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last,—and we found him the next morning with a
smile on his lips.”

Henri ceased speaking. A hush had fallen over
us all, and for a few moments we remained motion-
less except for the puffing of our cigarettes. At last
I rose and held out my hand to him, to each one of
them.

“Thank you,” I said. “I hope we may meet
again.”” Then I walked very slowly back to my
hotel to tell Kathleen. i ’

S I stepped out of the elevator at the second
floor, I remarked that one of the doors of our
suite was ajar, and that there issued from it not only
a stream of hight, but of much

enlivened conversation. Oh
what would I not have given
to find Kathleen alone, to sink

into the depths of a big leather

1
chair and tell her, as 1 had
heard it, the story of Jean.
Still, though that was denied
me, I was in far too unsociable
a mood to jon however small
a gathering I would slip by
the open door, all Ulln}v,\(‘r\'rd'
and burrow, if need be, in the
farthest recess of my dressing
room - \

But, no, there was that ex-
quisite voice 1 knew so well;
and then it said, ** Why, there’s
Harry!”

I halted in my tracks, to be
hold Louise in all her loveliness
—despite which, believe me, my
greeting was none too cordial
when I was saddened by such

menories.

And it was Kathleen who ex-
tinguished the last spark of hope
in my bosom by announcing that
Louise was to dine with us and
spend the evening.

WAS not very entertaining, 1
fear. 1 lapsed off periodically
into fits of glumness, while that
wonderful voice would recall me
from a little room in the Latin
Quarter with its oldtime almost

caressing  utterance of my
name.

Why, Harry! What is the
trouble? Aren't you well?”

And so she went on and on with
her chatter.

At last I could endure it no
longer. I rose and strode over
to the chimney with my back to
the fire and my hands clasped
behind me. Somehow I can al-
ways discourse to more advan-
tage when standing on the
hearth rug.

“Do you want to know?"” |
sked.

‘Certes. Louise always af-
fected the intermingling of
French words in her ordinary

conversation.

‘It concerns a former ac-
quaintance of yours, Louise,” I
said.

Ah! And who, pray?” Her
brows lifted daintily in interro-
gation

“ Jean
olanced at me quickly,
n curled never so slightly,
trils dilated,——the very
A;v;r‘wnll Louise ever
'(‘(‘.l? le.
with an

near I
made to looking di:
Then she turned away
almost imperceptible shrug of her shoulders.

I looke ! at her. Tell her the sequel, the last
joys, the 1shing loss, the heartbreak, the despair,
the complete self abandon, of that poor, wrecked
life? Lay bare his wounds her to gaze on with
that cold. indifferent stare? Never! The words would

§
i

have stuck in my throat if I attempted such a thing
Reverently 1 tucked away my little story 1mn a
corner of 1 heart, until Kathleen and I should be
tap on the door One of the at

hotel handed a card to Kathleen

| vith perplexity as she

for enlichtenment; but Louise
over to my wife, laid her hand

Jdling at my request.”” Then she

turne 1 v 1 smile “You seem to hesitate,
Hirr with vour storv—and it is better so. Jean
and his violin are departed this life,—one to du
and other to he Let us not resurrect
plea L Imemori Besides,”” she paused and seer

to be listening for a step in the hall We wat
that gracious smile break out upon her tace as th

!

appeared on the thre hold the wealthy old nob

man, fresh and resplendent from the hands of In
i

valet.—* besides,” and she stepped forward with her
accustomed grace, 1 want to present you both to
my h « Cur i de Saulmer




