
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
Irose and held out my hand to him, to each one of
them.

"Thank you," Isaid. "Ihoj>e we may meet
again." Then Iwalked very slowly back to my
hotel to tell Kathleen.

A S Istepped out of the elevator at the second
\u25a0**\u25a0 lloor, Iremarked that one of the doors of our
suite was ajar, and that there issued from itnot only

a stream of light, but of much
enlivened conversation. Oh,
what would Inot have given
to find Kathleen alone, to sink
into the depths of a big leather
chair and tell her, as I had
heard it, the story of Jean.
Still, though that was denied
me, Iwas in far too unsociable
a mood to join however small
a gathering. 1 would slip by
the open door, all unobserved,
and burrow, if need be, in the
farthest recess of my dressing
room.

But, no, there was that ex-
quisite voice Iknew so well;
and then it said, "Why, there's
Harry!"

1 halted in my tracks, to be-
hold Louise in all her loveliness—despite which, believe me, my
greeting was none too cordial
when 1 was saddened by such
memories.

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

T WAS not very entertaining, I
\u25a0*• fear. 1 lapsed offperiodically
into fits of glumness, while that
wonderful voice would recall me
from a little room in the Latin
Quarter with its oldtimealmost
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 Icould endure it no
longer. 1 rose and strode over
to the chimney with my back to
the tire and my hands clasped
behind me. Somehow 1 can al-
ways discourse to more advan-
tage when standing on the
hearth rug.

•"Do you want to know: I

"Cerles." Louise always af-
fected the intermingling of
French words in her ordinary
com ersati" >n.

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

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

lean!"
She glanced at me quickly,

her lip curled never so slightly,
her nostrils dilated, the very
nearest approach Louise ever
made to looking disagreeable.
Then she turned away with an

•thnost imperceptible shrug of her shoulders.
j looked at her. Tell her the sequel, the last

joys the crushing loss, the heartbreak, the despair,
the complete self abandon, of that poor, wrecked
lite Lay bare his wounds for her to ga/e on with
thatcold indifferentstare? Never! The words would
have stuck in inythro.it if Iattempted such a thing.

Reverently [tucked away my little story in a

corner of my heart, until Kathleen and 1 should be
alone together.

There was a tap on the door. One of the at-
tendants of tin- hotel handed a card to Kathleen,

and I saw her brows knit with perplexity as she
s. armed i!

"The Marquis de Saulniersr'
She- 1.,..kid to me for enlightenment; but Louise

ro . and, sauntering over to my wife, laid her hand
lightly on her arm

(j

"The Marquis is calling at my request. 1Inn she
turned to in.- with a smile

"
You seem to hesitate,

Harry, with your story— and it is better so. Jean
and his violin are departed tins lite, one to dust,

and the other to ashes Lei us not resurrect un-

pleasant memories Besides," she paused and seemed
to be listening fora step in the h.dl We watched
that gracious smile break out upon her tare as there

appeared on the threshold the wealthy old noble-
man fresh and resplendent from the hand:. <>! his
valet', "besides," and she stepped forward with her

, tomed grace, "Iwant to present you^both to

m. fiance', Monsieur leMarquis de Saulniers."

!!• shrieked out the last words in a spasm of grief
and went on.

'This alone of all creatures never failed to
respond to my touch. This alone ever laughed with
me when I was happy and wept with me when 1
•was sa<i. With all her variations Ifound her always
as 1 would have her. Together we have moved
thousands to joy and to tears. At her touch Ihave
trembled in an ecstasy of delight. She was my
happiness, my glory, my passion, my life! 1 tell
you, more than all these, she was my love! Do you
know what that means' And now you would have
me take another!'

\u25a0"Suddenly his excitement died and he came and
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OXE eight he v. as engaged to play at the theater
of V The house was completely carried away.

I:shouted, clapj-i-i. -tampeded, and be was radiant
r.their success.*— :.: and his violin's. Ithad begun
torain, and when it was time for
us to leave it was pouring in tor-
rests. We finally persuaded
Jen. much against his will, to
tare his violin in <me of the
dresssig rooms, and ;hen he and 1
and Andre there sauntered off
for late refreshment to a little
cafe"near home, of \\ hich we were
blitues.

"We had been sitting some-
time at the table hen we sud-
ces'iy heard the cry of Fire!
Fnel The theater bl X.on fire!'
Hooked at Jeur.. Jit.- 'had gone
deathly while and. rising •\u25a0 his
feet, iethrew his glass froni him
'f-i. rushed out of the cafe. Ifol-
kwiag. But he seemed to be
bcraeaJong by some supernat-
"\u25a0il ... 1 so< n lost sight
o- him. and when Iat last
•ached the theater it was to
t'-'t cp all hope of ever seeing
«a again. I* svas impossible
'\u25a0'.at anyone cou'": ivithhold his
-ezied .... ity, ...
sivone entering those flames
Rnl(} ever come out alive. I
*-'-~ned awuy sick m heart; when
1 -ought lsaw him at the very
prance, fighting;

