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"THE QUEEN OF HEARTS."
By Elizabeth Phipps Train,

Author of "A Social Highwayman," "Madam of the Ivies," "A MarlUj
Liability,""The Autobiography ofa Professional Beauty," etc.

CHAPTER 11.
On that spring morning, when Na-

ture's imperious call echoed so loudly

through my being. Iwent lengths that
Ihad never gone before. The letting

down of my hair was but a preliminary

step in the course of transformation
Imeditated. My woolen gown, coarse
affair designed for utilityalone, offend-
ed my eye as it restricted my motions.
In a corner of the little attic loft
which, as a theater secure from Intru-
sion, we habitually used for our dual
performance Iremembered to have

seen a heap of disused— once white
—

mosquito netting. Ibade the old man
remain below untilIshould call him,

Eped lightly up the stairs, dropped.

intoxicated, Iwas assuredly more the
type of a wild and lawless Bacchante
than of a comely, decorous village

maiden, the ward of an orthodox min-
ister of the gospel, as Imoved in har-
mony with the promptings of the old

shoemaker's muse.
There were perhaps ten minutes or

Inexpressible and perfect ecstacy. And
then a thinghappened— unforeseen, un-
precedented, and" dreadful. Tragedy,

grim and dire, fell upon poor seductive
Comedy, and smote her hip and thigh.

The attic door suddenly opened, and my

guardian stood upon the threshold!
Few acts of self-indulgence bringsuch

dire consequences upon their perpetra-
tors as mine brought upon me. A
v,oman indulges immoral tendencies,

and is ostracised; a man indulges a

propensity for unlawful acquisition.

began a course of district visiting; I
read my Bible, for the first time with
interest. In faot, I"got religion" after
the most approved fashion.

And one dayIhad my reward. Iwaa
sitting by my guardian's side in his
study, ln the late twilightof a June
evening. We were engaged in covering
new hymn-books for the Sunday-school,
and every now and again we would
read one of the hymns aloud, in the full,
resonant and impressive voice to which
was due much of his power in revival.
Since my conversion, as he chose to
call the artificial tension at which I
had recently been living, his manner
towards me had greatly changed.

Whereas he had formerly treated me
with mere distant consideration, he was
now almost genial in his bearing, as
nearly tender and affectionate, Ithink,
as he was capable of being. The win-
dows were open, the evening hour waa
stealing on, the atmosphere of the room
was soft, warm and sensuous with the
appealing fragrance of the clustering
rose whichrioted over the house at will.
Iwas in a yielding, pliant, susceptible
mood. The high potency of religious
enthusiasm, united with the insidious
charm of the hour and the place, made
me easy victim to a suggestion which
coupled the service of God with a senti-
mental self -surrender.

Mr. Mavis unfolded to me then a
plan for my future, which, he told me,
had had its conception in that hour
when he had contended with the Lord
that He should not abandon me to the
devil. The precious provision for my
welfare consisted in making me his

wife. He dwelt little Upon the subject
of love, affecting to regard that as a
side issue, although Ihonestly believe
that what poor makeshift for passion

there was in his flinty nature had
sprung into life for me when his glance

fell upon my disordered beauty amid
the dust and debris of Grove's homely

old attic.
His proposal, however, was calm,

m asur d, uni.nra sioned. He stated the
many advantages which would accrue
to my moral well-being by an alliance
with one who was by divine ordinance
a shepherd of men, and, althoughIcan-
not now, in rehearsing to myself the

terms and manner of his offrr. r**""»U
any special eloquence or emphasis that
wrought upon me, yet 1 wei, .---^.n-

ber that Iwas profoundly moved and
agitated by his words.

Amore striking case of taking a tide
at its flood was never known. In a
fervour of gratitude and self-humilia-
tion, Isank upon my knees and pressed
my lips to his thin white hand. Ipro-

fessed myself unworthy of his consid-
eration, glorified by his choice, humbled
by his goodness. Imade sacrifice upon
the altar of holyzeal and purpose of all
my poor little vanities and youthful in-

clinations. Ipledged myself to keep
lighted, upon all the pinnacles of my
soul, the fire of sanctity, which Ihon-
estly believed had burnt the chaff of
worldliness from the good seed of right-

DOG REPARTEE.

