, but if she found it so she never
allowed it to appear.

Educated in a severe and somewhat

simonious bome, she did not ask
herself if marriage ought not to have
brought her compensations more amus-
ing than those which had satisfied her
25 a youngz girl.

The few worldly pleasures she at in-
tervals enjoyed in the company with
ber husband amply safliced her, and
her greatest joy seemed to be to assem-

le about her table her mother, her
nearcst relatives and her husband’s
friends. At least, such were the reas-
ons with which Pascal salved his con-
science of the complete isolation to
which he had condemued his wife.

However, thers was another reason,
mere serious than the rest, which help-
ed to form the line of conduct he had
gradually adepted. * Mlle.Dumarais,
who had passed her earliest years ina
somber estressol at the end of a court,
suffured from a tendency to anemia,
complicated with a slicht aflection of
the heart. But this had not alarmed
Dr. Borsier, for he was convinced that
be could remedys the evil by vigilant
eare. Already an appreciable change
for the better had taken place in Chris-

tine’s eondition. A tranquil life, ex- |

empt from fatigue and worry, was not
only an imporiant but an absolutely in-
dispensable factor in the course of
ereatment, and he made it his duly to
strctly enforce this part of the pro-
gramme. :

But, if ] must confess it, there was
yet o th'rd reason, more powerful than

all the preceding ones, and of whieh he
was, perhaps, himself unconseions—ur-
dently as he loved his wife, his pas<ion
was surpassed by his jenlousy. Yes,
Dr. Brosier was jealous, absolutely, ri-
diculously jealous. Although he had
not the slightest reason in the world for
being so. On the rare oceasions that
hie allowed h s wife to appear in socie-
ty. instend of enjoving the sensation
produced by her beauty and intelli-
fume, he had sulfered torments, every
ook of admiration east upon her seem-
ing to b s jealous heart an insult to be
avenged. At any rate he could cut
short exhibitions which infringed upon
his own privileges and prerogatives,
and he kept his word. The beauty of
Madame Brosier fully I]mtiﬁed the tri-
umphat reception she had met with in
society. Her hair, worn in a single
massive braid, coiled about her head,
was of a light golden brown, and when
unbound fcll in rich, undulating waves
almost to her feet. Her complexion
was of that milky whiteness which in-
varizbly accompanies hair of a reddish
shade, and her eﬁos long and almond-
shaped with dark brown pupils, shaded
by silky lashes. A laughing, rosy
mouth, an expressive face of a charm-
ing oval, and great beauty and elegance
of form, produced an ideal which justi-
fied the immoderate love of Paseal, and
even to a certain extent explained his
jealousy.

The nearer he approached to his
home, the more Dr. Brosier hurried his
steps, thercby hastening the moment
when he would meet his wife, and she
had promised to sit up reading by the
fire until Lis return.

He could see her now, just as she
wonld look when he entered the room,
curled up in her arm-chaiv, enveloped
in her plush dressing-gowu, with her
little feet toast'ng upon the fender and
her book in her hand. He was never
so happy as when able to quit his work
sooner than he anticipated, for it gave
her the joyous surprise of an unexpect-
ed return. Such would be the case
this even ng.

Called in consullation to a patient at
Versdilles, whose condition was des-
perate, and upon whom they were
going to perform an operation, he had
gone away at 7:30, not intending to
return until the last train leaving Ver-
sailles at midnight.  But the patient
had not consudered it necessary to
await the operation, and, at the very
moment the faculty were ascending the
stairs, had tricked them nicely by slip-
ping from life to death, considering it
prelerable to steal away in that style to
remuining for & preinnture autopsy.

“He was a man of sense,’”” cried
Borsier, laughinzly, as, bidding his

confreres good-night, he boarded the
ten instead of the twelve o’cloek train,

and an hour afterward was deposited at
the foot of the Rue de Rome, whence
he had preferred to walk to his home in
the Rue de Lameunais.

As he passed through the avenue
Friendland his attention was suddenly
arrested by the loud rumbling of a
fiacre passing rapidly ahead of him. All
at once the vellow body of the wvehicle
and the white hat of the coachman,
which he had followed earelessly with
his eye, disappeared from view. It had
wheeled about, and, unless the dis-
tance deceived him, into the Rue de
Lamennais.

