THE SOUL OF THE WOMAN.

I“ IT LURED A MAN,

The Inspector looked up lmpatiently
A a ot charges st the pdlice
muqh that evening bad' tired him, and

satgowa by the fire Inhis room
s mjipute altmudl. he
hurd [ lt the door.

«Well, what is 1t?” he said, as a con.
stable antoiod “Apother drunk?"”

“No, sir," replied the constable, A
gentléman wantis to see you unofficially.’

“Utofiiclally? Why, it is loog past
midnight.”™

“Yes,sir. Thisis his urd."

The fospector read the card. Both
name and address were familiar to him.
The pame was tbat of a novelist of
considerable reputation. The addrese
wee & square near the police station.

“1 will see the gentieman,” he said.

“Very well, sir.”

The copstable withdrew, ushered into

the room s tall, thin man, sod again:

withdrew. From the photograpbs he
hsd seep, the Llnspector recognized his
visitor to be the Novelist.

“Good evening. Please sit down,” he
said.

The Novelist bowed, and sat in a chair
at the opposite side of the table. The
Inspector noticed that, in spite of the
coldness of the weather, he wore neither
overcoat nor gloves,

“Won't you come nearer the fire?”’ he
asked.

“Thank you, to,” replied the Novelist
speuking quickly aud pervously. “I
bave been hurrying, and am hot. I
apologize for calliog at such a time. It
isvery good of you to see me. 1 want
you to give me an opinion,”

“An opinion?”

“Ah! Imustexplain, You kaow that
I write novels?”

“Y“.'l

*] am writing one now. Circumstan.

cesin it suggesta problem in law, on
which Iwant you to give an opinion.
Will you? I would have gone to a so-
licitor had it not been so late. Will you,
at any rate listen to the circumstasces?”
While the Novelist was speakiog, the
Inepector | had looked at bim intently, as
lturlou ‘ot nm.thin; in his appesr-
uu. ‘Now_ ke looked .m !‘ron him
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hr

'4' iy "r’ﬁ,

He mﬂn- the room lato the outer’
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oft duty there, snd returned.
“Now,” be said, as humlon."! sm
at your service.” -

For a time the Navelist was silent.’

Then he leaved forward and said—
“The circumstances will suggest the

problem. They are the story of my

povel. I will tell it to you. Itimsthe

story of a man aud & woman. A strange

story!

“They met for the first time years
ago, whep both were young. She was
beatitiful to see, and he was clever. He
admired her, and she—yes, maybe she
admired him. They talked, and he
arranged to telk agar.

*“The tirst timé sl the times which
came next, he admired her. Afterwards
be loved ber. I am telling you the
story briefly. In the writiag I have
told itat length. The eyev. and the
hait of the woman, the words she said,
the dresses she wore—they are all set
down. Ah! sod the thoughte of the
man,

“He lnved her, but she did pot love
Bim. Yet. when he asked ber to marry
bim, she sald '‘Yes. BShe should bhave
sald ‘No,' He asked earnestly. Io pity
she should have said ‘No.'

“Why did she say ‘Yes?' Thatis also
eot down. He was clever, apd—yes,
maybesbeadmired him. He was rich,
and be waz boginning to be lamous
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Riches and fame! Reasons sufficient!
She bowed her head, and whispered the
wonl. Bweet)y it sounded.

“The of the man? Joy snd

. wonder at the present. Dreams of the
future, Ha
lite hh that of heaven. The thoaghts feieand

long happiness. A

of thoss who Jove and are beloved.

“fHe was glad, but Yis mother wepti
She lud lpoked into the eyes of the
woman, sod had learned the truth,
She knéw why the word had been ‘Yes.'
8be knew that hislife would be like
thai of hell; npt that of beaven.

“In the writing there k
scens between him and ber,

him not to marry the woﬁnn%- >

plied angrily. She told h hat sbhe
koew. He replied yet NONM.I il
She bade him choose her or the mn.
He scorned blr.nd went to the woman.
The Nonlht paused, aod rested his

head on his handse. 1he Inspector

watched him gravely.

“They were married,” said the Novel-
ist, liftiog his head. “A fair June day.
The music of the church bells, the
solemn promises, again the music of

*Till death do us part,’ eaid the priul
“Till death do ue part,’ they repeated.

“No you remember the old  fairy-tale
ending, ‘and were happy ever alter!
Theee two were happy for a little time,
The womaun shared in the riches and
the fame, and wes content. The man
still loved, and still believed that she
loved.

“For a little time, and then he doubt-
ed. SBomething she had said or done
had vexed his dream. He doubted.
Tte life like heaven ended, and the life
like bell commeuced.

“There are few who dare to study a
soul. To watch and to listen, to re-
member and tojudge; horror and horror!
Yet in that way is truth to be found.
Io that way, and no other.