I—Fido—See what my mistress has taught me?

with a sigh of relief, my ugly and ill-

fitting gown upon the floor, and with

the aid of many pins draped the dis-

colored netting about my slender fig-

ure in such fashion that it left my

limbs to perfect freedom of movement,

while it also exposed to view my full

White neck and palpitating bosom.
Quickly then Ithrust aside my heavy

boots and placed on my small arched
feet the white silk sandals it had been

Grove's pleasure to make for my wear-
ing, and, thus habited, Icalled impa-
tiently to the old man to come up.
My vanity was much gratified by his

loud expressions of admiration. My

unique attire was undoubtedly becom-
ing, for Iknow that even my own
critical eyes were well satisfied as I
considered myself in the scrap of mir-
ror which Grove had set up in the at-

tic. Iwas at that time much interest-
ed in my looks, and Ifear Iwas rather
given to speculating upon their effect
on others.

O'.r stage-setting was quite simple j
and unconventional. The attic was |
really the unfinished upper story of the j
little dwelling which Grove had built
for his own use, for which the first
floor amnly sufficed. It was a room
perhaps fifteen by twenty-five feet.
quite unfurnished, of course. Its sides
were bordered with a miscellaneous ac-
cumulation of ancient and useless ar-
tides

—
for Grove had a mania for col- j

letting all sorts of discarded rubbish, I
and was, in a manner, the villagescav- j
enger. Broken chairs, lame tables,
rickety bureaux, old lamps, worthless i

stoves, andirons, valueless pitchers and |
teapots, china indeed, of all sorts and
descriptions

—
hedged about the square

of smooth boarding whereon Idanced, j
Three small and dusty windows let in ;

the daylight through their cobwebby
panes, and admitted the fresh air that
Grove and Iloved in equal measure.
The draught from without was often
strong enough to set in motion the
strings of dried fruits and vegetables
which the old man hung on his rafters.

But one bit of color enlivened the
gray and homely mise-en-scene. Some
years before a wealthy lady had spent

a season in Sheraton, as had my fath-
er, for her health's sake. On her de-
parture Grove had fallen heir to many
of her bits of temporary furnishing.
Among these had been two sets of
Oriental portieres, the vivid coloring
of which was almost a matter of scan-
dal in the quiet village. They had
appealed strongly, however, to the
latent aesthetic sensibility in their
new owner,, and he had hung them
across one end of the room wherein
he humored his musical instinct, that
his eye might receive gratification at
the same moment with his ear.

Against this background Idanced.
The old man occupied a broken settle
at the far end of the attic. Iwould sit,
or rather lie, upon a heap of old wool-
lens piled upon the floor and forming
a sort of rude couch. Here Ilay and
waited, allowing the musician to get
fairly into the spirit of his exercise;
waiting to be filled with saltatory affl-
atus; holding back, until they mutinied
against further repression, my vibrat-
ing pulses. Then a leap, a spring, a
burst of exultant joy, and Iwas on my

feet. Scarcely to touch the floor,- how-
ever; rather to sway in air. suspended

above material substance, a thing of
mere aerial motion; an element, not
a body; a zephyr, an involuntary ex-
pression of music and motion, a human
feather, to be blown hither and yon

at the caprice of the master who di-
rected my movements.
Idid not wait long that day. Old

Grove had drawn few notes from his
poor fiddle before Ifound my self-re-
pression vanquished. Icannot say what
he played, and, perhaps, were Ito hear
it now, the music would scarce excite

in me emotion of any sort. That day,
however, it was a burning match ap-
plied to a ready mass of combustible.
From the dingy lair where Icrouched
ready fora springIbounded, my whole
being responding not by note to the
strains from the violin. Never had I
known such an impulse of s lf-aban2on-
nient as took possession of me. Never
had Iso yielded to the irresistible ap-
peal and prompting of music. Never
had my untutored motions been so
wanton, my self-possession so invaded