A few moments afterward, as he
turned into the street himself, he per-
ceived the vehicle again, stopped be-
fore his own door. The ¢oachman had
descended from his seat, and standing
by the side of the fincre, seemed to be
expostulating with some one in the car-
riage. In the silence of that retired
quarter h's words were perfectly audi-
ble to Pascal as he walked down the
street.

*Madame,”’ cried the eoachman.
*Madame, wake up! We have arrived.
There wus no response.

*Madame,” he cried again, raising
his voice considerably, *‘wake, up, if you
please; we have arrived.”

St 11 the sleeper did not move.

“Well, this is a go,”’ mumbled the
coachman, grufily. *‘She's a regular
dummy. What's the matter with her,
I wonder?"" Andthe man in the white
hat peered into the fiacre in perplexed
uneertainty.

“Anything wrong?" asked Pascal,
approaching him. *‘I am a physician,
and perhaps can assist you.”

*]t's more than I know,’’ responded
the coachman; *but something’s gone
wrong with the fare. Can’t move her
no more than a block o’ weod. Look
for yourself, monsieur.”

Paseal, obeving the coachman’s di-
rections, looked into the interior.
Stretched upon the cushions, a woman
was lying perfectly motionless, her face
shrouded in the folds of a thick veil.

He took her hand, his trained fingers
instinctively secking the pulse; the ar-
tery did not beat.

‘*Hello,” said the doctor to himself;
*this is more than a fainting fit. Bring
me a light,” turning to the coachman.
“A light, quick—your luntern will do.”

The coachman obeyed, and the light
thrust into the earriage enabled him to
see that the woman before him was
slender in form, dressed in some Kkind
of a dark-colored robe, and enveloped
from head to foot in a long fur mantle.
Supporting himself on the carriage-
step the doctor carefully began to re-
move the veil which concealed the fea-
tures. Suddenly a ery of horror burst
from his lips. He dropped from the
step—his legs refused to support him.
The 1 feless woman whom he had Lifted
in his arms, upon whose discolored lips
and chastly face the rays of the lantern
fell broad and full, was his wife—his
own wife —Christine Borsier!

Yes, it was his wife, dying, perhaps,
dead! But how did she come to be in
that earriage, and at that hour of the
night? A pain as sharp as the stroke
of a stiletto pierced his heart as a terri-
ble suspicion surged through h s mind;
but it was only a flash—there was no
time to think of such things now; he
would consider them afterward. Mas-
tering himself by a powerful efort, he
turned to the conchman:

“Seek the concierge of the house,”
said he, “and tel! him to come quickly,

Dr. Borsier wants him,"” and drawing
i!rum his pocket a bottle of salts, he
| held it under the nostrils cf the unfor-
| tunate woman.

[To BE CONTINUED.]

Passing around the hat is one war of get-
| tlag the cents of the meeting.—Tezaz Sift-
. fugs ;

‘able, but surely it need not descend to

'| dark night, with all of them burning, |

“Should Critics Be Gentlemen?”

Mr. Fawcett in the last number of
Lippencott asks the question, *“Should
eritics be gentlemen?'’ and mn his reply
attempts to prove not only that the
eritic should be a gentleman, but that,
being a gentleman, he cannot be a crit-
ie. He bholds that neither author. pub*
lisher, nor reader reaps any benelfit
from the ubiquitous book reviewer, and
thinks the time will shortly be when
Othello’s occupation will be gone. But
even while he rails he cannot resist the
temptation of usurping that gentle-
man's function and criticising the critic.
There is much of merited severity in
Mr. Fawcett's somewhat illogical ti-
rade, and while we cannot agree with
him that the remedy lies in the total
annibilation of the critie, for that were
to annihilate the human race, we give

