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3 O SODIAL
Mrs. John A. Humbird and Miss
Humbhird, of Dayton avenue, gave a

large reception yesterday afternoon at
their home for Mrs. Robert McDonald,
of Cumberland, Md. The house was
gimply but handsomely decorated with
large boauets of flowers, red roses and
astors being used chiefly. In the din-
ing room everything was in white 'and
green. The table had a very dainty
appearance with its center piece of
ferns and roses., Mrs, Frederick Wey-
erhaeuser presided at one end of the
table and Mrs. David Humbird at the
other. Mrs., Charles Farnum had
charge of the punch bowl. Other as-
sisting women were Mrs. David Law-

ler, Mrs. Roger Kennedy, Mrs. J. R.
Jewett, Mrs. J. Seabury, Mrs. N. P.
Langford Jr., Miss Florence Finck,

Miss Lusk and Miss Meyers.
- - »

Miss Maud Freeman, a bride of next
week, was the honored guest at a tea
yesterday afternoon given by Mrs.
Harry Fabian, of Bates avenue, from
4 till 6 o'clock. Palms, roses and® as-
tors were extensively used in the dec-
orations. The hostess was assisted by
Mrs. George Freeman, Mrs. George
Wichman, Mrs. Frederick Prest; Mrs.
B, Irwin, Mrs. George Buffington and
the following young women: Miss
Heine, Miss Dickenson, Miss Hall, Miss
Stevenson, Miss Lennox, of Minneap-
olis, and Miss Scriber., of Wilmar.

- -

The Misses Hoffman, of Ashland
avenue, gave a thimble bee yesterday
afternoon for Miss Gladys Bones, of
Omaha.

* * *

Mrs. George Miller, of Nelson ave-
nue, will give a card party Saturday
afternoon In honor of Mrs. Isaac De-
vos and Miss He]way.‘

* =

Miss Mabel Stevenson, of Minneap-
olis, will entertain the mémbers of the
Alpha Phi sorority Saturday afternoon
at her home in honor of Miss Maud
Freeman.

* L

Mrs. H. M. Rice, of Portland ave-
nue, gave an informal card party last
evening at her home for Miss Greeley,
of Washington, D. C., who is the guest
of Mrs. George C. Squires, of Summit
court.

L L] -

Mrs. Gates A, Johnson Jr.,, of Sher-
burne avenue, will entertain informally
this afternoon at her home for her
sister, Mrs. A. Engle, of Milwaukee,.

CLUBS AND CHARITIES.

The Endless Chain Social club gave
a card party yesterday afternoon in
Annex hall. Euchre was played at sev-
en tables, and favors were won by
Mrs. H. Jansen, Mrs. T. S. F. Hayes,
Mrs. J. N. Mounts and Mrs. J. A. Rob-
ertson. The club will meet Wednes-
days instead of Thursdays of alternate
weeks in the future.

Mrs. Henry Rochet, of Grand avenue,
will entertain the Lincoln club Oct. 7.

The Women's auxiliary to John A.
Yogan camp, U. V. U, will give a
dancing party this evening at I. O, O.
F. Hall.

The Woman's Veteran Relief union
avill give a. dancing party this evening
at Odd Fellows’ hall

The Ladies' Co-operative Society of
Atlantic Congregational Church will
give a rummage sale today and tomor-
yow on the corner of Seventh and
Pine streets. The following women
will be in charge: Mesdames James

George, Simon and Way.

The Ladies’ Social Union of Ply-
mouth Congregational Church will
give a dime supper this evening in the
parlors of the church.

Mrs. H. Fowler, of Louis street, will
entertain the Bethesda Aid society this
afternoon.

Mrs. E. W. Bazilie, of Iglehart street,
pvill entertain this afternoon for the
membersg of the Birthday club.

The Ladies' Ald Society of Central
Park M. E. Church will meet this aft-
ernoon at the home of Mrs, Benjamin
Longly on Summit avenue.

Mrs. C. 'A. Hyde, of Holly avenue,
will entertain the Hamilton Whist club
fhis afternoon.

The Bankers' nion will hold a meet-
Jng tomorrow evening at Bowlby hall.

PERSONAL.
L. H. Maxfleld,

Mr. and Mrs. of

Globe, 9-25-'02.

Pianos

What is
the Use

of going without the plano
you need, when you can
choose here from the finest
in the world, and pay for it
in small monthly payments,

Prices are
Lower Here

than cash prices demanded
elsewhere for inferior planos,
while you have the advan-
tage of our liberal terms.

