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AXIME ST. VALLIER
loved the only daughter of
one of Napoleon the
Third’s  Generals, and
modestly offered himself
and the possibilities of a

journalistic career, which had been full of
golden epportunities, all flung to the mpds.
He enlarged vpon the great things he might
and would do in politics if he were but
urged by the noblest incentive of lnl}cyr, th.e
reponsibilities of a husband who idoelized bis
wife. General Leroux smiled the biand,
pitving swmile of age that has forgotten the
sensations and dreams of youth.

“1 cannot marry wmy daughter to pessibili-
ties, however brilliant,” he said. **1 know
you have a brilliant career, and you have
taken life at breakneck time as if it were a
waltz at the Mabille. The question of her
future has long been quietly settled Between
lier mother and me on the one part amd a
couple of friends of ours on the other part.”

Maxime knew Lucie Leroux well enough—
her soft, pliable nature, her love of father
and moth®r, hLer severely religious training
at an Ursuline convent—to be very sure
that she would obey her parents and marry
the suitor they had chosen for her. It was
hopeless to fight against his fate—the com-
mon bourgeoise Nemesis calied Prudence
barred his path to happiness.

He went off to Algiers, and in that orig-
inal society, amid scenes of fairylike en-

chantment, he tried to live down his love,
and at least succeeded in finding life endur-
able and tull of inspiration for his pen. He
was still in Africa when he saw the an-

nouncement of Lucie’s marriage. The
bridegroom was Charles Colnet, an iron-
founder of established position and large

wealth. The mateh was a good one, and
General Leroux and his wife were to be
copgratulated upon having done remarkably
well for their daughter.

Maxime’'s business in life was to forget
her. He was not able to do that yet awhile,
but he was able to fling himself heart and
soulinto his literary work—embittered, hard-
ened, but strengthiened by the one, honora-
ble passion of his life, by having loved nobly
and in vain, From being known as one of
the cleverest journalists of his day, he be-
came famous as the author of a novel which
struck a new string upon the seven-stringed
iyre of earthly passion and heavenward-
looking hope.

Then by an unexpected inheritance from
an uncle, St, Vallier found himself a land-
owner of some importance and furnished
with means which justified his taking life
exactly as faney dictated. So he settled
quietly down in the npoble Louis Treize
chateau, and for the first year of his posses-
sivn devoted himself to the almost impossi-
ble task of improving upon perfection. He
might have fallen into a settled melancholy
but for a new and most unlocked-for happi-
ness that came to him three years after his
enrichment. Charles Colnet went the way
of all flesh with an awful suddenness early
in the spring of that year, and in the follow-
ing summer Maxime met his old sweetheart
at La Bourboule, il}, nervous, and frazile as
a pale March primrose—shaken and scared
by the shook of an unloved husband’s death,
cuildless and altogether despondent.

There conld be but one result of such a
meeting. To Maxime’s eye the pensive and
ailing woman was more interesting if less
lovely than the girl he once had hoped to
win. And then what exquisite delight it
was for him to watch the return of the old
loveliness, like the gradual glow and glory
of a sumuner sunrise, as the widow's heart
reawakened to the old leve. Yes, she bad
loved him always, she confessed, when they
parted late in September, she to return to
Paris and arrange her affairs and prepare
for a second wedlo k, he to go back to the
woods aud gardens of St. Vallier, and to
elaborate that which he had been elabor-
ating for the past three years. He had to
prepare the apartments of the new chate-
iaine. Everything bhad been pronounced
complete from garret to eellar, but nothing
1n existence could be good enough for the
new mistress of his home and the old mis-
tress of his heart.

The wedding was solemnized in Paris a
yvear after Charles Colnet’s death. This
was the beginning of a new existence for
Maxime St. Vallier. All things looked
brighter colored in the sunlight of domestic
Liappiness; but youth that is spent is spent,
No man can make himself young again,
jeast of all the man who has taken those
strong years of manhood between twenty
and forty ataswinging pace. The later
vears of that man are like the tired hunter’s
return stableward aftera grand run with
the hounds. The horse may have done
prodigies between noonand sundown, bui
lie has had lis day and must creep quietly
howe to rest. The most famous physician
in Paris had told St. Vallier to be careful of
himself.

*Yecu have burnt the lamp of life rather
too fiercely,” he said; “there is, however.
oil enough left for a good many years io
come if you will only husband it.”

This was a sage warning, but it is diffieult
for a man who has woen the fruition of his
fondest hopes to remember the shadow on
the dial, creeping o with slow, inevitabie
progress. St. Vallier gave himselt up to the
gladness of his new life and to the delight of
Lis wife’s society. She was delighted with
her surroundings at the chateau, pleased at
the idea of spending the greater part of
every year in that tranquil home, far from
the excitements and dissipations of repub-
lican Paris. Her husband’s friends were
her friends, and although there was a faint
flavor of the Quartier Latin and the Bal
Lullier still clinging to those old comrades,
they were all of them wmen of intellect and
sowe of them men "of mark—literary men
and painters, who had made themselves
famous or at least fashionable; advocates

« whose florid eloguence bad but too often
wuade the forger or the parricide appear
rather the vietim than the criminal, and had
found extenuating circumstances in the
darkest story of erime.

it was in the second autumn of St. Vallier's
wedded life that a party of these friends ar-
rived at the chateau, intent upon enjoving
all the sports and pleasures which St. Val-
iter le Roi could alforj—hawking, shooting,
hunting, yea, even the music of the village
orpheonistes and the dances at the village
iairs, Maxime’s friends were all men,
Lucic supplied the feminine element, and
brought around ber half a dozeu ot the most
clegant women in Paris—widows or wives
on furlough, fresh from their seaside holi-
day, or their *“‘eure” in Auvergne or Savoy,
Sehwalbach or the Pyrenees. Every one
was charmed with the chatean. Pretty
women went buzzing up and down the cor-
ridors, peering into the grim seventeenth
century turrets, fluttering up and down the
corkscrew staircases, with much music of
lnght laughter and frou-frou of silk and
ace.

They were delighted with everythin

-perhaps most of all to find tﬁt vefz)’r 2'{1:
dacious paioter of Parisian boudoirs, To)-
pache, and that daring analyst of the female
heart, Vivien the novelist, on the premises.
_ " There is something very awful in the
idea of living for a fortnight in the same
house with two such men,” said Mme, Evre-
monde, the banker's widow; * one feels
one’s principles in danger of being gradu-
ally undermined. If Vivien’s conversation
is an{vlthmkg like his books—*’

" Thank heaven, it isn’t,” said St. i
ier, * or M. Vivien would be iutoler!l':ll;.
Sccial analysis is a very good thing to
dream and doze over with™ a cigar and one’s
feet on t.het:ander. but 10 have to listen to
: éggvg;gy- cxpounding bhis theories—quelle
ne of the first inquiries f
visig;s was for lt‘lm Ia?nily‘;ho:?.m the lndy

. course there is a ghost
story of a jealoug husband‘ and:'.ﬁf.&e'r'eﬂ
lover, perhaps, or a faithless wife shut up
in one of those too delicious turrets.” said
Mme. Belfort. who was stout and senti-
mental—a kindly disposed creature, who
offered to the fashionable faissur the prob-
lem of how to make the best of a Jelly-fish.

h‘;.!{g,happlly. chere dame, there is mo

** What! in a chateau buiit in the middle
of the seventeenth century—a chateau buiit
when men wore long hair and velvet doub-
lets and canton sleeves and point d’Alencon
ruffles? ‘That cannot be. I'here must be a
ghost. You have not hunted up the family

traditions. A house without a ghost story,
a family without traditions would be hardly
table.” &
rE‘s‘plegnid there is no ghost, but I did not say
there are no family traditions.””
“ There are traditions, then?” asked the
stout lad's.r.

“ Ghostly ones?"”

“There i8 one that savors of the super-
pnatural, but as I never yet believed in &
story of that kind when I heard it told of
another man’s family, I am not likely te be-
lieve in this legend because it is told of y
own ancestors.” :

“A legend! the very words has a fascina-
tion!” cried Mme. Evremonde. *Please let
us hear it.”

