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How came my wife to ‘:'rito to other than .hcr husband in
such endenring termg? Could she have deceived -

I caught myself by the throat to choke back the vile-thought
wo(r?g;lld it possibly boe some old letter written to myself in
{hose dnys when we were surrounded by encinies to our true
Joves, which liad by some remote chance fallen into this per-
gon's hunds?  Nol . ’

1 could repeat, line for line, word for word, her letters to
om her firat, a simple, fluttering invitation to n diuner-
party st her fnthcr's, 1o the hmt‘ f:uml “ake care nf"yom_'m:lf,
Freddy, darling, for the pake of your wife and baby," written
during Christmas week, “"“"“ I was compelled to proceed to
vork to look after my uncle's legaey.

Could 1 be mietaken in the writing?  Na

The letters clenr, well dotined, large as her bountiful
htf}'rl:;z signatnre the game.  The sume odd h'ubit of lcm:ing a
margin on lh(.-_ lyft hand of the page, as is the practice of
Government officials, . . )

The more 1 thought over it the greater my perplexity, the
gterner my reselve, cost what it might, to unravel, thread by
thread, the mystery which surrounded the letter of my dead
wife, like unton shroud ) . ’

And here 1 repeat, for 1 wiite the orcurrence according to
the order of the event, that ever, ob) not for the one thous-

andth part of i svconu, did 1 t,‘u'xl iluv: .shmlo'w of n doubt us
to the motives of my dewd wife in writing this letter,

To doubt her, wonld bhave bi-en to rend the white robe of
the Angel of Purity. With burning cagerness I scrnmbled
out of & train at fogmvrl»m_\', for I was inan agony of pain,
and nothing but the intense pressure of my mind could have
enabled me toynave.

Of the purter, who assisted me to alight, T usked—

# Did you attend the wiail from London this morniug 77

G Yes sir”

w Did you e A tall gentlemnn in a4 prey suit, pointed
moustaches, aml yellow gloves 77

a Pmoeure 1 oconnot say, sirg©
official, be rhonted—

i1 say, Awkins, did you see aomail gentleman, yellow
gloves, 1147 up?”

W The mail always wears yeller gloves” responded the
other. * Yes, 1 see a tall gentleman a talking to the station-
master,”

i Where i the station-master? ] muat see hin direetly”

w This way, sir Heg pardon, yon're werry lame : lean on
me, sir,” sairl the first porter, goodnaturedly, as | hanped in
the direction of the statios-master’s oo,

The stativn-insater was ahsent but w4 person acting for him
was seatod engaged inowriting,

o Did a tall gentleman, wearing a grey suit, yellow gloves,
;«:iix!ud moustse he, alight here 2 [ nsked,

¥ Yes,” without kwking up

#1id he go on by the train 2

uYes ¥

v Did he mention anything abwnt a gentieman falling from
the carringe 77

s e did ;7 then locking np—s [ beg vour pardon, sir, are
you the nccident 77

il am.”

“ Pray be geated”

1 sat down,

“ Yes, sir, he alighted, and gave me those, pointing to my
reg, umbrelia, and travelling case, which 1 had in the carrisge
with me at the tme of the ocotrresice,

4 Iid he give you particulars 77

@ He did

Here hie referred to some written miemorsnda, and read
rapidly.

“ He said your manter was very strange, that you obgected
16 his smoking, and wers very ingolent. He sadd e was read-
ing a letter—that you asked him for fte—that yon madea grab
At it—that it fell out of the window—thut you jumped out
after ft—rthat he tried to prevent yon, and that he considers
you are inrane.  Good God, sie it was a frightfol thing o
jnmp from a mail train, How you are abive to tel] the tale
is mitaculous, and—" here the offfcial broke forthe—und re
member, str, that for any injury yon may have sustained, the
Company is net in any way liable "

* What is the gentlemsn's nrme 77

“ I de uot know, &ir”’

{ lost all pativnce,

wAnd how in the name of heaven conld you allow him to
go without ascertnining his name?  You shall be held ac-
countable for this gross stupidity and neglect of duty. By
heavens you shall!”

So brutally rude was I, that I have since stopped at Canter-
bury to rpologize.

“ By that ax it may, he dashed out of this office to jump into
the train.”