Ten
Dollars

monthly will buy a very
handsome piano, high-grade
and fully guaranteed,

Visit or Write Us Today.

W.J.Dyer & Bro.

Largest Music House i{n the Northwest.
Sole Agents for
Steinway and Knabe Pianos,
17 Dyer Building, St. Paul, Minn.

ACADEMY -~
FOR GIRLS

VAilIa F{aria

Frontenac, Iinn,

SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Lake City, Minn.

Nazareth

The Bankers' union will hold a meet-
Lindstrom.

Mrs. A. Engle, of Milwaukee, is the
guest of Mrs. Gate§ A. Johnson, of
Sherburne avenue.

Mrs. J. C., Hill and family, of Vir-
ginia avenue, have returned to their
city home after spending the summer
at Lake Pulaski.

Miss Madeline Liggett, of St. An-
thony Park, has returned from Chi-
cago.

Mrs. R. Fischer, of Dayton avenue,
has returned from Fergus Falls, where
she has been spending the past two
weeks.

Mrs. D. H. Bayless, of Kansas City,
who has been visiting her daughter,

book? It is & collection of sheets of
drawing paper bound together and
covered in coarse linen of any hye one
fancles—brilliant blue, rich scarlet or
dainty violet, If a clever sketch in
black adorn the front, so much the
better. 3

" In the face book each guest is asked
to draw a head of some sort. Man,
woman, child, animal—It does not mat-
ter what it is, or whether the guest
can draw at all. If he or she draws
badly, so much the better,

A Queen's Poem.

Queen Helena of Italy has written a
poem, which is to appear shortly in
the German review, “Berliner Leben.”

DINNER GOWN OF NET.
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This is a Ducet model gown of white dotted black net, over black taf-

feta,
ribbon.

The skirt has full flounce, with three rows graduated black velvet
Princess panels front of black lace and “spider web” stitched, to-

gether with pale blue silk embroidery, over dull blue silk. Girdle and elbow

trimming of pale blue louisine silk. Epaulets to match panel.

velvet with light-blue plumes.

Hat of black

Mrs. B. R. Moore, of South Exchange
street, will return to her home today,

Mrs. J. T. Stewart, of Raymond
avenue, has returned from Nelson, B.

Mrs. Charles Haley, of Duluth, who
has been visiting Miss Mohr, of Pleas-
ant avenue, for the past week, has re-
turned to her home.

Miss Maud McCarthy, of Dayton
avenue, has gone to New York to at-
tend the Rye seminary.

Mr. and Mrs. James Camp, of
Bridgeport, Conn.,, who have been vis-
iting Mr. and Mrs. F. H. Camp, of
Portland avenue, have returned to
their home.

Mrs. Dalrymple, of Summit avenue,
is entertaining Miss Mary Ames, of
‘Warren, Pa.

Mr. and Mrs. Frederick E. Perkins
are entertaining Mr. and Mrs. Haislip,
of Milwaukee.

New Window Draperies.

Russian lace is the best liked for
window draperies. Always in the deep
ecru color, with the heavy linen lace
set in, they are at once beautiful and
serviceable. This lace is all hand-
made, but it varies in quality. There
is an outline of heavy cord in the lace,
and the interstices are filled in, in the
less expensive varieties, with a linen
braid, while in the more expensive lace
there are the regular lace stitches. The
former even cost more than many peo-
ple would care to pay, ranging from
$12.60 up to $50 a pailr, while for the
others one may pay as much as $200.

There is a new feature in the pat-
tern of the Russian lace this year.
There is a flower with raised petals
after the style of the roses in some
of the fine point lace. There i1s the
foundation flower in the body of the
lace and then another scalloped circle
or another
in the center a small button of the
lace.

It is a maiter of taste whether there
is an edge of the lace with more or
less elaborate corner pieces or the edge
with a broad band of insertion set in
some distance. Perhaps the former
are a little more attractive, but the
latter are sufficiently good, and it 1s
certain that they will hang better.
Those with the heavy edge and corners
are apt to sag somewhat.

In other draperies, with the bob-
binet foundation, the Marie Antoinette
and the Renaissance are curtains that
are always satisfactory. The Marie
Antoinette have the patterns in an ap-
plication of braid, while the Renalis-
sance are of the lace inset. In some
o\f the draperies the two styles are
combined, the sprays of the Marie An-
tolnette appliqued and the leaves of
the Renaissance inset.