and at fault.
Iwent literally mad with excess of

sensibility. The unaccustomed freedom
of my body, the rapt admiration of my
singular audience, the ecstacy of the
season and of my own dawning woman-
hood, fanned the fire in my veins till
it played havoc with all maidenly re-
straint. Never was licens° more boldly,
innocently and ingeniously suggested
than in my dancing that spring morn-
ing. The coarse and common drapery
that swathed me becoming unloosed as
Idanced, Iused its long er.ds as a scarf.
My flowing chestnut mane floated like
a sunny veil about my bared shoulders;
my eyes, of a greenish gray, must have
glowed, as it has been said they do at
such times, like bits of dark hematite
ore; my skin, the skin of Hebe, of
Hygela, of fair and healthy youth,
glowed and burned, hot and flushed
\u25a0with the riotous circulation ofmy eager
blood.

Dishevelled, -half-dressed and wholly

and is imprisoned; another indulges a
violent temper by taking the life of a
fellow-beirg. and is hanged. Iset open
the flood-gates of an emotional temper-
ament, and let loose the dammed-up

waters that had for long years seethed
and boiled within me—and for this I
was married!

Ostracism, imprisonment, hanging
—

take these forms of punishment, and
add thereto scourging, and the torture
of rack and thumb-screw, and even
then you cannot approximate to so in-
genious and intolerable a penalty as
that which, from the best of motives,

was exacted of me.
A worldling,probably, can in no de-

gree understand the absolute horror
with which my guardian's eyes took
in my appearance and occupation, as
the attic door opened beneath his hand
and revealed me to his shocked and
astonished gaze. Iwas to him at that
moment, without doubt, sin incarnate;
a human being in a state of complete
obsession; one of the swine of the earth,
possessed by the devils of intemperance
and voluptuousness; a creature of cor-
ruption, immodest, unchaste, vicious
to the last degree.

Never in my life have Ibeen so af-
fected by word or action as Iwas in
that instant by the glance he cast upon
me. It was that of a rigorous, accusing
angel, and it shamed my wantonness
to the core. Isuddenly became a thing

of horror to myself, as Istood con-
fronting him in my half-nakedness and
disorder, with my hair streaming wildly
over my shoulders, and my arms
crossed with an involuntary gesture of
maidenly shame above my bare and
heaving besom.

He said scarcely anything. He was
always a man of few words, and when
especially moved his silence was so
stern as to be more impressive thar.
the most eloquent speech. But he bade
me clothe myself while he waited below
with Pensy; and Ithink that inthe few
moments which sufficed my toilet the
old shoemaker was read a lesson ani
administered a rebuke which were more
than adequate to the occasion.

Mr. Mavis and Iwent home together,
both dumb as mutes. On reaching the
parsonage, he ordered me to my room
for an hour, bidding me, when that
time should have passed, to repair to
his study. Iknew that that interval
he would spend in "wrestling with the
Lord" on my behalf.

The period allowed me for self-com-
munion in no wise re-established my
former recklessness. That scandalized
and withering glance from my guard-
ian's eye had made me feel myself a
thing accursed and outcast. Myshame
and penitence were out of all propor-
tion to my guilt, but Idid not feel
them so then; rather, it seemed, sc
deeply was Imoved by his horror, that
Inever could erase from my soul the
impure stain with whichIhad smirched
it.

At the expiration of the hour Iwent
to his study, a forlorn and wretched
culprit, a creature as devoid of fire and
energy as is the lamp after the flame
has been extinguished. But, listless
and inanimate as Iwas, Idetected a
very marked change in the usually im-
passive face of my guardian. There
was a look of real human emotion upon
it, very different from its ordinary ex-
pression of mere abstract interest. In
his eyes was a gleam almost of inward
fire; upon his thin, asetic dounte-
ance feebly flickered a faint flush; his
features were far less rigid than usual,
and his matlner, though even and com-
posed, ha(J lost its, customary serenity.
Iwas struck forcibly by his unlikeness
to himself, and the consciousness of
guilt grew yet greater Within me as

"

was thus reminded of the heinousness
of a sin which could so work upon a
mere spectator. How vile, how utterly-
corrupt must she be who could practice
such depravitjj