“Then he went on ?#'

Y Yeu, sir

“(an you tell me whete he was golng to?”

1 cannot. - Perhaps the examiner of tickets might.”

“Can I see him 7"

“ Youcan.”

The functionary in question having been summoned and
interrogntod —

" He did remember the party, who gained his carringeas he
wae A locking the door,  He examined his ficket while the
train wasa moving., Tt was a ¢ through ' to Paris”

This was n clue at all events, T &hondd be ondy afew hours
behind him, and, pnless he wag on xome mission .nf li(\l‘ and
death, the chances wore in favonr of his stopping in Paris,

To detail miy senxations whilst waiting for the tenin, and
during the subgequent journey, were to enter inte s psycho-
logical analygis for which the reader would searcely thank
me ; sufficy it to say, 1 reachet Paris in a state of fever, with
a gloomy fear beating at my heart, that T should be for.n\d to
yield to'its tightening graxp ere the newly created object of
my life conld be attained,

What cared T for the sunlight of gloriouszummer morning ?

What cared | for the beauty of the Boulevaeds? .

The fetter of my dend wife war Iying against. my boundiog
heart. ‘I'he shde of my dead wifo was ealling npon me to
bave the clonds enveloping it dispelled. - My whoele being was
concentrated in this one fixed idea, and } was ns dead to out-
ward influence nx the stateliest mumumy in the pyramids of the
Ptolumya_ ; . ; .

~On arrival at Paris, [ made inquiries of themest respectatle

looking official ‘on the platform relative to the passenger 1 was

me, fr

then tnrning to a brother

in senrch of.  The officinl in question called a sort of council
of war of sous officiers, which resulted in my being informed
that the party in question had alighted from the English mail
train of the previour evening, and bhad driven in coach
Number 234 to the Hatel du Louvre, Rue Rivoli.

If I desired further information 1 should apply to the Pre-
fect of Police,

In n whirlwind of triumphant feeling I entered a coach,
dirceting the driver to proceed to the hotel in question—I
entered,

There was no one to attend to mo; I crawled up the steps
leading to the Salon.

I'stopped s waiter who was hurrying past me,

“ Did a tall gentleman in a grey suit, pointed moustache,
and yellow gloves arrive here last night 77

Y Vaax, Monseur.”

tifis name, His name?”

“ Beneson, Monsicur,”

#* Bhow me to his room, quick! quick 1" I almost screamed.

# Monsicur cannot to see him. He am gone out dune grand
vitease,  He forget dis”

The waiter produced from his pocket a flussian leather
cigar-case, in burnished letters the initials C. B, shone like
light,

1t was kix, 1 wad on the right track,

¢ Show e to his room,  Quick! quick!”

 Mongieur ennbnot to see him. He am gone out,”

# Where has he gone? ‘Tell me  Here js a8 sovereign.
Where has he pone to 27

tt i leave dircction mit Gustave, me tink,
and the waiter left in search of Gustave,

In a moment he returned, carrying a slip ot paper; on which
was written—

i 1f Monsienr de Crut ealls npon Mr. Charles Benson before
ten o'clock, suy that Mr. Benson has gone to 13 Rae
where Lo will remain until Monsicur de CL returns.”

I vill to see”

Suatzhing the paper from the hands of the astonished
waiter, nmed forgetful of my aching frame, 1 hurried down the
staircage—into the court-yard—re-entered the conch, which was
still in waiting, and shouted to the driver

@ Numero treize, Rue Vite! Vite!®

The agony Tendored of mind and body during the journey
from the Hotel du Louvre to the Rue will never be
effaced from my memory, While [ write this the recollection
of my sufleritgs is causitng every nerve o quiver) every joint
to ache. 1 conid not coneeive that physical acony conld reach
8o high a pitch without kitling that upon which it fed,

Arvived at the Rue , the cowchman experienced liede
difficulty in discoveriug Noo 330 ©alighted) and having in-
quived at the porter’s lodee for the object of my search, was
informed that 1 shendd ring at the first door on my right, as
the gentheman T had deseribed was viziting the family who
rexided au premier.

[ rupy the bell as directed,

o Monsienr Benson?”