a tervent amen to the original proposi-
tion that only gentlemen should be
critics. The Lounger, in the Critic,
after ridiculing Miss Cleveland's poem,
“The Dilemma,” at some length, says:
*[ hope Mr. Fawcett won’t read what I
have just written. Such words about
the work of a lady would go far to con-
firm his low opinion of the irritable |
and ungentlemanly race of crities
whom he scathes in the same magazine
in which. **The Dilemma”™ appears.
Mr. Fawcet is very amusing when he
is angry; now and then he is amusing
even when he keeps his temper; the
only time you can depend on his not
being amusing, is when he tries to be.
He takes life very seriously, and noth-
ing in life s0 ser ously as himself, his
verses, and his stories. A review not
altogether laudable sets his teeth on
edee and sends a cold shiver down his
back; a really severe notice of his|
work offends him beyond the limits of |
endurance.”’ This is the sort of eritie-
ism against which all persons with the
instinct of fair play protest.  Ridicule
is not argument, nor is it eriticism. A
erit cism should be honest, and,  there-
fore, it cannot be at all times favor-

rudeness and injustice. No man or
woman who is eapable of doing good
work should object to sineere though
adverse criticism but all rebell when !
the reviewer’s pen is wielded only to
point a wititec sm, and mangle the tale.
Miss Cleveland has suffered much from
this so-called criticism. While the fact
that she is a woman and the sister of
the man whom our nation most de-
lights to honor should not entitle her
to more generous treatment at our
hands, it certainly should not preclude
her from fair and courteous treatment.
If her work is bad, sle has no right to
expect fulsome praise, but she has a
right to expect that the manner of the |
adverse criticism shall be dignified and
gentlemanly. A man whose personal-
ity is hidden behind a reviewer’s mask
has no more right to address Miss
Cleveland as Rose than he would in a
personal interview, and yet the penny-
a-liner whose keenest shaft is tipped
with this witticism would never dream
of offering this indignity in person. A
man may be incapuble of writing a |
poem, an essay, or a story, and yet
possess the ability to discover merit, or
the lack of merit, in the work of
unother, but a boor has no more busi-
ness in the columns of a newspaper or
magazine than in a drawing-room, and
the time will come when such will be a
recognized fact, to the relief of the
public and the advantage of the author.
*Jt takes more refinement of soul to!
discover beauties than to deteet flaws.™
—1he Current, Chicago.

Among the Gas-Welis.

A group of burning wells north of
Washington, Pa., has presented many
grand and beautiful night-scenes,
Though several miles apart, they ap- |

]
!

ear at a distanee, to be close torether,
p o
On

and their light intermiugles. a
they make a great show. These wells
in full biast—with those flanking them
on the right and on the left, with the
broad zlare of those at Wellsburg, W.
Va., showing twenty miles to the
northwest, and with those at Murrays-
ville, Pa., thirty miles to the northeast
—make a scene which would terrify a
stranger, if he should come upon it un-
aware of the existence of such things as
burning gas-wells. It would only necd
columns of fiery lava to convince him
that the whole region was full of volca-
noes. And his terror would doubtless
be complete when he saw a great fiery
column shoot skyward, unless he was
made aware of the real cause of the
phenomenon, when he would remain to
admire what a moment before had fill-
ed him with alarm. The explanation
of the sudden burst of flame is that it
is necessary often to “blow out' the
wells and the pipes leading to the reg-
ulator, to keep them from being clog-
ged by the salt which gathers in the
pipes from the salt-water thrown up by
the gas. The flow of the gas is stop-
ed for 2 moment; and when again re-
eased, the gas drives everything before
it into the open air. This escaping
gas is borned at the rezulator. The
eflfect of the suddenly increased pres-
sure is to shoot a tongue of flame, hiss-
ing and roaring, high up in the
air. On a misty night, when the
light is broken up and diffused,
— the snow-covered hills som=atimes
adding their reflection, —the whole
sky is brilliantly illuminated, and the
scene is grand and beautifal.—Samuel
W. Hall in St. Nicholas.

Some Other Day.

0Old Darky (to gentleman)—Cad yo’
help a poo’ ole cullud gem’ men, suh?
My gran'mother wuz nu'se to
Christ’fer Kiambus, sah.

Gentleman—Christopher Columbus?

Old Darkv—Yes, sah. She cum over
unde Mavflowah wif him when he fust
discovered Amer’ca, “leed she did.