Mr. Mavis received me, not angrily,
but with a sad disapprobation there
was no mistaking. He motioned me to
a seat, which I, abashed and shame-
faced culprit, took with unfeigned
meekness and humility, and then be-
gan a preachment with the Scarlet
Woman and her retinue of vicious at-
tributes for its text. Iwas in an ex-
tremely sensitive condition, depressed
and wretched from the reaction of my
late high spirits, and the words Ilis-
tened to had undue Influence upon me.
They turned into morbid fears and re?
flections as they struck ground within
my breast; and when, the homily con-
cluded, my guardian and I, shepherd
and errant lamb, fell upon our knees
to Implore protection from on High
against this malignant arch-enemy
who was menacing with apparent suc-
cess my weak and easily-tempted soul,
Iwas wrought to such a pitch of
agonized alarm and repentance that
my cry for aid and deliverance far
outvoiced my companion's, and Irose
from my petitions in a state of that
false religious fervor which is bred of
pure nervous" excitability.

This continued many days. Myguar-
dian, to whom it was a sign of the in-
flowing of grace, fostered and encour-
aged It. My name was withdrawn from
the academy books, and my mental
yielded to my spiritual, cultivation.
Mr. Mavis gave me employment in his
study, and kept me largely in his own.society, and the novelty of my new

-condition of spiritual exaltation for a
time satisfied -my -craving for excite-
ment Iwent U» prayer-meetings; "\u25a0" T

eousness within me. In a word, Iac-

cepted the honor done me with such

exaggerated and high-flown expressions

as should have aroused in him a sus-

picion as to their genuineness, and a

foreboding of my possession of histri-

onic gifts.
We were married some three montns

later, during which interval my c uhasi-
asm, kept alive by the flattening regard

and interest bestowed upon me by the

Sheraton folk, and fed by the unusual
excitement consequent upon the modest
preparations for my wedding, cor tinned
to burn. Scarcely a month had passed
after the marriage ceremony was per-

formed when it was a handful of ashes
in my grasp.

_ . ..;?
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Ihave no intention of giving to the
dreary interval which dragged itself
out between my capture an enfranchise-
ment. It makes my heart sick with
pity not for myself—l, gay butterfly

of an enchanted realm, am surely noth-
ing akin to that poor grub—but for
that wretched, miserable, desolate little

orthodox housewife, eating her heart

out for want of pa'alable food; striking,

in impotent effort, the wings of her
poor ill-comprehendHd, artistic longings

agamst the blank walls of her environ-
ment

And when my baby came it was no
better. She was a sickly, puny in-
fant, whose birth awakened no mater-

nal instinct within me. Perhaps, had

she been beautiful and attractive, thus
making appeal to those sensibilities
which so strongly lead my nature, 1
might have held her in different es-
teem. Nature forbade the first, and
my husband, who had grown distrust-
ful of me in all ways since Ihad
wearied in spiritual well-doing, pro-

hibited the last.
The child fretted ifItook her, and

her cries were like physical pain to
me. She was ever aiHng, and I, en-
dowed with the vitality of a strong

and healthy woman, and no personal
knowledge of suffering to awaken my
sympathy for her pangs. And so
things went on, drearily, monotonous-
ly, hopelessly for me, until Ihad been
thirteen months a wife and three
months a mother.

Then Fate turned over a new leaf in
my book of life.

The Women's Relief XJorps of Sher-
aton did me the honora 6f requesting

me to go to New York,- to select a new
piano for their organization. Ihad
some local fame as a musician, and
occupied the post of organist in my

husband's church; and so they chose
me to represent them. Shall Iever
forget the length of that twenty-four
hours which Mr. Mavis required to con-
sider the question of my going? 1
went nearly mad between hope and
fear. Itseemed to me too improbable

for realization, the prospect of actual-
ly beholding that El Dorado of my

dreams.
And the hour when Ilearnt that my

husband had yielded— that, in consid-
eration of the fact that Iwas to be es-
corted by Deacon Rogers, who was
journeying to the metropolis on some
business of his own,Iwas to be allow-
ed to accomplish my dearest wish