There are inexpensive varieties of
the Irish point draperies, which come
as low as $4. All the patterns in the
Irish point, simple or elaborate, are
cut out by ‘\and, and in some curtains
there is lace work set in in open work
parts of the design.

Face Book Fad.
At 5 o'clock teas and Sunday even-

Both Conducted by Ursuline Nuns.
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ing suppers it is now the pmf'er thing
to have a face book. What Is a face

flower set above this and”

It is entitled “The Other Crown,” and
gives the reverse of the medal of roy-
alty as usually seen by popular eyes.
On the steps of the throne is seated a
woman with wrinkled features, seen
only by the king. Her name is Care,
the Eternal and Devouring. TUnder
the crown of gold is another, invisible
to all eyes but his, and inflicting cease-
less wounds on his brow. It is the
Crown of Thorns. This Is the general
idea of the poem, which is in a peculiar
Montenegrin meter,

Lady Henry Will Attend.

Lady Henry Somerset has written to
her friends in Canada that she will
attend the annual meeting of the On-
tarilo Woman's Christian Temperance
union, which will meet in Toronto dur-
ing the last week of October, and will
give an address on that occasion, but
that her physician will not allow her
to speak anywhere else in Canada. It
is expected that she will have some-
thing to say about the prohibition tan-
gle in Canada, and great interest is
felt in her views upon the subject.
At one time, it may be remembered,
she was regarded as not being quite
‘“gsound” on the prohibition question,
and her supposed disloyalty to the
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principles of} th§ Woman’s Christian
Tem erance :unign led to some griev-
ous dissensi #mong the whité rib-
boners. of Canad& but some of her re-
cent utterances in England have been
reported as being as strong as any-
thing Frances Willard could have said,
and have been the cause of much satis-
faction in Canada.

Fall Fashion Notes.

Green is a fad.

Strands of beads knotted tassel
fashion adorn handsome garments.

Everything is plaited more or less.

A table suitable for an ichthyologist
or a seaside house has_its three legs in
the shape of a mammoth codfish.

Lorgnette chains of irregular coral
may be worn by women, or, two or
three times around the neck, they
serve for little girls.

Guipure laces,. especially in black,
are noted on the new hats and dresses.

Ribbons, appliques and embroideries
are on Persian lines.

A clever loose coat is called the Chi-
nese Honeymoon. {

Even English walking hats
broad, flat crowns.

Persian embroideries are one of the
great features.

New quills have the quill end hidden
by a feather rosette.

Fur is to be much used for trim-
mings.

Draped and scarf effects still figure
at the backs of dress hats.

have

Automobile Tour of a Singer.

Touring the country in her own au-
tomobile, Miss Mary Belle Daily, a
dramatic soprano, will fill singing ~n-
gagements from coast to coast, ending
her trip at Los Angeles, where her fa-
ther is a prominent physician. The
young woman purchased a special long-
distance machiné last week and will
start on her long tour, accompanied by
her mother, at 10:30 o’clock this morn-
ing. Her firgt stop will be at Larch-
mont, where she will sing at a concert
before the members of the Larchmont
Yacht club tomarrow night.

From Larchmont the tourists will go
to Hartford,gthence to Newport and
other places on their way to Boston,
where the singer has a special engage-
ment to fill. .Returning here they will
cross the state and the continent by
easy stages.

Miss Daily »was born in Salina, Kan.,
and passed lfr ‘childhood in Los An-
geles. Ior the lagt three years she has
been studying in“Berlin and other Eu-
ropean capitals. .She appeared at some
of the Kaltenborn concerts, in the Cir-
cle Auditorfum, Sixtieth street and
Broadway, this summer. With her
mother she has been living at No. 44
West Twenty-fourth street, New
York, from which place the start will
be made.

Early Wedding Rings.

The wedding ring was not always
a plain gold band. In olden days it
was elaborately chased and bejewelled,
Then it was worn on the first finger
of the right hand. A curious survival
of this custom is to be observed in
some parts of the country, especially
in the remoter sections, where the en-
gagement ring is worn on the first
finger of the right hand.

The wearing of the marriage ring on
the third finger of the hand came into
use with Christianity. Sentimentalists
ascribe the change to the growth of
the superstition once current that a
vein ran from the heart to the third
finger.