Gentleman—Not to day, uncle.—
Life. -

There She Had Him.

He hadn’t quite come up to her
standard and she refused his escort to
the piecnic, He =aid:

“Why, your'e as full of airs as a
hand-organ to-day."”

*Maybe I am,” she tossed out.
“Anyhow I don't go with a crank.”—

Sunny Soulh.

HIS PLACE OF REST.

T know a place” the old man eald,
Where such as I, can rest:

Where there's a sheiter for the head
Of every aged guest.”

“Where wone that are infirm and old,
Are driven from tie door;

For all are welcome to that i’old,
And doubly so the poor.”

“You doubtless speak of heaven, my friend
The listening parson said;

HAh! yes, up there all sorrows end,
Up there no tears are shed.”

“‘h.._y nav,” the ancient one replied,

“#T13 not of heaven 1 speak ;

I mean the work-bouse, sir,’”” he sighed,
“Where I have been a week.”

—IHal Berte, in The Arkansaw Traveler,

The Derils of Authorship

Mildred’s pretty face wore a new ex-
pression as she toyed with her teaspoon
and tried to finish her roll, and coffee.
John had just left her for his office,
They had been married three months,
and the serious aspects of life were for
the first time presenting themsclves.

The problem of income and outeo
bad made & fair showing on paper. A
small apartment—fuel and gas includ-
ed—one servant, and with such loads
of wedding presents, absolutely noth-
ing to buy, they could actually save
money. Baf, somehow, there were

. leaks which had not been considered.

and ten dollars covered a much smaller
amount in time and space than John or
Mildred had supposed.

“I wish I could do somethinz to help
John,” thought Mildred, as she gazed
abstractedly out of the window. “He
has to work so hard,” and she gave a

i little sigh.

“What can I do?” she pondered.
“What ean I do?” she asked herself
azain and again, as with deft touch she
straightened and arranged the dainty
apartment. -

Suddenly her face looked asif a aoor
bad opened and flooded it wit I sun-
light.

“I know what I will do; I will write
a story. Iknow Lecan if Itry. People
do not have to be so awfully eleverto
do that. It is a knack, not a talent.
There is Mrs. » who has made heaps
of money; and her stories are only poor
trash—uall of them. Joln szys so,”

Before another hour had passed the
outline of a plot was daneing in her
excited young brain, and as soon as she
could get the time she sat down with
pad and sharpened pencil.  Then came
a pause. “How shall it begin?”

She drew little geemetric figures on
the margin of her paper as she reflect-
ed, her thonghts seeming to revolve in
a circle, returning even to the place
from whence they started. Finally she
wrote:

“In a small village on the banks of—""

“Oh, that is so commonplace. Noj
that will not do.” And she tore off the
first sheet of her pad and reficeted
again, then wrote:

“Frank Atwood was the onlyson of
a_'!

“No, no; that is too stupil.” and the
second sheet of the pad went into the
waste paper basket.

She recalled what John had said of
the superfluous three pages, which
might with benefit to most stories be
eliminated—ior John was a journalist
and literrry eritic, and his standard and
ideals were just en the measure of her
own. So she thought with great deler-
ence of what he had said about tedious
preambles.

“He is right,” she said with decision.
“It is the personal interest in the ehar-
acters which we are looking for in read-
mg a story. All that comes before
that is tedious superfluity.

*I will dash right on with a letter
from the heroine. which will at onee
explain the siination.”’ So with the con-
fidence which came from Jjeeling her-
self at last on the right track, she
wrote:

‘““‘DEAR FraAxx. Ireturn herewith
the letters. which of course I have now
no right to keep. I need not tell you
what it costs me.

“ I have reflected muen upon what
vou said vesterday, but I am at last re-
solved. I will not see you again. Any
attempt to muake me break the resolve
will be froitless. God knows vou have
only yourself to blame that this mar-
riage has—'

*-Please, ma'am,” said the eook. com-
ing suddenly in upon the voung author-
ess, *“Please. ma'am, the butcher is
here. Will you come and see him and
give the order yerself about havin’
them chops frenched or whatever it
is-11

*Oh, what a bore,” sighed Mildred.
*] was just getting into the swing of
it.”” And she left the manuseript upoa
her desk to be resumed later.

