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Here, give mo your valise and let us go.”
Five minutes lnater wo reached the inn
of the Golden Eagle, and before the door
stood a sort of cabriolet to which was
harnested a large dapple-grey horse.

“Put that under the scat, John,” said
my friend, giving my bag to the man
who was in waiting, and; I agked in sur-
prise

“Is thir your trap, Gaston?”

“No. it bLelongs to the Golden Eagle,”
he answered gaily, “Jump in, we shall
not go quite as fast as usual, but wo'll
get there all the same!”

When we were all seated, the man took
up the roins. cracked the 'whip and the
dapple-grey set off at a fzood pace, al-
though, with the best will in the world,
he could never be a 'match for the Lay.

“You bhave not that fiuc horse of
yours ?"” 1 asked, and le replied:

“No, 1 have sold him.”

Sold him? I was filled with wonder,
but I made no remark, for the moment
scemed an unpropitious one for asking
questions. I therélore turned the conver-
sation, and we taltked of general matters,
hunting, politics, novels, theatres, in fact
overythipng, grave or gay, which had been
discussed in tho newspapers since we had
last been twogether, a year before.

After a drive of three grarters of an
hour, the vehicle left the main road and
turned into a narrower one which skirted
a piece of woodland.

*Is not our drier making a mistake ? "’
1 whispered, *“ we never used to come this
way.”

*This is right,” said Gaston, “1I do not
o0 bome by the same road novs:”

In a few minutes we stopped before a
smull cottage ou the border of the woods,
and T recognized it as having often been
a hunting rendez-vous. Gaston jumped
out and when I had followed him, he
took my valise from the man and told
him to return at once as night would
soon be falling.

1 gazed round me, and counld hardly dis-
tioguish, on & bhill whi~h looked dark
against the sunset, ths little villuge
through which I had passed, a year be-
fore. on my way to Gaston’s place.

In the cottage doorway an old house-
keeper met us.

*“ Well. Madelipe, is dinner realy ® " said
oy friend.

“Yes, 8ir, it is waiting for you,” sho
replicd.

“Good'! 8it down, at once, for you
must be famished,” ho said to me, and: he
bhelped me to a plate of smoking hot
soup. While I attacked it vigorously, he
leaned his arms vpon the table, looked
at me earnestly for a minute and then
said ¢

“You do not understand all eis.”

I sbrogged my shoulders, and. he added *

“1 will explain it in three words: ‘I
am roined.’ ”
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I let my spoon drop into my plate, as
I gasped.

“Ruined ? How ?7”

“In the only way that there is cf being
ruined,” he answered calmly, ¢ that is to
gay, that I have nothing, or almost noth-
ing, to be exact. I have elghteen hun-
dred francs income 1eft—one hundred sous
o day. So I am not o boggar, you sce.”

I looked at him searchingly. He smiled
without bitterness, and I saw that he
spoke the truth.

“Explain,” I eaid,
pened 7

*“It is rather an old story now—abouat
o year old, and yet it is worth telling.
DBesides, to whom should, I tell 1t, if not
to you? He'e it is.

You know that three years ago, when
my uncle died, I inherited five hundred
thousaud francs. Not a colossal fortune,
but enough to make a good show with,
even in Paris. I had for two years been
longing to get back to Paris, and I went.
That was b bad day for me. Money melts
very fast in that cursed crucible which
i8 ¢ver ot white heat. I adored horses
and took to racing, and eighteen months
later, in making up my accounts, I dis-
covered that I had lost two hundred
thousand francs. 1 was reflecting on the
sad state of affairs when a comrade notic-
ing my melancholy air asked what the
matter was, and I told him. ‘Is that
all?' he cried, laughing heartily, *well,
you are simplei You say you have three
hundred thousand francs; very well, I
will introduce you to a bank from which
you can draw all the funds you require.
The Queen of Spades will berriend you.
Try her!’ He cited numborless examples.
Suck a one, a former cloth-merchant had
{irst sat down at the card table with
hardly a hundred thousand francs in his
possession, and now he was a millionaire.
There wero plenty mors just as fortun-
ate. In short, bo persuaded me. % joined
a club where the play was high. It was
very exclugive, oh very. The members
were men of the world, wealthy lawyers,
and o few successful artists, their gamo
vas st.ictls honest, absolutely impece-
able, for their doors were closed against
intruders. They played from four t11
sevon every afternoon, and from ten at
night till dawn. T_is, my counsellor wold
me, was the place to fix up my affairs,
and in less than six months they were
fixed. Of my three huondred thousand
francs I had lost & hundred thousand;
my landb were mortgaged, andi I owed o
hundred and fifty thousand to the °pre-
teur’ of the place. My brain was in o
whirl, and' I wondered how this was to
end. It ended in a very unexpected man-
ner I awoke one morning and: found my-
solf a ¢ Greek.'™

As Gaston pronounced: the last word 1
started up exclaiming:

*You are mad ! What are you saying ?”

“what has hap-

“The plafn truth,” ho answered, “ but
do not excito yourself. I can, without o
blush, confess to liaving won at cards by
meane of fraud. Disten. Onc ovening, 1
had extraordinary luck, I -was Invinci-
ble, I won repeatedly. There were ouly
ten or twelve players, but it was an ex-
citing game, and I won a hundred and
fitty thousand francs. Just cnough to re-
pay what I owed. As I rose from the
toblo I waw the lender standing near me,
wwith ois eyes fixed upon wy pile of gold,
notes and counters. On the spat I paid
the debt, and drew a deep sigh of reliaf.
About & week later I was dozing in an
casy chair, behind a curtain, The club
was empty, for it was four o'clock in the
morning, and I avas only waiting to take
tho train and run down here to the coun-
try for a little changs. The sound of un
angry discussion roused me. Two men
were quarre'ling in the next room, and I
recognized thy *preteur’s’ voice, and :hat
of a waiter. I will have my share,’ said
the latter furiously, * you did just eo tho
other day with Mr. Gaston’s money. Who
changed the packs, then. I did, but who
grabbed the cash? You, you alway. do
it! This is the ond of iv—if you don’t

!give me my shave, I'll split!" I felt a

cold sweat starting out on my temples
as 1 listened, and in two &trides I was
beside the scoundrels. Catching hold of
the first I touched, I nearly wrung his
neek in my frenzy. It twas the waiter, and
perceiving that it would be uscless 10
beat about the bush, he confessed the
whole truth. They had stacked a pack
of cards, with which 1 had played and
won the sum needed to repay the lender;
i short [ had stolen the money. I was
ashamed you understand; as for getting
th. monsy from the *preteur' himyelfi—
it would have been easier to tear vut his
soull For an instant I seemed stunued.
What was 1 to do? Teo blow out wmy,
traing? I thought of that, idiot that 1
was, but then & light broke over me and
the mists cleared away. I ruoshed out,
caught my train, came here and saw iny
lawyer. A month lator all my land was
soll, and I veturped to Paris and refunded
to the president of the club 130,000
francs, with a list of the men who lad
played against moe on my lucky night.
I explained tho matter to them all and
bade them good bye. They were honest
{fellows, and did not descrve to be cheated.
And tbat, my friend, is why you find me
in this humble abode, with an cmpty
purse, but o lizht heart.”

“My dear lellow,” I said holding out
my band to him; “your story is a sad
ono, but its climax makes: ample amends
for that.” .

LRADY S CORNER.
From. N: Y. Post.

Mry, Guild, an American. sculpturess,
has recently compisted a bust of Mr,
Gladstone, which is very highly com-