It is probable that the religious
ceremony of the early Christians led to
the change. The priest who perform-
ed the ceremony put the ring first on
the thumb, saying, “In the name of
the Father,” and on the flrst finger,
adding, “and of the Son,” and on the
second with the words, “and of the
Holy Ghost,” With the “amen’” the
third finger was reached, and there
the ring was put on to stay.

Lord Hope to Marry.

It is reported that Lord Francis
Hope and Beatrice Rickett8, his cous-
in, will be married as soon as the de-
cree of divorce he obtained from May
Yohe last March becomes absolute.
Miss Ricketts’ grandmother, Lady
Caroline Ricketts, was a daughter of
the fourth Duke of Newcastle. Lord
Francis Hope is the brother and heir
presumptive of t;xe seventh Duke of
Newecastle. {5 sald that the mar-
riage will considerably improve Lord
Francis’ financial condition. The Sun-
day Special says:

“Some time ago, to mark his serious
disapproval of Lord Francis’ marriage
to Miss Yohe, the Duke of Newcastle
used certain’ powers of appointment
and revocation adversely to his broth-
er, It is expected that the duke’s ac-
tion will now be canceled or modi-
fied.” ;

It is reported that May Yohe and
Putnam Bradlee Strong, now in Bue-
nos Ayres, Argentina, will also marry
immediately after Sept. 24, when the
decree of divorce becomes effective,

A Good Bookkeeper.

The secretary of the National Civie
Federation wag talking to his assistant
secretary, John R. Cummings, the other
day, when a friend asked Mr. Easley if
he could recommend an expert bhook-
keeper,

“Well,” sald Mr. Easley thoughtfully,
“Cummings is the best bookkeeper I
know. I loaned him a book three years
ago and he's keeping it yet.””—Baltimore
Herald.

We guarantee our French Dry Clean-
ing on ladies’ garments. City Dye House,
420 Wabasha.

.

cther Tories.

Solution for yesterday’s puzzle:
guide at donkey’s hind feet.

HISTORICGAL PUZZLE.
Bmily Gelger, brave American messenger, captured by Tories. Find two

ke

H er brother in front of donkey's face;

signature Is on every box of the genulns

ati . igine Tablet
T e b vot b

Conscience Money

A TALE OF THE PARIS LATIN QUARTER.

In January the darkness settles early
in Paris. It was not yet five, and it
was closing in, soft and sudden. This
particular night it was rendered denser
by the light rain that was falling—
one of those needle-pointed, noiseless
rains that come in the midst of a Paris
winter and persist for days.

Celia Reardon came home through
it, letting her skirts flap against her
heels. The package of sketches she
had not sold to the dealer on the Rue
Bonaparte was under her arm. From
beneath the dark tent of her umbrella
she looked straight before her down
the vista of the street, glistening and
winking from its lamps and windows.
The light, striking clearly on her face,
revealed it as small, pale, and plain,
with a tight line of lip, and eyes som-
berly staring at nothing. She made
no attempt to lift her sodden skirt, or
avoid puddles,

‘Walking heavily forward through the
early dusk, she was advancing to meet
the Giant Despair.

This was on her mind, and, to the
observant eye, in her face. Celia knew
of only one way to evade the approach-
ing giant. It was by the turn that
led to the river. Many people, in their

‘terror at his approach, took this turn.

She had seen them in the Morgue in
the days when she was new to Paris,
and went about seeing sights like a
tourist, '

After the dealer on the Rue Bona-
parte had given her back the sketches,
telling her it was impossible to sell
them, she had turned downward to-
ward the quais, and came out there,
under the skeleton trees, where the
book-stalls line the wall. The dark,
slumberous current of the river swept
by under the gemmed arches of its
bridges. It was carrying away all the
foul and useless things of the day's
tumultuous life, all going helter-skelt-
er, pell-mell, to the oblivion of the sea.

She thought of herself goi with
them, whirling about in the prrents,
serenely indifferent to everytiing that
tortured her now. The thought had a
creeping fascination. She drew near-
er, staring down at the water, stabbed
with hundreds of quivering lights, and
saw herself—a face, a trail of hair, a
few folds of eddying drapery—go float-
ing by. A sudden gust of wind snatch-
ed -at her umbrella, and shook a de-
luge from the tree boughs, fretting
the surface of the pools. It roused
her, and she turned away shuddering.
She would wait and meet the Giant
face to face.