“To convince bimmselt that he wae
wrong to doubt, the man began to study
the soul of the woman. Boon he knew
that he was right, not wrong. Then
should he have ceased to study, foreo
would he have suffered sorrow only.

“But he continued. Day after day he
watched and listened, remembered and
judged. Much be learned. Evil and
_u;ly wa'g her soul. No kindoess bad it
ll,; man or woman. Fo,
o It lived.” You understand?
 to hlu [ Inoi‘; éach event

nm-

A

hate y 'llll pot, I who speak know '
Ay, snd 1 bave written it plainly.”

Agsio_the Novelist paused. Bweat-
drops were oo his forebead; his fogera
were locked together. The Insprctor
glanced at the clock, and then again
watched him gravely.

“The man hated ber,” said the Novel.
ist. *‘But the study of her snul fasci-
pated bim,and, that it might not end
he hid the bate. There were two, tl.e
woman aod the soul within the woman.

The one he hated because of the other,
an ] yet endured because of the other.

“Woe is it when the husband wear;cs
of the wife or the wife of the husband.
Only death can give release. Weariness,
weariness, and weariness! ‘Till death
do ue part—till desth do ue part,’

“The man bid the bate. But ite
effects on his mind he could not hide.
The woman noticed that he was ever
sad and Jull, Do you know what such
women do when they notice thisin
their husbande? They neither sorrow
nor sympathizse. They smile, and turn
away.

“It wastos friend of the man, his
groatest friend, that the woman turned,
First she strove to make him love her.
Bhe succeeded soon, for her eyes and
voice had strange compelling power,
Then she strove to make him confess
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love chaoge to lnlo! "Ay, it cati. more cunning
. Aa&:l‘ubl. h,'t:' :lhlﬂl:: that his friend had “torsaken fm'nur To'f’

bis love, But now hLonor made bim re

sist, and again and again she feiled.
“The man cootinued to watch lnd to
listen, to remember ang h&
the firet be km*n strove
and why, Love, good or bad, for bis
was sot her wotive. Bhe but
wighed to i1l the bours, and to triumpb
aod augh.
“Every day her soul grew mora evil

and ugly. Every day his hate ircreased.

At times it fretted for expression, but

always he Ilid it from her,
- e to leern,

Still there
8till the

ou,” said the Novelist.

(‘*fﬂ*l‘hn i’ “dttle longer. Hear the

end of thé story. Give me your opinion.

“The man, his friend, and the woman.
You understand? The wman ead and
dull, Lhe hate fretting within bim. His
friend hesitating between honor aad
love. The woman in wlckodnm smiling
and whispering.

“So for many daye.
change.

“On the eveniog of the day, the man
sat alove in a rom of his hous>. The
woman and his friend were at a theatre
together, and he waited their return.

“Often latterly be had sat alone while
they were together elsewhere. The
woman wooed boldly, and neither hlte
for her nor pity for his friend moved
bim to iatervene. Still, the study of
her soul fascinated him,

“On this evening, as on the others, he
could thiok ouly of the tight that was
being fought. Which would piev.il?
The eyes and the voice of the woman,
or the honor of hie friead? The woman
or his friend?

“It was pearly midoight when they
returned. He heard them say good-bye,
heard his friend drive away, and beard
the woman ascending the staircase.
Presently he would koow whether once
more she had failed, or whether at last
she had succeeded.

“She eatered the room, greeted him,
and. threw herselt upon u couch.
Laughter and triumph were in her eyes
and voice.

“He rose, and stood by the ecouch.
She talked idly of the theatre and the

play. He listenod to her words, and

Then a day of

‘gased at her face. The bate raged

fidroely. :
“ﬂohﬂw hiﬂ su

knew that she h tom pt fﬂ- mml

I6ve. Hor soul told bimall,

" “Had she lonked up she must hln
soeD the hate. It choked his throat; it
shook his bands and lips. You under-
stand? The fascination of the study of
her soul had passed. The bate was free
from restraint,

“There was no need tostudy more,
He koew her s>ul at last, wholly, abso-
lutely. Evil and vgly it wae, beyond all
power of increase; monatrously evil and
ugly. There could be no new thing to
learn.

“The woman did not look up, and did
not see the hate. Conscious ouly of the
laughter and triumpb, ehe iay on the
oouch and telked. For a time the
words were idle, but then they were
filled with purpose,

*“To add to the laughter and triumph
she mocked the man, She had remem-
bered bim lovingly during the eveniog,
she eaid. She had pitied him, sitting
alone, writing, writing. She had wished
that he, and not his friend, had been
with her.

“It was then, and only then, that he
thought of the vengeance. It was then
that heetretched out his hand to the
knife that lay upon the tsble, It was
then, while she mocked him, not know-
ing he undeuwod that the hate bade
bhim kill,

"‘She continued to talk, But now her
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fylhln bdhro. He koew ™
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