—
shall Iever forget the joy, the elation
of that moment? Until the instant of
departure came Iwas in a condition
of constant apprehension. Something

would occur, Ifelt sure, to prevent the
journey. Itwould occupy about twelve
hours. Leaving Sheraton at 8 in the
morning, we should reach New York at
about 11. Returning, we should ar-
rive in Sheraton a little after 7 in the
evening.
It was arranged the day before that
Iwas to meet the deacon at the sta-
tion a few minutes before the hour of
starting, and it was my husband's in-
tention to accompany me thither, and
place me in charge of my guide and
protector. As ithappened, howevr, Mr.
Mavis was sent for at daybreak to at-
tend a dying parishoner, and, with
many final injunctions and adjura-
tions to me, he left the parsonage, as-
suring me that he should make every

effort to return in time to see me off.
Here was the flrst gratuity offered

me by fate that lucky day. For I
still, and- always shall, maintain that

•the day Iturned my back forever on

¥he iAm*L,:&AXJL globEi Sunday, mat _\u0084 1897.

Sheraton, my cage and prison, wa#.a,:
beneficent one for me.
If, as my husband stooped that I

might imprint a chaste salute upon
his cheek, these had been; one to whis-
per ln my ear; "This shall be the last
time you ever .-embrace him;" if, as he
departed from one, and Iwatched with
careless eyes his retreating* figure, I
-had had assurance that never again
should Ilay eyes upon him, would my
kiss have gained in warmth and fer-
vor? Would my eyes have grown less
indifferent and more tender for the
knowledge? Wo, Ithink not.

Good, admirable,' conscientious man
that he was," there was nothing in
James Mavis to arouse even a shadow
of love or personal devotion in a wo-
man's soul. He never called forth a
spark of affection from me, nor do 1
believe that his passion for me was
more than a flash in the pan— a brief
sign that, improbable as it seemed, he
was really bifllt after the fashion of
less perfect humanity.

Scruples Ihave Bad, many and fre-
quent, bitter and remorseful, concerning
the step Itook that day; not one of
these, however, was instigated by the
thought that my desertion personally
afflicted the husband Ileft behind me.
Towards my child my conduct was
whollyculpable. Excuse for itIhave
none; it was wicked, abominable, and
altogether unbecoming a woman, even
a girl (for more Iwas not), with a
heart in her breast. But Ihave made
my peace withher. Ihave sought and
obtained pardon for my offense. Ifeel
satisfied that Ihave made full expiation
of my fault toward Lisa. God be

thanked! she was early saved the ex-
perience that warped my ideas of right

and wrong. Yet, to her gentler, les«».
ardent nature, the test would have been
scarcely so severe. The stagnation of
Sheraton would not have wrought her
to open rebellion as it did me. How
littleIthought asIkissed her good-bye
that day—she struggling the while
weakly against the caress and fisti-
cuffing me with her tiny hands— that I
should one day feel her the crowning
joy of my life!

My breakfast was finished by seven
o'clock, and by half-past Iwas on my
way to the station, unquiet and fear-

fulstill, lest accident mar my progress.
Aquarter to eight passed, five minutes
more, and it came to be three minutes
of the hour, and my escort had not ap-
peared. The train drew into the sta-
tion, and, as itstopped, Isaw the dea-
con coming down the hill as fast as
his burly frame would permit. He was
waving aloft a huge red handkercnier,

and shouting to the conductor to "wait.
"Will you hold the train for him? l

asked a brakesman, my heart throbbing
violently between longing and despair.

The man nodded, and passed on to
speak to the stationmaster. •

Iglanced at the train, at the puffing,

panting, impatient engine, which seem-
ed too mighty a monster to be re-
strained for the convenience 01 a mere

2—Circus Dog—Pooh,?that is nothing. WhaLt do you.think of this?

mortal. Ilooked back at the heavy
figure of the deacon, whose feet seemed
to me shod with lead.