As she turned into the impasse where
her studio was, she felt that he was
getting very near. The long walk had
tired her. Since yesterday her only
food had been the free tea at the Girls’
club. Her door was the last on the
left-hand side, and broke the face of
what looked a blank wall. Near it a
bell-handle hung on the end of a wire.
On the fourth floor she opened a door
that had her card nalled to it.

The studio was dark, only the large
window showed a dim, gray square.
She lit the lamp, and then, suddenly,
in the recklessness of her desperation,
the fire. There were eight pieces of
wood and six briquettes in the box.
She would burn them all. She would
burn the bed and the chairs, but she
would be warm tonight. Tomorrow
was twelve hours off,

The light showed the emptiness of
the chill, barn-like room. The walls
alone were furnished, decorated with
a series of life-class studies, some
made twenty years before, when she
had been the star of one of the Julians.
Now these spirited delineations of
nakedness, unlovely and unabashed, of-
fered silent testimony to the brilliant
promise of Celia Reardon’s youth. To-
night. she only thought of the fire and
cowered over it—a little, pale shadow
of a woman, near upon middle age.

For hours she sat watching the
flames dart up through the holes in the
briquettes. The warmth consoled her.
She grew dreamy and retrospective.
Her thoughts went slipping back from
point to point in the glamourous past,
when she had been hung in the Salon,
and sold her pictures, and was an ar-
tist people spoke of who would some
day “arrive.”” From those radiant days
of youth and hope, things had been
gradually declining to this—one by one
stand-bys failing and her old patrons
leaving, rich Americans who ordered
copies growing scarcer and scarcer.
Finally no money to hire models, bad
food, and, in consequence, declining
health, poor work that failed to find
a market; pride coming to her aid and
withdrawing her from the help of
friends; furtive visits to the Mont de
Piete, and more dreaded ones to the
dealers on the Rue Bonaparte; and to-
night the end of all things.

It was late when she slept. Waking
in the gray dawn she found herself
lying cramped and cold in front of the
white ashes of the fire, and crept shiv-
ering to bed. There she slept on till
after midday. She felt weak and stu-
id when she rose, and her dressing
ook a long time. She began to realize
that her state was nearly as bad phy-
sically as it was financially.

It was better to walk about -the

streets till the hour of tea than to
freeze in the studio, She put on her
hat and jacket, relics of better days
to which she desperately clung, and
went forth, In the night the ther-
mometer had fallen and the rain had
turned to snow. She buried her chin
In her collar and tried to walk briskly.
She thought she would go to the
Louvre, which was warm, and sit there
till four, when she could come back
to the Girl’'s club. Both walks were
long, but the hour's rest at the Louvre
would strengthen her, and there was
still the faint possibility of meeting
someone she knew who would order a
copy.
She felt singularly tired when the
long flank of Catharine de Medicl's
part of the old palace came into view
with the river sucking at the wall
All the surroundings were gray and
motionless like a picture, and in the
midst of this dead immoblility the swift
turbulent tide rolled on, a thing of
sinister life, calling to her as it sped.
Midway across the bridge she stopped
to look down on it, and then stood
gazing, fascinated, unable to tear her=-
self away.

Close to her, on the coping of the
wall, an image-seller had set out his
wares. They were a dream of fair
women, classic and modern. The sol-
emn majesty of the great Venus was
contrasted with Phryne hiding her
eyes in a spasm of modesty. Clytie,
with the perfect fall of her shouiders,
rising from the lily leaves that fold
back as if unwilling to hide so much
beauty, stood droopingly beside the
proud nakedness of Falguiere’s Diane.
The boy who presided over this gal-
lery of lovliness—a meagre Italian, his
face nipped with frost—stood a hunch-
ed-up, wretched figure, his eyes ques-
tioning the passers-by.

Presently one of these halted in the
hurrying march with an eye on Clytie.
The boy drew his hands from his
pockets, and with piteous eagerness
held out the bust. The tones of his
volce penetrated Celia’s dark musings,
and she looked that way.