“T'hen you own to a ghost,” exclaimed
Mme. Belfort, who has the density of large
bodies. “Pray show us the hauntea room.
I feel sure it is one of the turret rooms, so
quaint, so historical, so uncanny.”

*“*Again, chere dame, must 1 assert that no
ghost—not the shadow of a shade—has ever
been asserted to walk these corridors, or
harber in any room, garret or cellar of this
chateau. If you g-od ladies will graclously
wait till after dinner, I wili tell you the story
of St. Vallier de Rgi, while we take our
coffee.”

*It is a long story, then?”

**Not very long, bat too long to be told in
this passage, while your maids are running
about with your luggage, and while my
chef 1s doubtless in a fever of impatience
lest the dinner should be delayed so long as
to spoil his hest efforts.”’

His guests took the hint, and ran off to
their various rooms, Mme. St. Valier and
her housekeeper going about with them to
show them where they were lodged. Lamps
were being lighted in the corridors: many
wax candles were burning on toilet-tables
and mantel-pieces. As the great -clock
chimed the half-hour after 6, all the win-
dows in the chatezu gleamed and twinkied
through the October twilight. It was still
early in the month, the evenings were soft
and gray, and the woods were still green.

The dinner was excellent, the guests were
full of vivacity and light airy talk. The
dining-ball, with its dark-cak paneling,
family poriraits, gobelin tapesiry and quaint
Henry Deux joltery, was a picture which
delighted the eye of Adolphe Tolpache, the
painter, a background wh ch he was likely
to use in many a litt'e pictured tete-a-tete,
coufidential, risque, suggestive. On the ap-
pearance of coffee.and liqueurs Mme. Evre-
urede turned to her host, by whose side she
was siiting. 3

“Your family $radition,” she said, ‘‘the
moment has come.”

Maxime bowed a smiling assent.

“We'il get rid of the servants first,” he
murmured in her ear. *“*‘That will do, Rob-
ert,” to the major-domo; “you and Jacques
can put your salvers on the table yonder,”
pointing to a table in a recess.

The well-trained servant understood the
dismissal and at once withdrew with his
underlings. As the heavy.oak door closed
upon them Maxime leaued forward with his
folded arms on the table-cloth.

“*Now, then, for the ghost story,” he said.
t is a ghost story, but, I am happy to say,
the ghost has nothing to do with this house.

Ye have no haunted room from which the
too-daring guest emerges, after a self-im-
pvosed ordeal, with his hair blanched and his
brain turned. Our ghosts are out-of-door
ghosts. The legend of St. Vallier isgthe
legend of the phantom char-a-bancs.”

“A phantom char-a-bancs., A new man-
ner of ghost, par dieu. What does it do,
this char-u-banes 2’

“Very Iittle. It is supposed to be seen
driving through the weods in the evening
dusk: seen by the owner of the estate. A
curious old-world carriage, a carriage be-
longing to a period in which coathes were a
novelty, and when a court beauty was
known to barter all for gilteoarh; a beauty
of rank and social status, mark you, who
had rasisted every other ure.”

“We kuow our de Grammont, mereci,”
laughed Vivien; “revenez a votre char-
a-bancs.”

“It is seen in the gloaming some-
where along that wooded road that
leads to the home-farm ;-at least, that is the
traditional place, It is seen by the owner
of the estate, and in that strange antiquated
vehicle he sees a strange set of passengers—
the friends he valued most, the friends who
have gone before.”
* “Que diable! Your estate is well pro-
vided,”” exclaimed Tolpache. *“Nota single
ghosx, not the old-established family spectre,

ut a whole company of apparitious, a crew
of phantoms. Apres, mon ami? When the
lord of the soil has seen the spectral char-a-
bancs, what then ?”

“He is forewarned of his arproaching
death. If the legend is to be believed, no
man ever long survived the apparition of
th;n Yel,l,lclt‘. the passing of these nolseless
wheals,

** India rubber tires,” said Tolpache; * a
carnival trick of cher St. Valentine’s fast
and furious friends. A tbingdonsonce, per-
haps in the wild days of the regency, and
exaggerated by rumor into a family custom.
Histoire de rire. That is the way ancestral
ghosts are made.”

“* My dear Tolpache, if yon are a sceptic,
soam L I no more believe in my family ap-
paration than you do; only these ladies

wanted the story and were inclined to be-
lieve in the char-a-bancs. Mme. Belfort
insisted on being told in what direction the
road lay by which the char-a-bancs was sup-
posed to travel, in order that she might take

herd Epomiug constitutional on that very
road.

CHAPTER II.

_When a man has a beautiful wife and a
circle of intimates, however well he may
have chosen his friends, and however long
he may have known them, there is always a
traitor among them; there is always one
man who holds no law sacred where a lovely
woman’s favor is or may be the reward of
treachery. There is always one man who
dlgbeheves in woman’s chastity, and who
thinks every man’s wife a possible prize, if
not for other men, at least for himself.

There was one such traitor in. Maxime de
St. Vallier’s circle, and thai traitor was
Vivien, the novellst, a writer who had
vainted duchesses from models picked out
of the Parisian gutter, who had dissected
and analyzed, and poetized and bedeviled
his own idea of woman, evolved out of his
own vely nasty inuner consciousness, and
who could not recognize purity when he
saw it,

Hector Vivien was neither a shooting nor
a hunting man, cared for neither fox-hounds
nor falconry. He would have bored himself
to death at St. Vallier le Roi if he had been
without an object. Every man who lives in
the country must hunt something, even if
that something be only a moth or a butterfly.
Vivien hunted Lucia St. Vallier. The calm,
hxgb-soula@, beautiful woman was the
quary which he had chosen, and he fully
believed that he should succeed in the chase.

** If not to-day, to-morrow.” That was his
motto where women were concered. Elated
Dy a suceession of facile conquests, he
thought all conquests easy. Lucie’s ma-
tronly digoity was, to his mind, ounly the

mask worn by all well-bred woman. Behind
the Roman wife there was always a poten-
al Messalina.
e pursued his accustomed arts very care-
fully, varying his tactics in accordance with
his surroundings. He was so subtle that
peither husband nor wife suspected his mo-
tives. St. Vallier apologized to him for the
i monotoni of life at thechateau. “Youwho
care neither for hawk nor hound muast find
it a’ very dull business,” he said.

*My dear Maxime, you forget that I have
to finish my novel and find a title for it be-
fore the end of the vear. Nothing counld
suit me better than the repose of this une-
‘ventful life.”

I fear you did not make much vrogress
with your stor,fyea&erday. Monsieur,” said
Laucle, gaily. ‘““You were loitering about the
gardens and the farm all the afternoon.”

“Dear Madame, I was thinking of my

That is the hardest work of all.”

It was to be observed that Vivien spent
day after day in the same leisurely mean-
Fuins of pustls e e, pack and

ustic villages, or, in n any
direction that Mme. de St. ''allier proposed
for the day’s drive. o

He was not averse

from riding, was a light-weight and rode
fairly well for a lilerary man; so, having
found a mount of St. Vallier's that suited
him to perfection, he took to accompanying
his hostess and Mme. Evremonde in their
n.ornlughrides. and thus familiarized him-
self with every path and glade in the exten-
siye woods.

Lucie stiowed him the spot where the
phantom char-a-bancs was said to have ap-
peared, a point where the footpath branched
off from the road, and where a giant oak
spread bis gnaried and withered limbs, alive
and flourishing on one side and dead on the
other, fitting landmark for a haunted spot.

Vivien was very jocoss about the char-a-
bancs, but Lucie checked him with a sigh.

“If the legend were true,” she said,
gravely; *‘if some day Maxime were to tell
me he had seen the phantom carriage!"”

“You would guess, dear madame, that he
bad supped with the widow Cliquot over
night,” the novelist answered gaily. He
was not going to encourage sentimentality
about a husband.