"Will he never get here?" Ithought,
and then an idea came to me. Iwould
save time by getting aboard. And with
that intent Iplaced my foot on the
steps, and, unobserved, mounted the
car.
Ihad scarcely reached the platform

when-.I heard the conductor's warning
cry, announcing departure. Iturned at
once to wave to the deacon. He was
no longer visible. Secure in the assur-
ance that he must have seen me, and
believing that he had taken the car
nearest at hand and would soon come
through the train to me, Iopened the
door and entered the car.
It was about two-thirds full, and 1

noticed, soon after seating myself, that
the passengers seemed well acquainted
with each other, and that the conver-
sation was general and voluble. Ihad
heard of personally-conducted parties,
and at once concluded that Ihad
chanced upon one of these. Feeling
somewhat constrained and embarrassed
by the isolation of my position among
them, Isat stiff and awkward, wishing
the deacon would appear, and occupy-
ing myself with furtive observation of
my fellow-travelers.

They looked to my inexperienced
eyes an unusual and somewhat motley
set, conspicuous by a certain latitude
of costume and adornment, that almost
bordered upon eccentricity. They bore
a general resemblance to each other—
not that of feature or lineament, but of
manner, action and word. The likeness
was a professional, not a family, one.
Ifound myself soon seduced from per-

sonal perplexities by the gaiety and
merriment that were rife among them.
The air of freedom and unconstraint,
which seemed their native and accus-
tomed atmosphere, charmed and fas-
cinated me. They were a new order of
beings in my universe, and IfOrgot
everything in the interest of watching
them.

So intense was my preoccupation that
Ifailed to note the fact that they were
equally concerned with me. It would
have been impossible for me to imagine
that I,dull little country woman that I
felt myself to be, could possess any
power of attraction for these bright
and brilliant butterflies. Ihad for the
nonce forgotten— only for the none-;
usually my vanity keeps the fact large-
lybefore my self-conseiousness-^-that I
was endowed with no niggardly supply
of that powerful attribute which
arouses at least the attention of every
mortal who confronts it.

let me make actual acquaintance with
those denizens of the happiest sphere
open to mortals! Through accident I
was to be permitted a glimpse of that
dazzling, brilliant world which had
charmed my father back to itself from
his allegiance to wife and duty. The
Land of Beulah opened before me as
she spoke; Ihad visions of the fair and
long-coveted prospect of incident and
adventure. As she concluded, Ihastily
decided that Icould not afford to neg-
lect any opportunity offered me by this
never-to-be-repeated dozen of hours,
and so Ishook hands with occasion
and accepted her invitation.

The company and its manager re-
ceived me with a cordiality and ease
which an immediate effect upon my dif-
fidence. AsIlook back upon them
through the medium of experience, I
believe the men and women all to have
been rather a sorry lot. But then Iwas
less discriminating, and they seemed to

Iknow now, ifIdid not heed it then,
that among that more or less attractive
group of men and women, advantaged,
according to their taste, by all the ex-
traneous accessories of art and fashion,
not one was there -who could awaken
as great interest and admiration ln the
casual observer as the ill-dressed, un-
couthly-adorned, shabby girl of nine-
teen, Who sat vicariously enjoying their
mirth and. jollity. Irecignize the fact
now. and undeflstan**! why they noticed
me; but then Iwas less cognizant of
the power of beauty, and was surprised
at the effect Itproduced. For present-
ly,as Iregarded them with alert eyes,
a stout, good-natured-looking woman
of middle age rose from her seat and
approached me.

"It seems a pity that you should be
sitting here by yourself, my dear," she
remarked, with a pleasant smile. ."I
think you have probably made a mis-
take in the car, but it is of no conse-
quence. This is Mr. Greeley's private
car. You know who he is, of course

—
the manager of the Transcontinental
Burlesque and Variety company. That
is he— the gentleman with the florid
complexion and glasses. He wishes me
to tell you that the oar Is quite at your
service, and to ask you if you would
not And itpleasanter to joinus than to
sit here all alone."

She had an agreeable, pleasant man-
ner and a winningsmile. There was a
homely geniality about her that m&de
her seem an old Mend. And her offer!—

to introduce me to that class of be-
ings who had always seemed to me lit-
tle lower than gods and .goddesses ITo

me, each and every one of them, people

of a "Faery vision
* * » gay crea-

-
3
—

And what do you tnink of tnis ?

tures of the element, that in the colors
of the rainbow lived."