Socrd, monsieur,”

“Pent on vair 27

SOl measieur”

I brushed past ber, tried the handle of a door opposite me,
It viclded. the door cpened, and 1 saw—

My travelling compaunion; in the same grey suit, standing
at s window. Beside him 8 young girl, his right aom encie-
cling ber waist.

I hat entered softly, and neither of them were aware of my
Jiresithive,

Tiger-like 1 lay waiting for a spring.

Tigerdike T elared at my prey ere I burst upon it,

He was talking about me.

“ He mnst have been smashed to a mummy.”

The girl shuddered.

Little did he imagine that I stood within three paces of
him.

« Why did vou not geize him, Chatdes 77

They were eonversing in Eovlish,

w1 tried to da o, but he seemed possessed of the strength
of three ordinaty men.  He knocked e into the corner of
the carringe Jike s racket-ball,

@ Poer creaturs ! You should have given him the letter,”
said the pirl, compassionately,

« Not if he was going to jump again,
giving him much trouble now.”

i More, perhaps, than vou think,” said 1.

He turned mpidly round.  So did the girl,

He Vlanched.  She screamed.

¢ Good God 1 he gaid, and threw his arnm round, as if to
protect her, ] .

1 glaunced at myseli in the opposite mirror,

I was a ghastly sight

My hair vlotted with bleod ; blood upon my livid face, and
where the dark red stain did not show bread streaks of eaked
crime and dust; my eyes sunk and fiery, as those of a ferret
my apparel in disorder ; my ris:h_t hand in my breast-pocket
wrasping the letter of my dead wife.

1 glared at my own image,

WGood God ! sald he; 3¢ what is the meaning of this?”

« ] want to have an explanation with you, sir)” I replied.

1 saw he was preparing for a xpring.

¢ You said 1 was possessed of the strenth of three ordinary
men.  Don't try it now. 1 am armed,”

W For heaven's sake,” sobbed the cirl, throwing herscelf
between Bensan and me, “don’t harm him, Heias done you
no wrong.,  He will give you money.  Uwill give you money.
Pake anyihing vou like—ceverything”

w Hush ! said Benson to the girl: ¢ there is no danger. 1
have only to shout, and half a dozen gendarmes will spring
into this roomw.”

This was brag,

v 1 have no desire to frighten this
gize for entering thus unexpectedly
business is with vou, sir; and as
absurd.”

T had brought him to bay, i

1 What do you require of me 7 1 do not know you.  You
enn have no claim on we.  You are labouring unda some
terrible delusion, My name is Benson, 1 am a luu'-ris(c‘r,
living in the Middle Teémple, London. If you think to
frighten mu by your thrests you are mistaken in your mau,
1 nm willing to make every allowance, on account of the
terribla aceident you have met with, and——-"

. Heo was coming towards the door.

I placed my back against it.

Poor devil ! it's not

youug lady,and I apolo-
into her presence. My
to your bravado, it's too

“ You don’t leave this room until youn tell me how you
came by this?

And s 1 spoke I drew the letter from my breast-pocket.
Thinking it was a weapon, the girl, with a dashing bravery,
canght my arm, while Benson jumped aside.

He did not recognize it.

*Tell me how you came by this letter.”

i What letter 7

“This is the letter 1 risked my life to gain., This is the
letter you refused to part with,  You sce | am not a man to
be turned aside from a purpose.  Tell me how you came by
it.,”

He seemed intensely astonished, bewildered.

“ T received it by the post the morning I left London,” he
replied

“ 1t's a lie,” gaid 1,

‘1 state the trath,” he replied.

‘ When was it written 7

“ The day before I received it.”

“It's alie. That letter must have been written before the
19th of last January, and it was written by the hand of my
dead wife.”

“ You are mad,” he said. ¢ That letter was written in this
housc on the day before yesterday, and wa: wrtten by this lady,”
turning, as he spoke, to the young girl,

* This ready call on your hmagination will not serve your
purpose. [ know the writing too well ; and by heaven [ am
not to be trifled with, There is that contained in it which
demands sn explanation, and I will tear it from your tongue.”

Y OhUsir eried the gicl. ¢ Thisis indeed my letter. As 1
hope for salvation, that letter in your hand was written by
me."