October wore toward its close. A pack of
English fox-hounds had been brougut over
to a neighboring quasi-royal chateau by an
Irish nobleman, a man in whose family
sport and fine riding were a tradition. The
hounds afforded splendid sport, and the
Feer was a social sucecess, dined at St Val-

ier de Roi twice in a fortnight, and made
himself particularly agreeable to the ladies
of the party. It was curious that, coming
upon the scene ns a stranger, he should
have been the only visitor wto saw threat-
ened mischief in Hector Vivien’s languid
saunterings and close attendance upon
Mme. de St. Vallier and her friends.

*1f 1 was a little more intimate with St.
Vallier I should try to open his eyes abont
that particular friend of his,” said the Peer
communing with himseif as he drove home
after his second dinner at the chateau. *“A
fellow who is able to sit a horse, and yet does
not care for riding to hounds in such a
splendid country as this must have some
darker game in view. 1think I know pretty
w;.e-.ll what the Parisian novelist is aiming
a »

. Maxime had been completely happy dur-
ing those short autumn days.” He had not
been husbanding his strength, for he had
ridden as hard as anybody else, yet he had felt
in better health than he had enjoyed for the
last ten years, full of life and vigor, and

with an appetite which made him think with
a pitying smile of the days when he trifled
fretfully with the choicestentree at Bignon’s,
and disdainfully rejected the costliest pri-
meurs of the season. He felt that he was
rapidly acquiring the hardy vigor of the gen-
uine ecampagnard, and that henceforth he
might laugh at doctors and diagnosis.

The month was waning, and several of
the visitors had left the chateau. But the
party seemed only cosier and more lively as
the circle grew smaller. *‘Just the right
number for sitting round the fire and telling
stories,” Maxime said, as they drew their
chairs in a semi-circle about the wide
hearth in the central hall, & hearth whereon
burned bhuge logs of red fir, exhaling aro-
matic odors. Just the right number to ap-
preciate Lucie de St Vallier's low, sweat
voice as she sang leine’s ballad’s or De
Musset’s passionate love songs iu the gloam-
ing.

X Ninon, Ninon, que fais tu de la vie,

Toi, qul n’a pas Pamour?

What did she do with her life, this tran-
quil, dignified chatelaine?” Vivien asked
himself. She who seemed to know nothing
of love—certainly not of leve as he inter-
preted the passion—a treachery; a burning,
fiery furnace, from which a woman emerges
scathed and seared, marked with the in-
effaceable brand of infamy.

The meet had been more remote than
usual, and the hounds had gone far in a di-
rection that led further and further away
from St. Vallier le Roi; so, on this particu-
lar evening Maxime was riding home alone,
having left his friends Tolpache, the painter,
and the advocate, Bartrond, to take their
own line. He knew that his wife wonld be
full of anxieties and morbid fancies about
him should he not return till long after

dark, ana to stay with the hounds this after-
| noon would mean a very late home-coming.
{ He had left the hounds at 3 o’clock, by
| which time they had lost their first fox, and
| were drawing a weod fifteen miles from St.

Vallier le Roi. In all probability the fox
would take them further away from that
mint, and the run might finish thirty miles
from home.

Maxime was riding a seeond horse, which
took him homeward at the rate of seven
miles an hour, and the sun was just begin-
ning to set as he rode out of a bridle-track
through a thickly planted fir wood and
came upon the carriage road which Mme.
Belfort hiad christened the Phantom’s High-
way. Nothing was further from his
thoughts than the tradition of his family
upon that particular evening. He was in
excellent health and spirits, and was think-
ing how delightful it would be to get home
in advance of the other men and to enjoy a
quiet hour with Lucie, tete-a-tete, in that
quaint old turret-room which she had made
her boudoir. How sweet it would be to sit
beside the fire in the curious hooded chim-
ney corner, talking confidentially and all in
all to each other, just for that one quiet
hour, before it was time to dress for dinner!

He rode slowly along, thinking of the
woman he loved so dearly with such a pure
and placid affection—a love so strong in its
nnbounded faith; a love across whose
brightness thers had never fallen the shad-
ow of a change. As Maxime reached the
turn of the road and saw the glade in a
slanting line before him, he was staftled by
the sound of a horn, curiously faint, yet
seeming near. And looking straight before
bhim he saw a carriage approaching, and
inechanically pulled his horse out of the
narrow road to make way for it. The car-
riage was large and heavy looking, drawn
by four horses, and neither wheels nor
hOT;EI' hoofs sounded on the hard gravel
road. =

It drove slowly past him, filled with men
whose fares were all turned to him, pallid
in the gray, faint light; the face of Gerard
de Nerval, who hanged himself in the Rue
de la Vielle Lanterne; the face of Alfred de
Musset, who wrecked his constitution by
drink and dissipation; faces of men less
famous than these two—all gone before.
Oue, his oldest, dearest, trustiest friend in
the long ago, stood up in the carriage, and,
looking at him earnestly, pomted with
solemu gesture to the setting sun. The red-
gold edge of the orb dropped as he pointed,
and the day was dead.

““ Ce cher Horace,” sighed Maxime, as the
carriage vanished into the shadows of the
wood. *That means a rendez-vous. We
are to meet soon.”

He rode homeward very slowly. He had
never believed in this legend of the char-a-
banes, and yet the fact of having seen it,
and the faces of his dead friends, gave him
no surprise. It seemed as if he had known
always that he should see these familiar
faces, and receive this message of approdch-
ing death. Yet only a few minutes ago he
had been rejoicing in the idea of long and
happy years lying before him, a quiet lei-
surely journey, hand in hand with his be-
loved, down the hill of life. The effect of
that strange vision upon him was like the
effect of a blow that produces brief uncon-
sciousness. I'ie man who has been stunned
awakens with a confused sense of time;

feels as if years had gone by in
those few minutes of total oblivion.
Not for a moment did he try to

reason away the vision, to think it a delu-
sion of a mind prepossessed by that particu-
lar image. To him the thing was a truth, a
positive, indisputable fulfillment of a family
legend. *He was dovmed shortly to die. In
the midst of his calm delight in life the fate-
ful summons had come, and he must obey.
He could not misunderstand that look in-his
dead friend’s face, the hand pointing to the
sinking sun. For him, too, the sun of life
was going down. He nad fancied himself
s0 much improved in health, so much
stronger than of old. A fallacy born of a
contented mind, perhaps. Thatdecay which
he had once dreaded was going on within
the citadel of life; heart or lungs—some-
where—there must be hidden mischief, and
the finger of death had marked him.

“I’ll see what science says of me,” he
thought, *and if the doctor’s verdict coin-
cides with the spectral w-mlnf 1 shall
know that my race is run. There is alwaye
some comfort in certainty. I will to
Paris Ly the Rapide to-morrow, and lst
Bianchon overhaul me,”

Having come to this decision, he put his
horse at a trot and rode rapidiy home, ar-
riving in time for a cup of tea, which Lucie
called *le 5 ¢’clock,” in the turret boudoir,
and for that long, cosy talk with his wife
which he had anticipated. She praised himn
for his devotion in leaving the hounds and
coming home alone, lest she should spend
uneasy hours after dark. She was gay,
caressing, charming, and it was exquisite
happiness to snatch this hour alone with
her. Not by one word or sigh did Maxime
reveal the mental shock he had experienced.

| Yet in the midst of their light talk and

laughter he was thinking of a day near at
hand when she would be sitiing lo,;xely and

widowed in that room, and he was recalii:
the provisions of the will which he h:s

made directly after his marriage—a will
which left his wife everything.

Before going to her boudoir he had dis-
patched a mounted messenger with a tele-
gram, asking Dr. Bianchon to expect him
at a certain hour on the foilowing day. He
would take the omnibus train from St. Val-
lier le Roi to Dijon that night, in time to
start from Bijon by the Rapide. After
much happy talk, he told Lucie that he had
to go to Paris on particular business, and
that he meant to travel at night, both in go-
ing and returning, so that he might be ab-
sent for the shertest time possible.

“But you will fatigue yourself dreadfully
by two night journeys!” said Lucie, growing
sad at the pruspect of evea this brief sepa-
ration.