The matter of the chops disposed of
there were other things requir nz atten-
tion.

At last. however, she was at her desk
aczain. She red over the letier with
which her story opened to see how it
sounded. “Really, she said, *I think
that starts off very well,” and then she
took up the broken thread. **Only
yourself to blame that this marriage

has—'" A violent ringing at the tele-
i phone arain breke the current. *“Hel-
lo," said our young novelist.

“Mildred, is that you?”

“Yes, is it vou, Alice?”’

“Yes. Mamma does not feel very
well and wishes you to take luncheon
with us She has sent the carriage.
Be ready to come as soon as it ar-
rives.”' Obviously no more authorship
to-day. So slipping her paper in her
desk she departed.

Now Jolin was a nice sort of fellow.
But we may as well acknowledze at
onee that he was not so heroie, nor so
wise, nor so infallible an authority as
his wife supposed.

She had taken the outline of the real
John, touched it up with the glowing
colors of her imagination and cut of it
had made an ideal John, which, while
it bore astrong resemblence to the real,
was nevertheless largely a work of art.

But. after subtracting these additions
for the real, there was still left a very
excellent fellow, with good talents,
which he was using with rather bril-
liant effectiveness in journalism and

varions kinds of literary work; whe
was adoraingly fond of his wife, and
hal not yet recovered from his surprise
at his excessive good fortune in possess-
ing that much-coveted treasure—for
whom he had much contended, with
many others, in those anxions davs of
courtship. And now—ther¢ she was at
home, waiting for him, while he was
urging his brain to the top of its speed,
and driving Ius quill in eagor haste,
thinking only of what it would bring
for him to lay at her feet,

Mildred was right in thinking he felt
anxious at times, for things did not al-
ways turn out as he hoped. And he
oftentimes felt disheartened when he
thought that with the fullest measure
of suceess which he counld achieve in
his profession eould never vield what
so peerless a wife as Mildred deserved.
Yor. of course, he had w th his imagi
nation retouched the real Mildred too.

The new purpose of authorship
broneht a great light and hope inte
Mildred's life. She felt important—
indeed that she was muel more impor-
tant than people were aware. That
she was carrying a very large seeret—
that if John only knew!

Then she pictured to herself his read-
in her story, possibly reviewing it.  Af
ter he has written all kinds of nice
things about it I will tell him that ]
am the author; or—and her hear
turned eold and sick—what if he should
say it was trash? For, of course, like
other good erities, John was seldon
pleased. If things were all excellent,
what wonld be the need of erities? Sc
he had cultivated the art of discovering
flaws in what seemed to ordinary read-
ers pure gems. He had developed
rather a talent for pillorying people in
a single terse phrase, and was mueh
valued for his skl in beating down
with the editorial club tender young
aspirants who were teying to make
themselves heard. This sounds brutal
But he was only professionlly brutal.
In his personal characteristies none
could bz more tender or sympathetic.

M Idred knew of this caustie vein anc
believed it, too—as she did also of
John's atiributes and gifts—*but,"” she
thought, if he should say anv of those
dreadiul things about me; what shoulc¢
1do? I should never—never—tell him?

And so during the entire day she
thought and planned. Few intricacie:
of plot suggesting themselves—vivid
and intercsting scenes coming before
her stimulated imagination.

Her mother urged her remaining and
sending for her husband to dine with
them. Her sceret desire was to return,
but she looked at her mother’'s wistfui
faco and had not the heart to refuse.
She would stay and send for John.

That gentleman arrived at home af
the usual hour. As he put his Iatei
kev into the door be smiled, thinking
of the quick ear wh'eh was listening for
it. and of the pretty apparition which
would meet him in the halll By
Jove.” he thougzht, “what a lucky fel
low I am!”

But the expected firure did not meet
him. Ile was conscions of a little ehill
of disappointment, and still more as he
wandered through the rooms and found
all silent and deserted.

Ie rane for the maid.

“Where is your misiress?"