The buyer was a lady, young, and of
a curiously soft and silly prettiness.
She displayed all a Parisienne's flaw-
less finish. Her cheek, by art of na-
ture, was like a magnolia petal; her
hair showed burnished on its loose rip-
ples. Beneath the edge of her veil
her uncovered mouth appeared, fresh
as a child’s, serious, and charmingly
foolish. Her chin rested on a fluff of
of white tulle and was a white of a
warmer tint. There was dubious de-
bate in her glance as it paused on the
figures. She looked the incarnation of
sweet indecjsion. Presently she de-
cided on Clytie, and said she would
take it with her. Celia knew she had

. ward the river.

bought the head from a sudden, care-
less pity for the boy’s red nose and
chillblains. If she had peddled
sketches on the bridge, with her nose
red and her toes coming through her
boots, she, too, would have made
money, She thought, as she hungrily
wondered how much the boy had made
by his sale,

The lady unclasped. the little bag
that hung by a chain to her wrist, and
searched for money. She was evident-
ly careless, and carried many things
therein. Suddenly she jerked ‘out a
whisp of pocket-handkerchief, and un-
der it found the cache where the mon-
ey had been secreted. She bent her
face to search for the desired coin, and
so did not see that with the handker-
chief a five-franc piece had be2n
twitched out.

Celia did see. She saw it spring out,
and then drop into a bank of snow, ¢a&
if purposely to avoid detection. She
made a step forward to pick it up and
return it. And then she stopped-—a
thought went through her like a zig-
zag of lightning. Cupidity, born of
hunger, burst into life in her, and nail-
ed her to the spot, her mouth dry, her
eyes vacant of expression. For tha
first time in her life Temptation grip-
ped her.

The traditions of generations of
seemly New England forbears cried
out upon her and struggled within her.
But she stood her ground. The coin
lying in the snow seemed of more lm-
portance to her than everything else
in the world.

As the lady passed away, Celia drew
near the images. The boy was rear-
ranging them. When his back was
turned she bent down and groped in
the snow.
red,

She crushed down the shame that
surged in her, and turned to leave the
bridge. There is a Duval on the Bou-
levard St. Germain, and she almost
ran to it, thinking as she went of what
she would order. She would spend
two francs and a half, allowing a
twenty-five centime pourboire for the
girl. She knew the Duvals well, and
how one could get the best for one's
money.

It was not the crowded hour, and
she had no need to hurry. She ate
sumptuously and slowly, and began
to feel the revivifying tide of life flow-
ing back into her starved body. The
Giant began to look dim and distant.,

The river called no more. In the
liesurely French fashion she sat a
long time over her meal. The day

was darkening to its early twilight as
she emerged and fared down the bou-
levard.

She was walking slowly down the
great street, her body warmed, the
cries of hunger stilled, when the
enormity of her act began to force {t-
self upon her. She refused to ac-
knowledge it at flrst. Hunger was
sufficient excuse. But not so much her
conscience as her sense of dainty self-
respect insisted on her shame. She
was a thief. Her whiteness was stain-
ed forever. She had never before done
anything for which to blush or to lie.
Her poverty, her discouragement, her
pitiful, proud struggles, had always
been honest. She would as soon have
thought of murdering some one as of
stealing from them.

Now she had done it. One moment’s
temptation had marked her forever.
As the money had fallen into the snow
s;)fnethlng in her had fallen, never to
rise.

Pursued by harassing thoughts, she
half-unconsciously wended her way to-
Here, unencumbered
by houses, daylight still lingered. The
gray afternoon was dying with a fros-
ty brilliance. In its death throes it
exhaled a sudden, angry red which
broke through the clouds in smolder-
ing radiance. Its flush tinted the sky
and touched the tops of the wave-
lets. Celia felt it on her face like the
color of shame.

As she stood staring at it, her pallor
glazed with an unnatural ‘blush, an in-
spiration came to her “which sent a
tide of real color into her face. A
manner of redeeming herself sudden-
ly was revealed to her. She would give
the rest of the money to the most needy
person she met that evening. She
would walk the city till she found some
one more deserving of it then she.
Then she would give all she had—
share her theft with some other pauper
to whom two francs would mean sal-
vation.

She felt instantly stimulated and re-
vived by a return of self-respect. Eith-
er side of the river would be rich in
case of heartbreak and hunger. Stand-
ing in the middle of the bridge she
looked from the straight line of gray
houses on the Quai Voltaire to the vast
facade of the Louvre. Then some whim
impelled her to choose the side of the
city where wealth dwells, and she
walked forward toward the guichets of
the old palace.

The city had on the first phase of its
evening aspect of brilliantly illumined
gayety. People were dining; one
caught glimpses of them over the half-
curtains of restaurant windows. Wo-
men in voluminous wraps were making
mincing exits fro mthe hotel doorways
to waiting fiacres. There was the
frou-frou of skirts, whiffs of perfum-
ery, the shifting of many feet under
the arcades of the Rue de Rivoli.