“Not at all, 1shall take a wagon-lit each
way.”

*‘Be sure you do. And you will be

c —_——

“The day after to-morrow, much too
early for breakfast.”

“I will have breakfast ready for you,
however early you may be. 1 shsll be at
the station with the carriage.”

*I beg that you will do no such thing. A
long drive on a cold wintry morning might
give you a dangerous chilll”

‘I am too hardy n plant for that, Maxime.
The life I lead in these delicious woods has
made me as strong as a lioness "’

** My lioness!” he cried, smothering the
fair bright face with kisses. *‘Queen of my
forests and of my heart!”

The gong sounded loud in the vaulted
hall, signal to dress fcr dinner. Maxime
hurried off to ehange his clothes, and to give
orders about his departure. A earriage
was to be ready at 10 to take him to the sta-
tion. The omnibus train left St. Vallier le
Roi at twenty minutes past 11, reached
Dijon in time for the Rapide, and he would
be in Paris in the early morning, with two
or three hours to waste before he could hope
to be admitted to the great Bianchon’s con-
suliing-room.

He was full of talk and laughter at the
dinner-table that evening in the small, snug
eircle of seven, with the exaggerated vivacity
of a man who wants to hide a canker in his
heart. Vivien too was unusually gay ; teld
his best stories, flashed his brightest repar-
tees, a shade more recklessly than usual,
and it may bethat 1If Maxime de St. Vallier
had not been precccupied with his own
gloomy thoughts he might have taker ob-
Jection to some of the nuvelist’s sallies. As
it was he talked and rattled on, scarce
ltearing, certainly not heeding what was
said by others, and hardly knowing what he
said hunself. 1n this feverish state he sat
over the coffee and liqueurs till the butler
aunounced the carriage that was to take
him to the station. His servant and his
valise were ready.

He took a hasty farewell of wife and
friends and was gone.

CHAPTER IIL

Dr. Bianchon recoived M. de St. Vallier
before any other patient, although even at
9 o’clock the great man’s waiting-room was
crowded. He had met his patient often in
society and received him as a friend.

*“My dear St. Vallier, I have to congratu-
late you upon the improvement in your ap-
pearance. You look ten years younger
since you were last in this room. In waat
Medea’s cauldron have you been stewing?”

**My only Medea is my wife. My only
medicine has been a year and a half of su-
preme happiness.”

**Ah, that is a kind of physic we often
prescribe, but there are no chemists who
make itup. And so’you have come to tell
me bow well vou are, and to get a little
friendly advice that will enable you to be-
come a centenarian,” concluded Bianchon
laughingly.

A consulting physician has so often ocea-
sion to look grave that he gladly snatches
any excuese for being cheerful.

*“ 1 have come to ask you to make a thor-
ough examination and to find out if there is
any hidden mischief in my constitution.”

“ Do you suspect anything?”’ asked the
doctor, with his keen look—a look which
suggested that for him the outward sem-
blance of a man, coat and waistcoat In-
cluded, was but a glass case through which
he saw the inner machinery.

“No; I never felt better in my life.”

‘*And you deliver yourself over of your
own accord to the stethoscope and the
sphygmometer! Prudent man. Kindly take
off your coat aud waistcoat.”

Dr. Blanchon made a most studious ex-
amination of his patient, sounded, rapped
and listened, and then, with a smile, gave
him a clean bill of health.

“Your pulse is capital, so we wont trouble
the sphygmometer, which I find very use-
ful with my aleoholic patients,” said the
doctor. *1 told you when you were here
last that there was nothing organically
wrong. I can tell you now, in all good faith,
that yon are as sound within as you are
well-loocking without—no whited sepulchre
here, mon ami,” with a friendly tap on the
patient’s chest.

““And there is no fear of my dying sud-
denly—within the next three or four days?”

*“Not unless you get yourself under the
wheels of an omnibus, or by the side of
some clever friend who will scramble
through a bedge with the wuzzle of his gun
pointed at your ribs, Death by internal
disease you have no need to fear; your
lungs sre as sound as a bell,”

* Th:nk God,” exclaimed Maxime, fer-
vently.

“ What put these fears into your head;
for you must have felt nervous about your-
self, or you would hardly have come all the
way from your country-place to see me?”

“ A foolish fancy. I am too happy in my
surroundings noi to fear. Good-by: come
and see me at St, Vallier if ever you can
find time.”

* That is just the thing I never can find;
bat I should like to spend a_couple of days
at your chatean when all Paris is out of
town. Unfortunately, when all Paris is
away, there are generally some verv inter-
esting cases at the hospitals, and I take that
opportunity te go on with my education.”

Maxime and his wife possessed a pied-a-
terre in the Rue de Varennes. It had been
Lucie’s house during her widowhood—a
dainty little house entre cour et jardin, and
here a couple of old servants kept all things
in order while their master and mistress
were in the country. Maxime had sent his
servant on before him, and found a com-
fortable preakfast neatly set out in the well-
furnished library, which his wife had given
himas his own den.

Small as the house was, and although all
things in it were in perfect order, the rooms
had an aspect which weighed upon Max-
ime’s epirits. There was an atmosphere of
enmiptiness and desolatipn. He was glad to
put on his hat and go out and wander aim-
lessly about Paris, finding his way to the
Champs Elysees, and the Bois, counting the
hours till the 8 o’clock Rapide would take
him southward.

He had engaged places in the sleeping-car
for himself and valet. He was at the term-
inue half an hour before the train started
tired out with his rambles about Paris, and
with the wakeful night in the express: so he
took off coat and voots, and laid himself
down under a fur rug, which bis servant ar-
ranged for him, and was soon asleep.

e must have slept some hours, for it was
the voice of the porters shouting Tonnerre
that awoke him, and most of the travelers
were getting out for supper. He did not
care to eat or drink—felt weary in limbs
and head, and composed-himself to sleep
again; but this time sleep did not answer
his call. Two men in berths near his were
gossiping in a subdued murmur, which was
more exasperating to St. Vallier’s nerves
than the loudest talking might have been.

“Know him?” said one of the speakers ;
“I should think I did know him—much bet-
ter than he knows the women he pretends
to analyize in those sickly novels of his. I
tell you heis a lump of vanities; thinks him-
self irresistible; thinks that where he is
concerned there is no such thing as virtye

or honor in woman. A woman may have
resisted every other tempter; but when he
comes, he comes like Cssar, to see and con-

quer.

“lI don’t believe he will succeed with
Madame de St. Vallier, irresistible as he
mn{)comider himself,” said the other man.

*Do you know the lady ?”

“I knew her when she was Madame
Charles Colnet, and knew her to be a per-
fect wife; and yet I believe she was married
to Colnet by her parents, when she was
very young. He was hardly the kind of
man a beautiful girl would have chosen for
herself—a rough diamond, ce cher Colnet—
but she never allowed society to ses that he
was not the first man inthe universe for
her. And if this fellow Vivien brags of her
favors he must be an arrant scoundrel,”

**He does not actually claim to be favored;
but he declares that he will be. You know
his boastful device: ‘If not to-day, to-
morrow.” Isaw a letter he wrote to Julot
of the Sancho Panza, in which he talked as
if 'It‘?;motralim vn;n tn!?"tﬁ band.”

ey of other things and by and
the murmuring ceased. But St. VnYller lla’y
broad awake till the train steamed into
jon, he counted every minute that must
pass before the tardy morning train would
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take him back, stopping at three village sta-
tions on the way, to St. Vallier le Rol.

His wife was at the station to meet him
with a coupe and pair, more fur rugs and a
bouillotte.

She was there to meet hlm1 radiant, lcv-
ing; yet his sonl sickened ab the thought
that her fondness might be a disguise to
hide a heart that was already faithless.
Yet no, he would not doubt her purity, even
though a tainted breath had passed over it.

“Is Vivien still at the chateau?” he asked,
carelessly, as they drove away from the sta-
tion. 5

He had lost so much time on the way
with that accursed omnibus train that it
was already daylight, and he could see his
wife’s face darken suddenly at the sound ot
the novelist’s name, and he felt the arm
within bis own tremble slizhtly.