¢ She is out sir.  There's a note. s'r,
soniewhere,” und she looked anxicuos-
Iy about. *Ol;, it is on the desk.”" saic
she with returning memory, starting tc
zo for it.

“No matter; I will et it, * and John
turned his impatient steps toward his
wife's roon.

There was no note on the desk, and
quite naturally he opened the lid.  His
eyes were riveted upon the words be-
fore him.

“DEAR Fravi: I return herewith the
letters which I have no lonzer any
right to keep. I need not tell you whai
it costs me—""

He felt as if h's Llood were
into ice.

©l have refleeted much upon what
vou said vesterdav—""

“Yesterday!”"—John feil 2s if he were
moing mad.  *Yesterday!”"—and he liad
so trusted her! The room had crowr
black and a great sledge hammer wus
beatineg his brain, but he rvad on—
—*upon what veu said yesterday, but
I am at last resolved. I will not see
vou again.  Any attempt to make me
break this resolve will be fruitless. God
knows voa have only yourseif to blame
that this marringe has—"

John stood for a few moments as il
turned into stone, his face blanched, his
museles tense. Then a rav of hope
secemed to come to him.  *“There is nc
signature: it is not hers.” He looked
acain. How counld he doubt it? He
knew too well the turn of every letter.
He was alternately livid with rage and
choking with gref. H:s dream of hap-
piness vanished. Something like 2
carse came from between his closec
teeth.

*She loves this man, and she meots
him and tells him so, and only yester
day. Oh, it is too horrible!” too horri-

turned

ble!” He buried his faes in his hand:
and groaned. *I shall go away; Ishali
never— ' At that mowment the tele

1=

phone bell rang. He took no notice of
it. *I shall never—"" Arain it rang
long and and loud. What should he
do? There was no .one else to answer
it; he must go. So he sad huskily.
“Hello!"

Mildred's silvery volce replied, **John,
is that you?"

The situation was shoeking., How
could he reply?—Dbut—there was nc
time for rileetion.  lie kpew that the
Central obice would share all his con-
fidences throuzh that infernal picee of
black waluut wd obeny. So he said

Yoz i

“Why doyon not come?
waiting for you.”

How well he knew the pretty inflex-
ions of that voice!

“] wish no dinner—I am going away
—ezood-bye. "

It might have been the convetional
telepnonic *‘good-bye,” or it might
contain a profounder mesning.

The effect at the other end of the
line cannot be deseribed.  Ten minntes
jater a eab drove furiously up to .the
door of the Apartment house, and
Mildred, with white face and fast beat-
inz heart, rushed into the room. =sad
would have rushed into John's arms i
he had let Ler.

“You are going
breathiessly,

“¥ou are avery clever actress,’” sa'c

Dinner is

away?"' she szic
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that rentleman repulsing her intendeé
cmbrace.

“A what?" said she, amazed. *John,
what's the—-"

“A very clever actress,”’ said he,
quite as if she had not spoken, **but
hereafter we will have a more perfeet
understanding, and you need not trou-
ble vourselr.’

“Why, John,” said she, “have you
lost vour senses?"’

“No; on the contrary, I have recov-
ered them. I am no longer a dupe. 1
was fool enough to think you—"

*John, for God s sake tell me what

this means!"’

“Oh, Mildred! Mildred!”" said he,
breaking down utterly. “Why did von
not tell me like an honest woman that
you loved some one else?"’

*John, you know. [-"'

“Stop!” said he.  *“Stop! do not stain
your soul with any more falsehood.

“You need not have marvied me,"
went on the wretched man. *“God
knows I wish you had not.”

She tried to put her arms about him
as he paced to and fro in rapid strides,
but ke pushed her away angrily.  **No,
no more of that. That has lost its
charm.”

Mildred burst into tears.

“I never—would—haye—believed —
veu would be—so—so—eruel,” sobbed

-

she. **What—have I done?"
“Done?"” shouted the exasperated
man. *Why, vou have spoiled the life

of an honest man, who doted on voun,
believed on you—like a trusting fool—
who would have risked his life on your
honesty—""

“Stop!" said Mildred, andshe gath-
ered herself up to a fullee height than
John's eves had ever before beheld in
her. She too was angry now.

