WHAT WAS THE SENSE ?
A Story for the Psychiatrists.

The lady in the party told this story.
avouching that she meant every word
of it to be taken with the utmost ser-
jousness. It was at & private diooer
party in St. Louie last Saturday eve-
ning.

“It was in, about, the year of 1831
that I, with my parents, wason 8 visit
to New York City, my father having
business there. We went to reside, be-
fore guing on to the Maine coast resorts,
for the season, at a boarding house in, 1
think it was, West Seventeenth street.
It was a very exclusive sort of place,
The keeper of the house would admit
no one who did not come highly recom-
mended by the very best people, and
thoee people, too, had to be known per-
eonally to the keeper of the house. [
was & young woman then--you eee it's
twenty years ago—and I thought the
place was too exclusive, s0 exclusive
that fun was out of the queation,

“Well, we had been at the plgce two
or three days when, one morniog, at
breakfast, thee came into the dimng
room a young man of somewhat dapper
appearance,—indeed he was dressed in
the height of the then prevailing
masculine fashion. He was, 1 should

eay, good looking, though it .eeemed to
me, a little dissipated looking. [ look-
ed at him with an interest that was a
little strange to myself, and he caught
my eye, and theo, a sudden chill strik-
ing me, | called the waiter and had him
put down the window that wae raised
behind me

“There were four tables in the room.
All were filled except oure. The young
man had evideotly only to the
house the night before, or, poseibly,
that very morning. He lpoked around
the place queerly, as I thought, and
then the waiter beckoned him to come
and sit at our table. He did so with a
great deal.of manner, as I thought, and
he sat down opposite me.

*‘1 shall never be able to deecribe the
feeling that came over me. It was
woree than the chill that, they say,
signalizes the walkiog of some one on
your grave-to-be. It was a terrible,
rather a horrible, einking dread that
suddenly turned to sickness, sickoess all
over, eicknees that seemed to ceatre in
the very soul of my being. 1 was help-
ed from the table. and immediately I
was out of the room | was relieved. At
dioner that evening I was thoroughly
recovered, and weat to the table. We
got through the meal all right, and
were leaving the dining room when we
met the young man coming in the direc-
tion of the dining room. He passed
close to me. and I collapsed right on the
tioor, as if some sort of shock had
koocked me down, and then came the
awful sicknees. My father carried me
tomyroom. When I was pulled to-
gether again both father and wother
questioned me. They were trightened
a good deal and, | think, more than
balf angry at me. I had never had such
spells before. They thought, perhaps,
1 bad over-exerted myeelf in gaddiog
about the city.

“*What's the matter ¥ mother
asked me. an

“*I don't koow. I can't tell—only
something —that young—' and I faltered

“ ‘That young what? my father asked

‘* ‘That young man that came to our
table; the same young man I met in the
m’

“Father and mother looked at one
another, oh, so queerly. I can’t imagine
what they thought—at least I couldn’t
at that time, but they thovght all sorts
of dreadful things.

“‘Do you komow him?* thundered
paps. L

“‘Then what—." Papa dido't finish
his sentence, but he picked up his hat
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aod left the room while my mother ‘that man in New ‘l’ork." J
questioned me. 1 could only say that * ‘Butthe man is in New York' be
the young man strangely affected me. said. 'I:E'e cocldn't affect you at this
Therepulsion | felt. was  something like distance® !
-m.l’..:: was like what ['ve felt when **No,1 esid. 'Hfl pictureis in the
1've seen one of wy brothers kill asnake paper, in the paper, in the pinkish ps-
in the woods—only worse. Mamma was per that Mr. —— had and that I opened
sure my nerves had been wornout. She to tease him.’
said | wae oply & viclim of my moods. ‘‘Papa called on Mr. —, the young
She tried to get me to admit that it was man who had the paper, and asked to
all imagination, but I couldn't. I said eee it The young man pmdueed it
that if that man were to touch me I from among his effects and gave it to
felt sure 1 should die of loathing of the paps. Theo pspa came back to the
touch, of a loathing batred that moved honuudh.dllnn(hlt'hh.mo&c,
my whole soul. and after they had done talking they
“Papa came back with the doctor looked at me awesomely ‘'and strangely,
from the nesrest hotel. The doctor until I was afraid that they had sud-
quizzed me. | answered, as best 1 denly become afraid of me. Theo—"
could, as to all the details concerning The lady paussd in her story. Her
the young man and asto all the other husband took it up. .
details into which, as you may imagine, “The paper was the Police Gazette.
4 medical man’s inquiries might go. The picture was the picture of one of
+ “Nervee," he said, as he sat down and the Malley brothers, who had been ar-
wrote out a prescription. I didn't need rested, a few days before the issuance of
the preecription, I was sure, but I took the paper, for the murder of 2 beautiful
the dose. At breakfast the next morn- youog working woman he had betrayed,

ing I was thoroughly well. At dinner whose body was found in the river, near | g Cvcle Photographs

that evening I was all right, and so at Boston. The picture was the picture of Athletic Photograchs

the meals on the next succeeding day, the young man who so affected Mary— Photographs of Babies

but ou the third evening the young man my wife—at the boarding house in New Phot bs of

came in again and I experierced the York. At the time that my wife was in Groups

sawe leeling coming upon me as he ad the boarding house and the young man
vanced toward our table, snd [ arose was also stopping there, the mutder had
and left the room none too soon, I as- not been discovered—at least the girl's
sure you, to hide another attack of my body had not been discovered, though
illness in my room. she had disappeared.”