“Yes; but he leaves this evening by the
sams train by which you traveled.”

“That is rather sudden, isn’t it? He
talked of staying as long as we would have
him, in order that he might finish his novel
in the quiet of the country.”

“He wmay have found that his novel made
very little progress, and tnat the air of St

Valge'g was not conducive to literary
work.
“Lucie, I believe that man has been guilty

of some impertinence to you.”

“Not the least in the world,” his wife
answered, with a little laugh, which was
meant to be reassuring; “only he has some-
what outstayed his welcome. Laure and I
are of the same opinion in being tired of his
company, and we ventured to let him per-
ceive our sentiments—of course, in the
politest way—during your absence. Literary
men are so sensitive, and he was quick to
understand the situation and aevise a sud-
den necessity to be in Paris.”

“God bless you, my dearest,” cried
Maxime, tlasping his wife to his heart. *If
Eve had been like you the serpent would
p:vg 9rawled out of Eden baffled and humil-
iated.”

“Dear Maxime, I really don’t know what
you are thinking about,” his wife said
gayly. “The whole business was as simple
as bon jour, and I hope you will be especially
polite to M. Vivien on the last day of his
visit.”

@ Maxime had not the slightest doubt that
Hector Vivien had taken advantage of the
husband’s absence to declare himself to the
wife, and that he had been repulsed with
the fearless scorn of unassailable purity, He

took an oniportunlty to question Laure
Evremonde in the course of the day, and,
though she would tell him very little, her
admissions and even her reticence, eonfirmed
him in his belief,

Vivien and his host did not meet till din-
ner-time. The novelist was in his room all
day, busy packing and arranging his papers.
He traveled without a valet and refused all
offers of assistance from St. Vallier’s house-
hold. Consumed with rage and agitation,
he felt that he could not trust himself in the
society of another man’s servant. His irri-
tation might break out at any moment and
wreak itself on scme rustic wreteh who had
only offended by mere stupidity.

Yes, he had wooed his friend’s wife—he
had found his opportunity in the afternoon
solitude of the pleasaunce, screened from
the windows of the chateau by ten-foot

" hedges of cypress and yew, as secure from

observation as in a forest labyrinth, He had
brought to bear all those arts and faseina-
tions which he had always found irresisti-
ble with duchesses in his novels and oc-
casionally triumphant with middie-class
matrons in actual life, and his reward had
been the scorn of scorn—such scorn as a
pure-minded woman who loves her husband
must needs feel at the folly of any man who
dares to suppose that he can supersede that
husband in her affections.

The dining-table was not so gay as it had
been on many ancther evesing. Vivien
talked as much as usual, but there was an
angry light in his eyes and a keener
cynicism in his conversation, which indi-
cated latent irritation.

Maxime, who had been hysterically viva-
cious on the evening before his journey to
Paris, was now grave and silently watch-
ful. He and Tolpache had talked together
for half »n hour before dinner, walking up
and down the terrace on the edge of the

~moat in the wintry darkness, and Tolpache,

like his host, was silént and aux aquets.

The dinner was long, and the carriage
was announced while the men were still
lingering over coffee and cigarettes. Mme.
St. Vallier and her friends had retired to
the music-room, wheace came the sound of
lightest opera-bouffe nelodies, played by
Mme. Evremonde, who was passionately
fond of the music that lives for a Parisian
season, to be as completely forgotten after-
ward as the butterflies of last summer.

Vivien began bhis adieux with a cordial
round of hand-shaking, taking the men at
random as they happened to be standing.
His host was almost the last to whom he
hcame, with sinister smile and outstretched

and.

Maxime looked straight and stern in front
of bim and did not take the hand.

“You know the old saying, monsieur,
‘Speed the parting guest’ ?”” he said grimly.
*l have the utmost pleasure in speeding
your departure, which I believe was bas-
tened by the particular request of my wife.””

A quiver of surprise shook Vivien for a
moment; but in the next he collected him-
self, and accepted the situation with all its
consequences.

“I am leaving hurriedly, I aamit,” he
said ; ** but aithough I am in some haste to
leave this part of the world, I can spare you
an hour to-morrow morning in the wood on
the other side of the railway. 1 shall spend
to-night at the Inn in your village, and shall
be at your service at whatever hour may
suit your convenience and that of your
friends.”

“Tolpache, you were prepared for this.
Loisin, I know 1 ean rely on you?” said
Maxime, turning to his two most intimate
friends. For my own part I have only one
desire to express. Let our meeting be at
sunset to-morrow ; weapons as you please,
That delay will give me time to arrange my
affairs.”

He turned on his heel and went to the
music-room, leaving Vivien to choose his
own seconds and settle details.

He felt, in his choice of tha sunset hour,
that he was obeying an old friend’s sum-
mons, and accepting his fate.

The next day passed like a peaceful
dream; Maxime and his wife were alone
together for the greater part of their time,
Lucie having excused herself from an ex-
cursion to a village race-course in order to
be her husband’s companion. No cloud
upon his brow forewarned her of aggmacb-
ing doom. He waated that day to be cloud-
less—that day which he told himself would
be his last of love and of life. He parted
with ber at 3:30 o’clock, straining her to his
breast,'with one long passionate kiss, as he
bade her good-by.

There was despair in that embrace, and
for the first time since his return she was
startled from her happy security.

“Why ‘good-by?’ she asked. “ How pale
you are, Maxime! Is there anything

wrow?"
“Wrong? No, dearest. I am only going
as far as the vlhuzo to settie some farming
business with iy bailiff.”

*“You will be back to dinner?”

III hm '0-”
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‘When the sun dipped at the bottom of
that wooded hollow, where Maxime had
seen it sink three éayu before, the augury
of the earnest face and the pointing hand
had been fulfilled.

Copyright, 1890, by the Authors’ Alliance; all rights
reserved.

The novelette for next Sunday will be
‘““Amn Optimist,”” by Jeanette L. Gilder.

The Cost of Five Wars. %

The cost of five wars conducted by the
English during a period of five years, says
an English paper, is shown in a Parliamen-
tary return (No 338), from which we take
the following figures:

1880-1—Transvaal......... sresense  £656,000
1881-2—Transvaal.. . 1,769,500
- é:l’n J’“’" AL 135,000
1882-3—Egyptian Expedition 3,895,000
—Transvaal..... veevs 8?4.000
1883-4—! RS SNBSS s b L s s > 381,750
1884-5—Rellef of General Gordon., 00,000
—Nlle Expedition 1,324,000
—Soudan,....... 4.000
—Bechuanalan 725,000
1885-6—Vote of credit.

Total in five years................. £19,615,250

Toward the Setting Sun
Myriads of emigrants take their way. Thousands
upon thousands of acres covered with the virgin
forest still await the ax of the ploneer. “Holding
down a clalm” on the frontier, it should be re
marked, has other drawbacks besides that of dls-
puted possession. Many an enterprising settler who,
with hdon!hqu hardihood, has cleared the waste,
just as & scanty area 18 ready for tillage, is stricken
by that foe of the frontiersman, malaria. What a
boon to that man and his family is Hostetter’s
Stomach Bitters—what wise forethought has he
shown If ho has obtalued an adequate supply. The
fatrest flelds for agricultural and mining enterprise
on this continent and abroad are subject to this in-
filetion. Protected by Hostetter's Stomash Bitters
it may be defisd. It will not do to confide in a robust
constitution alone. Malaria prostrates the strong
and weak altke. Take the Bitters too for rheu-
matism, dyspepsia, biliousness, kidney trouble. 850

WOMEN IN THE
MIKADO’S LAND.

That Little Cabinet Curiosity, the
* Japanese. Woman.”’

Pierre Loti Gives His Impressions Relative
to the Female 8ex in the Country Where
They Are Small of Body and Mind.

who has been traveling through

Japan, furnishes to Harper’s Maga-
zine for the current month a very interest-
ing article descriptive of Japanese women,
and from it the ‘following extracts are
taken.

FPersonal Appearance of the Women.