Individuallyi with the exception of
the manager and his wife (the woman
who had accosted me, and to whom,
later on, Ibecame warmly attached,)
they played no part of consequence in
my life. Itis needless to describe them
Collectively, however, they won me
wholly from my past, and created for
me a new future of such glorious prom-
ise that Iwas blinded to the path of
duty, which clearly led in an opposite

direction from that which they tempted
me to take.

It was no difficultmatter for them to
draw from me the simple, petty, com-
monplace details of my short exist-
ence. They flattered me by their inter-
est and obvious admiration. They
pitied and commiserated me openly;
animadverted upon the fact of my ear-
lymarriage and blighted career; blam-
ed my husband for having taken ad-
vantage of my youth and inexperience;
suggested what possibilities of fame
and fortune might have been realized
by my face and figure; and when I
spoke of°my native talent for danc-
ing their indignation knew no bounds.
Ido not think they were guying me.
Ibelieve that something in me, it may
have been a betrayal of the artistic
temperament, really attracted and in-
terested them. They were weary of
traveling, and sated with each others
society. Iwas a welcome novelty to
them, and it amused them to turn me
inside out like an old glove.

By the time we reached New York I
was fairly intoxicated. Never in my
•whole nineteen years had Iknown
three hours so ecstatic as those. As we
ran into the station a terrible feeling
of despair swept over me. The thougrht
of Deacon Rogers appalled me; the
prospect of parting forever with these
warm-hearted and congenial compan-
ions was unbearable; the idea of allow-
ing them to continue on their joyous
course, whileIwent back to those aw-
ful hours of dullness which threatened
to round out the whole compass of my
life, gripped my heart until Ithought
it would burst.

The Greeleys had volunteered to dis-
cover my delinquent escort for me and
place me in his charge. Ithink both
ofthem may have been sincere in their
intentions to do so; Iam sure she was.
Of the good faith of the manager of
the Trans-Continental B. and V. com-
pany upon that occasion Ihave always
been somewhat suspicious. A theatri-
cal manager, however honest, is never
quite to be relied upon when there is a
question of securing a fresh attrac-
tion. Greeley had been told that I
could dance; he had seen that Iwaa
beautiful. Whether he exerted his abil-
ities to their utmost to And my pro-
tector, Icannot say. At all events, he

was unsuccessful in his search.
Itmight* well have been a matter of

some difficulty to discover the deacon.
Very probably, intent upon catching

the train,- he had wholly forgotten me
at the time of departure, and, if he

Schliek & Co.,
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..SHOE BARGAINS..
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had not seen me standing upon the car
platform, fruitless search through the
rest of the train would have convinced
him that Ihad remained at home. The
result of my failure to find him was
that my new-made friends Insisted
upon taking me to their hotel until I
should decide what Ihad best do. I
had the money for the piano safely be-
stowed in the bosom of my gown, and
the Greeleys offered to cicerone me
about my business.

The noise, movement, animation of
the great city delighted me. My whole
being swam buoyantly as in a con-
genial element. The hotel, a second-
rate but respectable one, even in its
very bustle and confusion attracted
my fancy. We lunched, and the sav-
ory and delicate dishes, so unlike my
unusual coarse fare, appealed insidi-
ously to my palate. While we sat at
luncheon, the Greeleys were besieged
by friends, regular habitues of the
cafe, all of whom were gay, alert,
debonair. There was a renewal of the
laughter, vivacity, merriment, which

had so infected me on the Journey. I
was presented casually to some of
these strangers, and the glances which
they bestowed" upon me flattered me
much.

A theatrical manager is a busy man.
The Trans-Continental company was
to open in New York that night, and
there was much detail requiring Mr.

4—Fido—lthink it's flne.

MONKEY HAS THE MEASLES.