Passing the entrance of one of the
largest hotels, she was arrested by
a familiar voice, and a richly clad and
rustling lady deflected her course from
the carriage that awaited her at the
kerb toward the astonished - artist
Celia felt a curious sensation of fate-
fulness when she saw in the face be-
fore her that of an old patron, long
absent from Paris. The lady gave her
a warm, greeting; she wanted to see
her tomorrow, apropos of some copies
to be made. Had Cella time to make
the copies? Well, then, would she
come to lunch tomorrow and talk it
over?

The little artist blinked in the giare
of the doorway and the lady’'s dia-
monds. She would.

And now would she go to the theater
with the lady? Only her niece was
with her, and they had a box.

No—Celia could not do that. She
had—er—business—business thatmight
keep her up very late.

The carriage rolled away with the
lady and the niece, and Celia turned
up one of the side streets that lead
to the great boulevard. So Fortune
was going to smile on her -once more.
All the more reason to square things
with her conscience. She grasped her
purse tightly and looked about her as
she passed up the narrow thorough-
fare. Misery often lurked ashamed in
corners. She knew just how and why.

A few moments more walking, with
an occagional turn into cross-cuts,
brought her into the spacious widen-
ing of the ways before the Gare St.
Lazare. It was particularly lively in-
side the depot inclosure, as the boat
train for Calais was soon to leave,
There wasg an incessant rattling of
carriages piled high with trunks, and
a great disgorging of travelers, who
ran staggering up the steps weighted
with the amazing amount of hand lug-
gage indispensable to the Continental
tourist.

Certainly it did not loock a promis-
ing place in which to seek distressed
humanity. Celia turned away and be-
gan to walk upward toward the street
which flanks the building on the left,
and winds an ascending course toward
Montmartre. It was badly lit, shel-
tered by the vast blank wall of the de~
pot, and showed only an occasional
passer-by, and the lamps of a long line
of waliting fiacres.

As she advanced into the semi-ob-
scurity of this dark byway, a carriage
rattled .up and stopped precipitately

' near the side entrance into the yard.

Then rose with her face

A man sprang out and then turned
with a sort of elaboration of gallantry
and helped out a woman. Celia idly
noted her trim foot as it felt for the
step, her darkly clad elegant figure,
then her face. It came with a shock
of familiarity on its smooth, rounded
prettiness; now, however, no longer
placid, but deeply disturbed. Under
it unwonted currents of feeling were
corrugating the brow and making the
lips droop. Only an eye used to note
faces-would have recognized it as that
of the woman who had bought the
head: of Clytie a few hours before.

Celia loitered, and then drew back
into the shadow of the wall. The wo-
man was evidently in the grip of men=
tal distress. Apprehension, indecision,
terror almost, were stamped on her
mobile and childish countenance. The
man stretched his hand inside the car-
riage and pulled out two valises. He
spoke to her, shortly but with slightly
veiled tenderness, and with a start
like a frightened animal she drew back
into the shadow. He paid the driver,
and then, standing between the bags,
he drew out his pocket book and gave
her some murmured instructions.

She suddenly interrupted him in a
louder key.

“I have my ticket,” she said, “I
bought it this afternoon. I passed
Cook’s, and went in and bought it.”

“You bought it yourself?” giving her
a fatuously loving look from under his
hat-brim, “you were afraid we would
perhaps be late? Dear one, how
thoughtful!”

“I don’t know what I thought. Oh,
yves, I do. I thought if I went in to
buy it here with you I might see some
crmle I knew. That would be so dread-
ul.”

“Of course you must not go in with
me. You must wait here. Keep back
in the shadow there while I'm gona.”

“Here—take it—Oh, I'm so nervous!
Take it, and get yours, and then come
back.”

She feverishly clawed off the little
bag she wore on her wrist, and thrust
it Into his hand. Though less obvi-
ously so, the man was also nervous,
He clutched up his valises, and put
them down: then glanced uneasily up
and down the street’'s dim length.

*I'll go alone and buy mine,” he said,
“and put the bags in the compart-
ment, I'll be gone a few momeants,
You wait here and don't move till 1
come for you.”