Very ugly, those poor little Japanese wo-
men! I prefer to make this brutal statement
at once to attenuate i later with mincing
prettiness, graceful drolivry, adorable little
hands, ana then rice powder, rose and gold
on the lips, all manner of artifices.

Hardly any eyes at all, so little as to be
almost nothing—iwo parrow slits, oblique
and diverging, where roll wily or cajoling
eyeballs, as between the barely opened lids
of those cats whom the glare of daylight
makes weary.

Above these little updrawn eyes—but very
far above, vory highly perched—are out-
lined thie evebrows, as fine as penc¢il marks,
and not at all oblique, not at all parallel
with the eyes that they accompany so
badly ; but straight on the same line con-
trary to what it has been the custom to
represent in our European pictures when-
ever the artist has had to portray a Japanese
woman.

I believe that the particular strangéness
of those Httle faces of women is entirely
due to that disposition of the eye, which is
general, and aiso to the development of the
cheek, whicl is always swollen to round-
ness like a doll’s; moreover, in their pict-
ures, the artists of the country never fail
to reproduce, exaggerating them even to im-
probability, those characteristic signs of
their race.

The other features aro much more change-
able, varying with individuals first, and es-
pecially with social conditions. Among the
common people the lips remain thick, the
nose flat and short; among the nobility the
mouth becouwes thinner, the nose longer and
finer, somnetimes even curves in the snape of
a slender eagle’s beak.

There is no country where the feminine
types are soclearly detined between different
castes. Brown peasant women, bronzed
like 1ndians, well balanced on their slim
waists, plump and wuscled beneath their
everlasting dresses of Dblue cottonade;
etiolated women of the cities, real diminu-
tives of women, white and wan like sickly
Europeaus, with I know not what of hol-
lowed, of undermined, beneath the flesh,
whieli is the sign of races that are too old—
all these werking-wowmen of the great cities
seem to have been worn ocut, hereditarily
worn out before birth, by too long a continuity
of labor and of tension of mind over minute
trifles; it seems as though upon t"eir frail
forms weighed all the weariness of having
constantly produced sinee centuries those
millions of baubles, those innumerable jittle
works of exhausting patience, of which
Japan is full. And among the princesses
the refining influence of aristocracy, so far
back does it date, has finished by fashioning
extraordinary little artificial persons, with
childish hands and busts, whose painted
faces, whiter and pinker than & fresh bon-
bon, indicate no age ; theirsmile is faraway,
like that of aneient idols; their updrawn
Syeg have an expression of both youth and
eath.

@IERBE LOTI, an entertaining writer

Peasant Women In Japan.

The peasant woman, clad summer and
winter in the same dress of Dblue cotton,
and hardly distinguishable afar from her
husband, who wears his hair in 2 knot like
Lers, and 1s clad in a robe of the same
color—the peasant woman who is daily seen
bowing over ber toil in the tea fields or in
the liquid mud of the rice swales, protected
by a rough hat on days when the sun
burns, and having her head cempletely
enveloped when the north wind blows by a
dreadful muffler, always blue, that only
leaves the almond eyes to view—the small
and funny peasant woman of Japan,
wherever she may be sougnt for, even in
most remote districts of the interior, is in-
contestably much more refined than our
peasant woman of the West. She has prett
hands and pretty, delicate feet; a mere touc
would suffice to transform her into one
of those ladies that are painted on vases or
transparent screets, and there would be lit-
tle left to teach her ot mannered graces, of
affectations of all sorts, She almost always
culitivates a preity garden around her ancient
cortage of woud, whose interior, garnished
with white mats, is scrupulously clean.
Her household utensils, her little cups,
her little pots, her little dishes, instead
of being, as with us, of common earthen-
ware daubed with brilliant flowers, are of
transparent porcelain decoraed with those
light and fine paintings that bear witness of
themselves to a long hereditary of art. She
arranges with original taste the altar of her
humble ancestors. Fimally she knows how
to arrange in her own vases, with the last
spray of verdure, slender bouquets that the
most artistic among our women would
hardly b= capable of composing.

She maﬁ possibly be more honest than her
sister of the cities, and her life may be more
regular—from our European point of view,
of course; she is also more reserved with
strangers, more timid, with a sort of mis-
trust and dislike of the intruders, notwith-
standing her amiable welcome and her
smiles.

In the villages of the interior, far from the
recent railroads and from all modern im-
portations, in places where the millenary
immobility of the land has not been dis-
turbed, the peasant woman has probably
changed but little from what must have
been, several centuries ago, her most re-
mote ancestor, whose soul, vanished in
time, has even ceased to hover over the
family altar. At the barbaric periods of
our Western history when our mothers still
preserved something of the grand and wild
rudeness of primitive times, there lived
doubtless yonder, in those isles atthe east of
the ancient world, these same little peasant
women, so polite and so mincing, and also
these same little ladies of the cities, so eiv-
ilized. with their adorable courtesies.

Religious Observances.

The religion of the Japanese women must
appear very complicated and confused to
their little giddy brains, when even the most
learned priests of their country lose them-
selves in their cosmogonies, their symbols,
their metamorphoses of gods in that mille-
nary chaos upon which the Buddhism of
India has so strangely foisted itself without
destroying anything. Their most serious
cult seems to be thut of their defunet ances-
tors. These shades or familiar gods possess
in each household a perfumed altar, before
which the living pray long at morning and
night without, however, believing absolutely
in the immort.lity of the soul, end in the
gemstenco of the human ego, as understood

y our Occidental religions.

To the religious contradictions which
baffie us mu e.added superstitions as old
as the worl#, the strangest or the gloomiest,
and fearfal to listen to at night. Beings
half gods and half ghosts haunt the black
darkness; at crossways in the woods stand
ancient idols gifted with singular powers:
there are miraculous stones in the depths of
forests. And to have an approximate idea
of the faith of these women with small
oblique eyes, one must reduce to chaos all
that 1 have just said, then try to transpose
into giddy brains that launghter prevents
most of the time from thinking, and that
seem at moments to have the heedlessness
of the braius of birds.

Withal, they are assiduous in their attend-
ance at all the pilgrimages, which are con-
stant at all Lhe ceremonies and festivals in
the temples.

During the fair season they come in smil-
ing troops, two or three times a month, from
all cornera of the country to pagodas deli-
ciously situated iu the country, covering the
little roads, the little bridges, with the in-
cessant passing of their marine-blue dresses
and wit
head-dresses.

In the big cities, on almost every summer
evening there is a pilgrimage to some sanc-
tuary or other—sowmetimes in honor of a god
80 ancient that nobody remembers omt‘lﬂ
his role in the world. 'After business of
kinds, with its bargains and barters, has
been suspended, after the innumerable petty
trades have sto their monotonous noise,
when the myriads of little houses and shops
begin to put up their light shutters, the

women dress themselves, . ornament their
hair with their most avagant pi
and set out, holdi at the end o

flexible sticks gieat painted lanterns. The
streets are filled to overflowing with their
little persons, ladies or mousmis, walkin,
slowly in sandals and exchanging charm-
ing courtesies. With an- immense murmur
of fluttering fans, of rustling st and of
laughing chatter, at dusk, by the light of
the moon, or beneath the starry nighi, they
the pagoda, where gigantic gods
with horrible masks await them, half
hidden behind bars of gold, in the
incredible magnificence of the sanctuaries.
They throw pieces of money to the priests,
they pray prostrated and clapping their
hands with sharp blows, clack, clack, as
thong.h! their ﬁn:m were of wood. But
most of the time they are chattering, turn-

the wide shells of their black"

ing around, thinking of something else, at-
temptmgl to escape by laughter from the
fear of the supernatural.

The Empress of Japan.

At excessive heights abova all Japanese
women, the invisible Empress, till within
recent years, was enthroned like a goddess.
Bat she, the sovereign, has descended little
by little from bher empyrean; she shows
herself at presect, she receives, she speaks,
and she even lunches—with the tios of her
lips, it is true. She has abandoned her
magnificent camalls strewn with strange
blazons, her wide head-dress that looked
like an idol’s, and her, enormous fans; she
sends, alas! to Paris or London for her cor-
seis, her dresses and her bonnets.