“If vou have charges to make I de-
mand that they be definite, and not in
base innuendo. You are very erusl and
aund also very insulting to me. 1 shall
not remain in this hoase to-night, nor
return to it until you have apologized.”
Aud she swept from the room and from
Jolin's astonished sicht

A moment later he heard the messen-
ger eall, then heard his wife giye an or-
der far a cab, then saw her packing a
handbag. He intended doing the same
things himself. But somehow having
her do them was infimtely harder to
bear.

Mildred was very angry. “Not a
thine of his,” she said to herself, as
she stripped off her rings and gathered
her trinkels. *“My purse, too,” she
thonght and went to the desk to find it.
Her hnsband had been watehing for
this. He knew she would try to secure
that letter.

“Ah,” said he, “yon are a littla too
late. You should have thought of that
before.”

These, to his unmeaning worls, ut-
tered with much concentrated bitterness
made her seriously doubt his sanity. She
looked at him curivusly., How else
could she construe the mcomprehensi-
bie furv? She purswed, the thoucht
kad calmed the resentment. She went
to his side, piaced her hand Kindly on
his arm. My dear John,”' said she,
“will you explain to me what all this
means?™

He felt touchedl, and oh, how he
longed to take her to his heart; but
that eould never be arain.

“Will vou first explain to me.”” he
answered, trying to be hard and eold,
“expiain 10 me where you were vester-
day?”

“CUertainle he is mad,”” she thouoht,
and she tried 1o be very ealn. -

“.\Il, _"l“*-." he weat an. T ou can
look very innoeent, but. weman, look
at that,”” and with trazie gesture he
Leld up the paver. ‘

Mildred looked at it bewildered; then
she read, “Dear Frank.” A gleam of
lizht came into her face, and ervinally
deepened into an expression of interest
ad amusement. She understood it
all.

John looked to see her erushed, de-
spairtng amd penitent; and instead he
witnessed this unacenstomed, this ex-
traordinary, chanve; and linghter—pesl
nfter peal of sivery laughter—rang
throngh the rocins. She tried to speal,
but could not.

John in his turn began to think that
she was maul.

At last, with tears rolling down her
cheeks, not from grief this time, she
said:

“Gh, yon dear zilly—silly thinz. Oh,
vou dear goose—that’s my story—and [
was going to surprise vou—and bring
you ever—ever so much money—and
now yvou have cone—and spoiled—"
and here she bezan io ery in earnest.
“*And—you—have—said—such—ecruel
—eruel—""

Her sobs, together with.Jolin's great
enfolding arms, stitled the rest. “Oh,
my angel, my angel, I have been such
a brute. Can vou ever forgive me?”’

That was what John said; but this
pen refuses to attempt the portraval of
wiat he felt. He had been a willing
and a loving slave before, and now he
wis in addition a penitent amd erest-
fallen one busides. And so his chains
were riveted anew.

As hinted before, John had a profes-
sional character gquite distinet irom his
domestie one. This quality affords a
much necsded ontlet to perturbed spir-
ts: hence 2s he turned towards his of-
fice the next morning an ominously
stern look eame into his face.

The unfortunate man whose first
ook he reviewed that day never sus-
sected that the averace eriticism which
very nearly threw him into a nervous
‘ever, and quite inio despair, was al-
nost entireiy insp red by the misadven-
ares just related. —New York Grapiue.

His Aunt Was a Daisy.

“f wish yon would go away on an-
sther visit, Mama,” said a little boy to
1is mother; who had jost returned from
1 two wecks” visit in the country.
“Aunt Mary is a daisy honseseeper.™

«Did you have a good time, Bennie,
vhile T was away?”’

“Well. I should smile.” repliad the
or. *Aunt Mary juast let us bave 2ll
e fun we wanted.”

¢ [ guess she allowead you children too
nany privileges.”

*That's all rizht, Mamix. Aunt Mary
s a darling, and [ wil stand up for her
svery time.  She is just like me, when
[ run awayx from school.”

[ do rot understand you, my son,”
said Mam:

+Well, she is a tro-ant."”— Prefzel’s
Weekly.