“Oh, of course not. I shouldn’'t dare.
And please hurry. I don't see how I
will ever be able to get in. At any
moment I might meet some one I knaw,
Think of what that would be! I had
no idea this was going to be so ter-
rible. It's not easy to do wrong.”

“Do wrong?” echoed the man, in a
tone of tender, though somewhat hur-
ried reproof. “Don’'t say such foolish
things. We have a right to happi-
ness. Oh—er—haven't you got a veil
you could put on when you enter the
Gare? It would be better.”

A bell rang within the building, and
the woman gave a repressed shriek.

“Oh, go—gol!” she cried wildly.
“Don’t stop to talk now. That may he
_the train., What would happen if wa
missed t?”

The bell struck him into action, too,
and he hurried off, swaying between
the two heavy valises.

Celia, from her station near the wall,
was too smitten by the sudden revela-
tion before her, to have will to move,
So she was eloping, this baby-cheekeg
creature, whose kindly impuilse ha
prompted her to buy the Clytie from
the frost-nipped boy on the bridga,
Without any natural predisposition in
that direction, she was going the way
of the Devil, and even at this stage
stood aghast, bemused, and terrified at
what she had done.

* The Frenchwoman moved forward
into the light, and stood for a moment
watching her departing lover. Then
she hegan to send fearful glances up
and down the street. Celia thought
she could hear her breathing, and the
thumping of her heart. It was not
hard to see how she had been cajoled
and overruled.

Suddenly, from the fullness of her
heart her mouth spoke: “Oh, I want
to go home.” She spoke aloud, making
at the same moment a gesture of
clasping her hands. Her face took on
an expression as near to resolution as
possible. Its flower-soft curves stiff-
ened. ‘Her lover was gone, and her
hypnotized will was struggling to life,

She turned desperately toward the
line of carriages and beckoned to tha
cocher of the nearest one, then dropped
the raised hand to her wrist, where
the bag had hung., It encountered
nothing, and in a moment she remem-
bered that her purse was with ihe

man.

“Good God!” she said, and thls time
the violent Gallic ejaculation sounded
appropriate. Her face went a scared
white,

As the carriage rattled up, Celia
came out of the shadow. She spoks
excellent French, and the Parisienne
might have thought her a fellow-coun-
try-woman.

“What is the matter?
quietly. “Do you feel sick?”

“No—no—but my money is gone. 1
gave my purse to my friend, and now
I want to go back.”

“But he’ll be here again in a min-
ute.”

“That’s just it—In a minute. And 1
must go before he comes back, and 1
have no money.”

“You can always pay the cocher at
the house.”

“Not ncw—not tonight.”

She was far past a regard for the
ordinary reticences of every-day lire,
but the humiliation of her admission
was in her face. “My husband-—he's
there, with only one old servant. iie
thinks I'm in the country with my
mother. So I was till this afternoon.
If I come home unexpectedly with no
money to pay the cocher, he will be
surprised. He will be angry. He will
want to know all about it—I can't ex-
plain it or tell more lies. I was mad
when I said I'd go. I didn't realize—
Oh, good heavens!” with a sudden
burst of incoherence, “here he ig! He's
coming and that will be the end of
me.”

Celia turned. Agalnst the bright
background of the depot entrance she
saw the Frenchman’s thick-set figure
coming rapidly down the steps. Ile
had got rid of the valises, and was
almost running.,

“Quick,” she said, and turning to

she said,

the waiting carrlage wrenched open
the door.
“Get in,” she commanded. The isr-

rified creature did so. She was ready
to be dominated by any imperious wi'l.
Celia stretched her arm through the
window, and into the,6 Ilittle gloved
hand pressed the two-frane piece, then
cried: “You can tell the cocher the ad-
dress when you get started. Don't stop
him till you get some way off. Co,”
she cried to the man, “down by the
Rue Auber—don’t waste a minute.
Fly!”

‘The cocher flicked his horse with the
whip, and it started. At the window
a pale face appeared, and Celia heard
the cry: “But your name, your ud-
dress? I must send the money back.”

“Never mind that,” cried Cella, "it
isn’t mine. It's conscience money.”

The fiacre rolled down the street
and, plunging into the melee of vehi-
cles, wound its way through the press
to the Rue Auber. A man standing on
the sidewalk drew the stares of the
passers-by as he gazed blankly this
way and that. A woman quietly
picked her way across the carrefour,
toward the station’ where one takes
the Vaugirard omnibus.

—Geraldine Bonner.

San Francisco, August, 7902.
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