Ailment Peculiar to Humanity At-

tacks a Simian at a Paris Mnaenm

So far as the members of the French
Academy of Medicine have been able
to ascertain, Cynocephalus is the flrst
monkey that ever had the measles.
Zanzibar was his birthplace. He was
brought to Madagascar, where he was
sold to a superior officer in the French
army, says the New York Press. As
a companion for him, the officer bought
another monkey, a vagabond, who had
no name, and whose birthplace was un-
known. The weather being cold, the
pets were placed in a warm house.
P

—, a private in the zouaves, who was
serving the officer, attended to their
wants, and often frolicked with them.
One day P

—
went to the doctor, com-

plaining of an eruption on his body.
The doctor saw at once that he had
the measles and hurried him off to
bed.

X
—, another soldier, was put in

charge of the officer's garden and
monkeys. Four days later he noticed
that Cynocephalus kept to the corner
of his cage and refused to eat. The
same doctor who treated the zouave
was called in. An examination showed
an eruption on Cynocephalus' body and
all the other symptoms of measles. The
same treatment was given to him as to
the zouave.

The other monkey was in no wise af-
flicted. To begin with, it is reported,
he was not so intelligent or so human
as Cynocephalus, who "seems to have
lived up to his fine name and his place
in the Zanzibar peerage, and then tha
two were of different tribes. "That one
contracted the disease, while the other
didn't," say the academicians, "is not
at all remarkable, for of two persons
exposed in the same way it often hap-
pens that one escapes and the other
does not."

-^m~
He Spoke Feelingly.

Spiall Son— Ma, what's Mormons?
Mother—U'm!—men who have a good many

wives.
"A good many?"
"Yes; thirty or forty, sometimes.
"Ooo! That's awful."
"Yes, my son."
"Just awful! Iwouldn't like to have thirty

or forty mammas to spank me."—New York
Weekly.

She Satr That Way.

The Aztec Child—lwonder why the two-

headed girl won't play whist any more with
the livingskeleton? ?__•

The Pat Lady—They had a row last night,
and he accused her of double dealing.—New
York Press.

Greeley's personal attention. After
luncheon, he put his wife and me Into
a cab, suggesting that we should
drive to the piano establishment, ac-
complish our purpose there, and then
meet him at the theater, where I
might have a glimpse of the rehearsal,
which would at that time be in
progress.
Iwas to take the 5 o'clock train back

to Sheraton. The fact was never for a
moment absent from the distracting
happiness Iwas enjoying. It marred
it as a breath pollutes the shining sur-
face of a mirror. How could Ireturn!
How could ! how could I!

(To be continued.)

An i:ii«a.lliint Philosopher.

"Isuppose," said the man whose hobby is
economy, "that as people advance in years
they increase in wisdom. But Ihave my
doubts."

"I'msure that Ihave more practical views
of life than Ihad some years ago," replied
his wife.
"I won't dispute it. But the unalterable

fact remains that a seven-year-old girl will
be perfectly happy on Easter with a few hard-
boiled egg*, which are inexpensive and good
to eat, whilea twenty-seven-year-old girl can-
not exist without a high-priced hat, whose
only function is to make some woman jealous
In-church or some man miserable ln the
theater."— Washington Star.

The Voice of Experience.

"Describe briefly the way a woman gets off
of a street car," said the superintendent to
the applicant for a position as conductor.

"The wrong way," was the answer.
"Correct," said the superintendent, and tha

applicant was straightway engaged.— Chicago
Post.

DEAFNESS CANNOT BE CURED.
by local applications as they cannot
reach the diseased portion of the ear.
There is only one way to cure deafness,

and that is by constitutional remedies.
Deafness is caused by an inflamed
condition of the mucous lining of the
Eustachian Tube. When this tube is
inflamed you have a rumbling sound
or imperfect hearing, and when it is
entirely closed, Deafness is the jresult,
and unless the inflammation can be
taken out and this tube restored to ita
normal condition, hearing will be de-
stroyed forever; nine cases out of ten
are caused by catarrh, which is noth-
ing but an inflamed condition of tha
mucous surfaces.

We will give One Hundred Dollar*
for any case of Deafness (caused by
catarrh) that cannot be cured by Hall's
Catarrh Cure. Send for circulars; free,

F. J. CHENEY &CO., Toledo, O.
Sold by Druggists, 75c
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