Five years have passed over the chrysan-
themums since, on one of thess very rare
solemnities, where a few privileged ones are
admitted to her presence, I had the honor of
seeing her in the gardens. She was ideally
charming, pnssing like a fairy among ber
parterres, flowered in profusion with the
sad flowers of autumn; then coming to sit
beneath her canopy of violet crepou (the
imperial color) in the hieratic stiff-
ness of her robes, tinjed like the wings of a
humming-bird. All the deliciously quaint
pageantry with which she then surrounded
herself gave her the charm of an unreal
creature. Upon her painted lips hovered a
ceremonial smile, disdainful and vague.
Beneath the powder lher exquisite face pre-
served an impenetrable expression, and not-
withstanding the grace of her grecting, one
felt her offended by our presence, which
aceording to the pew customs sie was
forced to tolerate—she, the holy Empress,
invisible of yore like a religious myth.

‘“ Women in Miniature.”

The women of the middle classes in Japan
—the women of the shop and factory—are
seen everywhere so freely, and their in-
timacy is won so soon, that, without under-
standing them to their very souls, one can
attempt to say a little more about them.
Of these thousands of little persons met
with everywhere—in the tea-houses, the
theaters, the pagodas—the impression that
remains is abselutely deficient of serious-
ness. Whenever I think of them I involun-
tarily smile.

Astonishing figurines that I see once more
agitated, assiduous, a little similesque, run-
ning about with continual courtesies ad-
dressed to everybody, among their
infinitesimal doil’s baubles, in apartments
as big as the hand, whose paper walls
would fall in at the least blow. Women
in miniature, both childish and aged, whose
excessive grace, so mannered and mine-
ing is it, turns to grimaces; whose everlast-
g laughter, contagious without gavety, is
as irresistible as a tittillation and brings on
at length the same irritating lassitude.
They laugh from excess of amiability or
from acquired habit; they laugh in the
gravest cireumstances of life; they laugh in
the temples and at funerals.

Very small creatures, living in the midst
of trifles as artificial and light as themselves,
Their household utensils, in fine porcelain
or thin metal, look like children’s toys;
their cups, their tea-kettles, are Liliputian,
aud their everiasting pipes are filled to over-
flowing with half a pinch of very fineto-
bacco, taken with the tips of their elegant
little fingers.

Never seated, but crouching all day on
mats of immaculate whiteness, they ac-
complish in that invariable posture almost
all the acts of their life. Itis on the floor
that they take their doll’s dinners, served
in microscopic crockery, and eaten deli-
calely with the aid of chopsticks. It
is on the floor, behind frail sereens, that
barely conceal them and surrounded with
a_ confusion of queer iittle instruments—of
little powder-boxes, of little pots—that they
proceed to their toilet, before mock mirrors
that make one laugh. Itis on the floor that
they work, sew, embroider, play on their
long-handled guitars, dream of impercep-
tible things or address to their incompre-
hensible gods the long prayers of moruing
and evening,

Japanese Interiors.

The houses that the Japanese women oc-
cupy are, it goes without saying, as negt
and wondrously fashioned as themselves;
almost always full of surprises, with mova-
ble panels, with boxes and slides, with
compartments of all shapes and aston-
ishing little closets. Everything is
spotlessly clean, even among the humblest,
and of apparent simplicity, especiaily
among the richest. Alone the altar of the
ancestors, where sticks of incense burn, is
gilded, laequered, and garnished like a
pagoda with vases and lanterns. Every-
where else a purposed bareness—a bare-
ness all the more complete and whiteif
the dwelling pretends to elegance. No
embroidered tapestries; sometimes trans-
pareut portieres, made of strung Dbeads
and bamboos. And never any furniture; it
isson the floor or on little lacquer pedestals
that necessary objects or vases of flowers are
placed. To the mistressof the house luxury
consists in the very excess of that cleanliness
of which I spoke above, and which is one of
the incontestable qualities of the Japanese

ople. It is everywhere the custom to unshoe
ggiore entering a house, and nothing equals
the whiteness of those mats, upon which
one never walks without fine socks with
divided toes. The woodwork itself is white,
neither painted nor varnished, keeping as
its sole ornamentation, among women of
true taste, the imperceptible vein of young
pine,

LOST FAITH.

A Male Chaflinch Is Frightened Away
by the Report of a Gun.

Some years ago a male chaffinch in my
garden had become so tame with me that he
flew after me everywhere in order to take
the hemp seed and meal worms which I
offered him. Wherever I went or stood in
the garden, the finch appeared from the
bushes, perched on the nearest branch or
on the ground in front of ‘me, and with his
powerful ehirp, “pink, pink,” demanded his
food. But if he had not noticed me I had
only to whistle in imitation of his chirp and
he appeared. At last he used to come afier
me even into the house and follow me from
room to room asking to befed. Yet, in
spite of his trustfulness, I could not induce
him to feed out of my hand. It was evident
that he constantly endeavored to overcome
the remnant of timidity whieh still su rvived
in him, but he could not yet sneceed. Still I
strove to attain this end, and the visible
progress made vpermitted the hope that I
should shortly succeed. Then an unfortu-
nate accident suddeniy altered the condition
of affairs and put an abrupt end to his con-
fidence. One day a sparrow on a tree in
front of my window was piping indefatiga-
bly his monotonous shrill chirp, which
pierces the ear the more irritatingly the
more euergetically it is uttered and the
greater its well-known deficiency of ca-
dence. As the fellow had repeatedly dis-
turbed me at my work iu this way I re-
solved on his destruction, and, creepin
within range, I fired at him with a smal
chamber-gun, loaded with small shot. At
the shot my beloved finch flew suddenly
from the tree where he had been perched
unnoticed by me. The shot must have
passed around him. My sorrow for the ae-
cident was deep, for what was to be expected
occurred — the finch afterward carefully
avoided me, and, notwithstanding all en-
ticements, I could only with difficulty in-
duce him again to take from the ground at a
great distance from me food which I had
scattered. But after a short time he disap-
peared entirely from my garden with the
fawmily which he had established.—Organic
Evolution (Eimer.)

*One Little Dot.”” ’
One night as I came out of a theater in St.

Lom(sl, I saw a number of hoodlums hustling
an old gray-haired woman, whose garments
showed poverty, who hung tightly to a

package of some sort she had under her
arm. The boys were jeering and she was
pleading to be let alone. I followed after,
thinking to say something at the right timo,
and by and by she sat down on a doorstep.
Then the young Arabs gathered about her
and shouted :
“Give us a song, old woman!”
“1f you'll dance us a jig we’ll let you off!”
“Open the bundle and let's see what
you've got!”
"?Auen an interval of silence came she re-
plied :
“Boys, come closer around me.
something here to show you.”
They crowded around her and she re-
moved the newspapers which concealed the
object she was cmﬂinw, and then held it up
before them. H a bombshell dropped
among them it would not have scattered
them more quickly. What do you suppose
it was? A bit of board about three feet
long by a foot wide, painted white, and on
it in black letters the epitaph: :

LT
Our LirTLE Dot
DiEp Ocr. 17TH, 1886.

I've got

B R T TP

It was the headstone for a child’s grave—
such a headstone as only the poor and
lowl¥ erect over the grave of a loved one.
Pitying her poverty and her sorrow, the
painter may have done his work for no
The boys could read and as each one re
for himself, he turned away and vanished
in the darkness. The last to go took off his
sr:ﬁ’zed cap to that headboard, and kindly

~ “We didn’t know if, aunty; pl =
give.”—N. Y. Sun. - o e

Mr. Bancroft goes out for a walk almost
daila in Washington, but he has a muscular
‘v'lh all the time.

with him is snow-
ite hair 1s y hid beneath a black
silk cap, the visor of which shades his eyes
the sun. His overcoat is buttoned
closely around his spare form and his beard
shelters his throat from the wind.

MONKEYS TALK.

That Is What Professor Garner of
Smithsonian Institute Says.