' • a madman
°%grip of several :ehdarmes.
'xato him. 'Jean, jean!' I
sw. ."Come. Ibeg you;itisno
jjI*'1
*'

Don't you see we are too

"Hetnmedattht :ndofmy
seemed t« realize the

f-?7 of further:. Mice. The
Effiflannes abandon^] him to«,«nd together v. • \u25a0

• ded our
.'\u25a0 C7to our rooms. A3l.thc way

aid not a word, ) Idared
him. I) face was

S-teand drawn, and inhis eyes
2^?.«»|«taa anguish that it
rf-t-nt sick to .•\u25a0 him. He~-

sot undress, ] ;• simply
jj=w hiTaself on th« :ed from-^ exhaustion The next
g^ he was g, ne his I,ed
-•-;unmade.
,;t»t \u25a0 terntled, fearing
;--orst. Ofvhat might he hot

... in such a frame of
-.-•• ftesecVetly !,ad a searchg^fehim;::bui late that

sta^ crt(
-

\u25a0 •^. worngg*aia«i, and \u0084-made
gj^ttadnss Irim and put

t^p.r62 ;ve Pul '''-if heads
SfZ-r^^^hinj; must be5£S H

- ; il>~bably

Iiasig^g vben ), stood on
\u25a0 . \u25a0

'\u25a0 b*^ng °n t:>'' rr'cxt <3u>' to apprise Jean of
SRicj, ..'\u25a0\u25a0 .-. at around, waiting for his
%'i a r,, J i;< ! :'"' 3nt" t}'c room, threw us
ti^u aja and a strained smile, and sank into a

Jl'^ajJ all W? r:rr. unded him> and Rene\ who

"-^ss.0^11 tk'<t( '- sjiokesman. pitched right into

•iiik 0/ v̂
ere'Jc^n! You know how much we all'

J-tatJ-tat VVf
JU< '1 I!liTj :<"v: v-'<-''i"e ->.<>' going .to let

••'^'\u25a0'I JU[ rl '' ' t]lis vva .V- You've imply
>r^a^fc

H
'iof >'ourself/and at once, and the

**t&»^ -? 3 s-v..-ll$ between us m \u25a0• going
<::«.^^hav,: another violin, the finest that

1?*; thl* fr';!n one to th<- other of us - swpidly
5?Ihave

'aTfJ -' that grange flash into his eyes
f^r s<-<--n in any but his own, and,

CL-ttCi Vr'j:;; his chair, he steadied himself
•. .bother rnr' lie 'aughed. Hut the irony,

."^heflaJK*. lh:it !;tlu'h was worse than a •..ii!

:^^a^ tXnt"!! - :Anotherone! Asif there
S»"«SSf^ O7ie: As if I w< ûl<i haw ii were
Minima,i !1 m"- can the soul of in-, old
;-' 1«anj]Sl. a i;,v.- jr>l!nt .> Ah

,
do you think

Jtti ofT,-; no lifeblood in it
-

Do you thinkIam'^^
you H?ralnu<l<:H

?ralnu<l<: an<l constancy? But it is

'-•^tit*.
ri'Jl }:?i<>"- you did not know, did

\u25a0*»«ylov c. My love! do you hear?'

-
\u25a0

- ibject You may be
c _-r it \u25a0 a : Jean bo ol>tain ap]

aniundertaking toomany.
. \u25a0 •.:;\u25a0 :know what

in Etn nd pureness
|can th j *aas a man k >yes a

\u25a0

"
\u25a0

\u25a0
\u25a0 mess -if a father

;- le happiness, his sole distrac-
\u25a0

• [n its rgot all else.

strument; •"\u25a0 haunted the ggf« re he was
was rendeWd; And when he Send i«_ hisheart
drinking. That's what hastened U^ena him
gave way It was too much heart tnai ..
trouble all his life. . to thrust

-Better would it have been you
{, overcome

aside all sentiment and I'""','"^V'. 'haps; but
his aversion to playing

( :'''•';". , .1I1(iSo not forget
all men are not made like Jl'n • ' ,• violin, an
that, as he said, he lived in an foi ms

u^
,h(. \u0084,;,,

that gone, what remained lor linn.
b

—
dened and

straw that bore down his alreaa>

broken back. , , \u25a0 feeline very well and
-One evening he was not f^f^^ht we re-

had remained at home. Late t K^ He
turned and found him in bed _w

ust ;i little. So
asked us if \u25a0"\u25a0 would play ;;..»\u25a0 it vvas his
-\u0084,- played him to sleep that nigh ,

laMhis ,„,<.„,our one after^the other

me. mes amis, be said simpiy.
ld tCached by your thought of me. Vou wouW^notiSSc it. ri; but lam [do«£dr serve it Ujrfu

you with all my heart: Hut no ah. .
see

'

"There-There Is the Exquisite Curse of My Life!'
1Tierc iti^»

11