Truth shone from out her eves,
& blow

I geized her hand, drew her towards an open Davenport,
and, in a husky voice, cricd —

tCCopy that letter,”

She openetd the desk, drew vut o ¥hest of pink paper, and
prepared to write.

I watched her as she dipped the pen into the luk, I watched
her as she wrote the first word., 1 watched her with unerring,
unfaltering exactitude.  She copied the letter, copiad it asif
"twere done by a machine. The same Jaree letters, the same
word ¢ Fannte” She Jooked up at me. Truth in her eyes,

1 saw my crror. | saw that on acconnt of the strange simi-
larity in the writing 1 had mistaken her letter o her lover
for a letter written by my dead wife,

. . . .

. - -

I felt as if I had received

. . . . .

Daring the fever that ensued, T found Samaritanism in tie
hearts of Charles Benson and of the yonng zirl, whaose hand-
writing bore such a fatal resemblancs to that of my deed wore,
—London Nociely.

VARIETTIES.

Somebody proposes that every bald-headed man
have his monogrm painted on the exposed gpot.

shonld

Nute for Darwin: In time the mulberry tree becomes a
silk gown—and a silk gown becomes a woman,

In moticing a running match recently, the reporter says
some one present took the prize, but a meddlesome and frm
policeman made him put it right back where he took it from.

The city editor of the Jacksonville, Ilineis, Journz!, in
writing an_ obituary of a * highly rospectable citizen,” says :
#Hve has gone to that undiscoveral fuw-n The sorrowing
relations of the highly respectable are looking for the cod
men,

They know how to stop a runaway in Lockport, New York,
They do not fAing themselves in the path of the fery steed,
nor pull madly at the reins, nor execute any of the time-
honowred maneuvres. They just put a newls Jug eellar in
his way, and he fallsin, and there ke is

Shut vour eyes and Hsten mit me,” sald Uncle Vag Beydse,
“ Vell, de first night T opeu store I connts de monies, anid finds
him nix right, I connt him and dere be tree dollar gone; and
vat does yer tink I does den?” %1 can't zay.,” + Vy, 1 did
not count pim any more, and he comes out shoost right ever
fince”

A poet of the North thus alludes to a display of the Anrora
Borealis :—¢ Last evening, as soon as Tithenus had retired
tor the nivht and was enjoying his first snooze, his spouse, the
rosy-tingered Aurora, dangbter of the morning, snatehed the
saffron-colonred coverlet from his bed, and wrapping it abont
her, danced a jigin the northern sky.™

Nokesisnotinfavour of the nine-hour movement just now :
he prefers to work ten to twelve.  His explanation is that
when he goes home to tea, the angel of the house has oot
some little amusement in store for him in the shape of moving
stoves or pulling up carpets, and he doesn't hanker after
amusement since he was a boy ; he wonld rather work,

The Iatest hair pomade is the product of English chemical
#kill, and is called Zylophaganzenodachium,  But what's the
use of beantifyine and glossing vour hair if you have got to
fracture your jaw ? The inventor, who has left himselin the
hands of some learned person vet practical joker, will be
inclined to alter his bigh grease tone if he discovers that this
ficrce word nntwisted means an apartmen to receive jnseets,

There is & eynieal lady in Meriden, Ct., who amuses herselt
with the polite hypocrisy of society [in a curious way. She
has an orange plant in her parfour which bears neither bud
nor blossom, but she has had two full blown flowers and a
half opened bud of wax placed upon the barren stalk.  Her
callers all admire the sweer perfume of the lovely flowers,
and the gentlemen have noticed that the bud has ‘expanded
considerably since they called before,

This is the way in which they smartly advertise a cosmetic :
—Daring the reception of Alexis at Topeka, according to a
local sheet, a certain souny lady was the cynosure of all eyes as
she promenaded, leaning heavily upoun the cork dipper of a
Russian counf, whose breast looked like the show-window of a
tin-shop, ghittering as it was with temperance badges, baggage
cheques, and the gorgeous paraphernalin of a dollar store.
His fair companion’s face was tHushed with excitement and
——% Rloom of Youth, and her eyes faicly tlashed with
merrimient and betladonna as she listened. to the diphtheria-
producing mounosyllables of the count.