“I bave just returned from a trip to Chi-
cago and Cincinnati, in both of which cities
I spent a good deal of time zooclogical gar-
dening and secured 8 number of valuable
phonograph records of monkey conversation
on cylinders.”

So spoke Professor R. L. Garner of Roan-
oke, honorary curator of the Smithsonian
Institute, to a Washington Star reporter re-
cently, and added:

‘ My purpose in the experiments I am
making 1s to obtain an analysis of the lan-
gunge of monkeys that wiil enable me to
make out some sort of rude vocabulary of
their tongue. This accomplished, I am
sure that I can establish communication by
words with them, so as to effect an inter-
change of ideas. In fact, I can see no réa-
son why 2 man and a monkey should not
eventually converse together, the one requi-
site being that the man shall be acquainted
with the monkey’s speech. The latter is
exceedingly simple, and the key to it onca
obtained, mosteasily learned. It can hardly
be expected of the monkey that he shall ac-
quire human language. :

“It is with a view to getting hold of this
key to the simian tongue that I am taking
advantage of every opportunity to procure
records on phonograph cylinders of sounds
uttered by monkeys. The nanagers of the
zoos in Cincinnati and Chicago exhibited
much interest in my recent experiments in
those cities, and did_their best to help me
with them. Indeed, I find on all sides a
most cordial syinpathy with the inquiry I
am making in this new liue of scientific in-
vestigation. The idea is entirely original
with myself, but my belief is that the study
of the languages of the lower animals is a
field that will before very long attract an
army of workers. .

* Already I can make a capuchin monkey
understand two words wherever I may meet
him. One of these words is *milk”’ and is
uttered by all of them, so far as I have been
able to discover, in precisely the same way.
On approachinz any strange capuchin for
the first time I salute him with the term,
which invariably procures his atteation and
good will., The word in question, however,
belongs only to that one speclies. For you
must understand that different varieties of
monkeys employ vastly different languages,
the speech of one variety being as little
kunown to another as is the case ameong
tribes of men. But monkeyvs of the same
variety all use the same language, intelli-
gible for conversational purposes among
themselves, though possibly varied to a
slight degree by dialect. So far as I can find
out none of the lower animails has a range of
more than ten or twelve voeal sounds, but
these, being simply interjectional, may be
80 modified by enunciation as to make nouns
and verbs. Apparently the monkey has
forty or fifty words effectively at his com-
mand.

“I find that I can communicate to the
capuchin the fact that I am iu pain, and can
make a sick eapuchin understand my sym-
patnies with his suffering. It is almost im-
possible to give in printed letters illustra-
tions of the vocal sounds of monkeys, inas-
much as they are nearly all vowels. It can
be said, however, that the sounds are strik-
ingly like thiose uttered by human beings as
the expressions of similar emotions. The
vocal organs in the lower animals are com-
paratively rudimentary, but development—
follows use and effort. All the words that a
moukey needs he has at his command. In-
cidentally to the modern advancement of
the human race thousands of words have
been added to eur own speech which were
not needed by our early progenitors. You
will find certain tribes of men described Ly
the Greek writer Strabo who ‘had no lan-
guage, but shrieked like wild beasts,” only
uttering very few sounds.

*As for palaolithic man of hundreds of
thousands of years ago there are many
scientific authorities who assert that he was
actually a dumb creature—as dumb, that is
to say, as the monkey is now. It is readily
observed that those animals which have

been associated with man for many genera- -

tions are capable of producing many more
vocal sounds than others of like species
whicn have not enjoyed the same advan-
tage. For example, the domestic cat is de-
cidedly superior in this respect to any other
beast of the feline genus. The reason for
this is found in the change of environment
and association with multiplied 1deas, in-
creased wants, ete.

*Low down iu the seale of animal creation
you discover that signs are altogether ewm-
ployed as a means of communication. This
is exemplified by insects, fish and reptiles.
Among othker things they readily under-
stand any threat of attack inade by their own
species. 1 myself bave noticed that com-
mon red ants make use amorg themseives of
signs whicl: they readily interpret.

‘1 am unable to say with any degree of
certainty what variety of monkey is the
most intelligent, but I am inclined to think
—though this beliei, founded apon observa-
tion, is greatly at variance with the popular
idea—that the most intelligent specimens are
found among the smaller species and gener-
ally among those with tails instead of other-
wise. My study of the chimpauzee disposes
me to surmise that its intelligence less closely
resembles that of man than is the case with
some of the smaller monkeys.

‘It was only recentiy that the idea of
using ths phonograph to obtain records of
monkey vocal sounds for study occarred to
me. Through its aid I bope to be able within
a year fo go a long way toward making out
a vocabulary or simian language, which will
Eerye as a beginning in estabiishing inter-
communication. You must not imagine
that I propose to demonstrate the possibility
of converting the monkey into a man. The
monkey will always remain a monkey, but
it may be that, by long-continued breeding
and educating, a race of monkeys very far
superior to_any at present existing can be
produced. When a means of conversing
with the monkey has been secured, it will
be time enough to think of the intellectual
and moral deveiopment of our arboreal
cousins.””

The Man With the Bull’s-Eye.

Some one asked what time it was, and the
five of us pulied out our watches in coneert,
just as one man yawning will be followed by
all in the gronp. One of the erowd had a
very heavy old-fashioned bull’s-eye watch,
and it attracted attention and inquiry.

**Not, it is not an bLeirlcom,” he replied,
as he held it in his hand.

“’I&efg.’you by a dear friend?”

No.

"i}elong to some great man?”
“No-"

““Any romance connected with it?"”

“Hardly. 1 went deliberately and bought
it for a purpose, and that purpose was to
have a handy weapon of defense. I am
mortally afraid of a vistol aud have a hor-
ror of a knite, and gne ean’t alwavs find a
club or stone handy. In brief, I bought it
to throw at a man should cccasion ever de-
mand.”

‘*‘Has such ocedsion ever arisen ?””

“It has. About a year ago, while I wasin
a Chicago suburb, a footpad suddeunly ap-
peared and demanded my cash. 1swung
for him with this watch.”

*‘And killed him ?””

*“No. It missed him and broke a boot-
black’s jaw, and it cost me over €100 to re-
pair damages. Don’t criticize it as a time-
piece, gentlemen, but as a weapon of de-
fense. I'm not handy withmy dukes, amd [
can’t ran.””—N. Y. Sun.

Photographed From Several Sides.

One of the fads of the photographic art
that bas just reached Nashville—though it
has been running a considerable time in the
larger cities of the country—is a deviee by
means of which at one sitting a pictare of
the subject may be taken in several different
positions.

For example: By one exposure to the
camera a})ictuxju of a man standing directly
in Iront of the instrument, his profilea from
the left siae and his profile from the right
side may be taken. A mau may thus geta
picture at once that shows how he looks all
round, aud if he ever meets himself in the
road, he may know who it is without wait-
ing for an introduction.—Nashville Ameri-
can.

"THE GREAT
SIERRA

KIDNEY Awo LIVER
CURE

}s a new &:nd 1:\vl;'ondeﬂ’utlrgsils;covery, n}anm

: m the pure juices of the
herbs of Califomin!,)in their x]mtuml state,
containing all their original properties. De-
héhtful to the taste and immediate in its
effects. Positively containing no mineral in
its composition. "Perfectly harmless and a
sure cure fur all the many troubles arising

- from the Kidneys, Liveran bladder; among

which are Catarrh of the Bladder and Stom.
ach, Dropsy, Diabetes, Bright's Disease,
bumug, smnrting pains in the small of the
back, Grayel and other disorders these or-
gans are heir to. For Leucorrhea, Su
pressed Menses, and all other female
complaints, The Great Sierra Kidney
aud Liver Cure has no equal, being a
blood ‘m!ﬂler and enricher, without
blotch n&. It brings the fresh color of
youth to the cheeks, and clears the entire
of all impurities.
} eel the beneficial effects of this
wonderful medicine. Give it one trial; you
will never be sorry. Sold by all druggists.

You will imme- |
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