“My parente joined me later. They “Which of the Malley boys was it?” I
said | wasan idiot. They thought, at ioquired, for I remembered well the
least, that | was going crazy. Father great sepeation the trial had created all
talked to the youag' men, lster, in a over the country, the Malley boys being
casual way, and told me that he ap- sons of a wealthy factor, in society in a
peared to be a nice enough young fel- way, and the whole case bearing in gen-
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“ ‘There’s something about him—' 1 case, now in the public mind, in New
o g g . g H. W. BROWN 3 S
turned the subject by remarking joking. “I shall not say,” was the somewhat Druggist g
ly that, if this delusion kept up, sbe'd startling reply of the lady. and ’
have to send for & young man back hers “Why?" I asked. Bookseller. ‘i
in St. Louis, who had been attentive to  *“Well,” said the lady's husband, again wWhiting's =
me, and whom 1 liked, to stir me out of taking up her story, “both ths Malley Fine Stationery .‘i
my doleful dumps. boys were tried for the murder, but and )

“Apyhow, I coulda’t abide that neither was convicted. My wife [feels Calling Cards ,
strange young man. I could not explain sure that the one who excited her an i , f
the mortal antipathy I felt for him. We tipathy was surely guilty, but she will 127 So.Eleventh Street. ’
bad to leave the boarding house and we Dot say which it was, in view of the fact PHONE 68 , _
weat fo the Astor Hoeuse. I mever falt of their acquittal” g a7 27 JY DPT YT TUPTEL L I

the attack upon me again, during my “‘Ope might tell by hunting up the
stay in New York; not once, though I files of the Police Gazette and looking e e
met maoy young men, not so different, at the picture; it bore his name,” I sug- -
R Yo e, ok 0 Wty o S *|  bEGAL NOTIGES
ial detestation in the West Seventeenth “Hardly, my boy. The pictures of
street boarding house. both the Malley boye were in the paper
“I forgot all sbout the matter until atthe same time.” A complete file of “The Courier” 1=
ht-'lld_thll itallcame back to me “And now how do you explain it?" I|kept in an aBsoLvTELY ¥FiREPROOF build- 1
moet curiously. We were at a New asked. ing. Avotber file is kept in this offic:
Eogland reeort and I was baving a fine ‘‘Explain it? Well, there’s nothing |and still another has been degosited
time. I remember that there came to particular to explain, that I can see,”|elsewhere. Lawyers may publish LEG !
our cottage any number of young fel- said the lady's husband, “and Mrs. —— | xoricEs in “The Courier” with securits
lows. Onpein particular I liked fairly will not explain further.” as the FiLES are iotact and are pre-
well, andone day I met him on the Any reader of the Mirror is at liberty | served from year to year with great
street of the village apd he accompan- to look up the Malley case, in the news- | care.
ied me home. He had a bundle of pa- paper dispatches from Boston about the
pers under his arm and I asked him time indicated at the beginning of the ) :
what he bad, and 1 started to open the recital that lent a peculiar charm to my
bundle and he said I must not. last Saturday evening’s dinner. Jo Fc HARRIS >
“‘Why pot,’ I inquired. We were W. M. R., in The Mirror. d
walking to the cottage veranda, where
we both sat in rockers, and he was try-
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iog o convince me that he bad some- g you ever take part in amateur CHICAGO.

thiog perfectly dreadful in the package theatricals? ‘
of literature. When we got to the cot- Ounce, but I'm all right now U .I
lage veranda and sat down, I rolled off ' . j
the rubber band and opened the roll of |
literature. He made a grab for the | |
package, but I held it uway and there Do you get your Courier regularly t ‘
uhe!mmemo!tbmpolleoptpon Please compare address. If incorrect, —A- ’

printed on pinkish paper, you koow. please send right address to Courier
“I whisked it open and then—all of a °ffice. Do this this week.

sudden—like a tremendoue shock came
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perienced as I bave told you. Uncle Grimm—Mrs. Soggy is the|GTain, Provisions, Cottor.
e

""!'Ife young man summoned my moth- queerest old lady of my acquaintance.
er. She ;me. I was borned‘iuto the Nephew—How so? Private Wires to New York
house. ® young man, desperately Uacle Grimm—Why, aithough she Many Cities Chy ‘and
mystified, left. Papa came back from weighe two hundred and ten pounds and < g
Boston that evening. He interviewed has a wart on her chin, she never boasta e
me. What was the matter? about what a terrible flirt sha was when p— -

“ “That man," was all I could reply, a girl!




