away, it will fill me with disgust, this
juterior of yours, and I shall Le compel-
led,irresistibly compelled,to fixup for my-
self a lttlo exterior. “Thus, I shall have
an cstablithment within and an establish-
ment without—and won't the money fly
then!” But the governor refuses to lis-
ten to anything. Ho docsn't seo that 1
can't do wi hout a pietiy little wife.pretty
a1d mico in the Parisiap etyle; that is
to say, origil, “bright, a trifle mis-
chiovous, with a epico uf deviltry in her,
a wife that would be looked at in tho
strects and would have opera glasses level-
ed al her in {the theatre, one who would
do me credit and give me a certain dis-
tinetion. I must be able to carry on =
bachelor lifa with Ler a8 long as possible.
And then there is eomething else which I
can't eay to ‘the governor. Mo is called
Chamblard—not higs fault; only the con-
sequence i3 that I am called Chamblacd
too.and it is not altogetber easy to push
yourself in cociety with such » name. A
lovely, thoroughly lovily wife is the best
passport you can have. Look at Robincau
He has just been elected at the little club
.in the Rue Royale., It is not exactly the
Union nor the Jockey, but pll the same you
can't get into it for the asking. And why
did Robineau get in?”

“ The Lord knows.”

“ Because he has married a delightful
wife, and this delightful wife is a fivst-
class skater. All the papers had some
gossip about the exquisite, the charming
the ideal dme. Robineau. She camse to the
front all t once, and then Robineau came
to the fi.at as well. He was elected at
the club six weeks after. Now, the gov-
ernor does not understand the importance
ol these things. It is all Hebrew tohim
But still, a3 he hod abeolutely cut off
the supplies, I was obliged to knock under
and consert to an interview with Number
Two.” -~

“And what was Number Two like 2"

* What was ghe like, my dear fellow!
She is the daaghter of & merchant at Ant-
werp—made in Belgium! We had rried
the provinces, and now we went abroad.
Evidently the governor does not like Par-
isians, My mother came from Chatteller-
ault, and Bhe was a saint if there ever
was ope, Well, at the Opera Comiqub
lost might, in Paris, they showed me Num-
ber T'wo—a great blonde, stupid, mascu-
Y'me Flemish creature—A Rubens! A regu-
lar Rubens! Imag'ne & giontess, a colos-
val 'woman, taller by a head than T am.
It would be physically impossible to get
her into a clage box, and they are the
only ones I care about. When we came
out of the theatre I told the governor
that I liked Number Two no betteer than
Number One, I said I had had cnough
and would not even sce Number Three. We
had some words over it. When the gov-
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crnor loft me hie banged the door, shout-
ing: ‘Not another. sou shall you got
from me. And I knew he meant it, too.
1 want to bed, though not to sleep. Try
as I might, I could &co no escapo from the
big claws of the Antwgrp woman—when
all of a sudden, about three in the morn-
ing, there came a sudden flash of light. I
con~eived an idea whi:h I ventured to call
o stroke of genlus.” )

1 haven't o doubt ot it.”

¢ A stroke of genfus! I knew that you
were lcaving to-day for Marseilles, early in
the morn'ng; so 1 bolted in English fash?
jon. and without taking the governor into
my confidence. T7 and by at the first
stop, at Larocho—1've bzen looking in the
time-table—I mean to send my father this
tolvgram.”

With an air of triumph Raoul drew o
paper from his pocket.

= It's all ready—listen’ ‘To M. Ciam-
blard, 8. Rue de Rougemont, Paris: La-
roche Station.—I bave left with Mauricu by
tue Marseilles express. 1 am going to
moke a journcy round the world. It won't
teke me more ‘than siX months. I have
engaged a berth in the Irawaddy by tele-
gram. Leave to-morrow for Singapore.
Anyth'ng rather than the Flomish alliance.
Good-by. Your affectionate son—awfully
sorry to leave you—Raoul Chamblard’.
There, now, isn’t that a capital dispatch?”

“Not so bad; but you don’t mean it
periously ?”

«1 do, though! I shall start if I don’t
get an answer from the governor belors
I reach Marseilles. But I shall get one;
and that for two good reasons. My gov-
ernor i8 logical and will say: ‘ What good
am I doing myself by thia? instead of
getting into mischief with the white
peauties of Paris, he will be doing it with
the yellow ones at Singapore, The second
and the last yecson is that .he worships
me and ean't do without me,and the little
bt of sentiment at the end of my tele-
gram will go strajght to his heart. I'll
tell you how all this will come about. My
message leaves Laroche at 12.20, and the
governor will get it at 12.30. I betyon
10 louis thet I shall find at Dij>n or at
Macon, in the station telegraph office, o
mesenge addressed to me, saying ¢ Come
back, Antwerp match dropped.” It will
be in nigger phrase will the governor'a
telegram, because he is methodical, -and
leaves ‘out useless wowrds. Is it ¢ bet?”

“No, I should lose.”

“That you would.
papers ?”

" Y&.ﬂ

They read three ov four dailies. It took
them a quarter of an hour, and as they
read they exchanged & word now and then
ebout the new ministry, the races at Auleuil,
fvette Guilbert—especially about TYvette
Gujlbert. Young Chamblard had been to

Have you any

4
hear her the evening boford last, and he
hummed the teg.

Un fiacro allait trottinant
Cahin, caha
Hu dial Hop ia!
Un liacro sllait trottinant
Jaune avee un cocher blanc,

The Chasseur «’Afrique had to couiesa
that ho had never heard Yvette Guilbert
sng “Le Fiacre,” and young Chambdlard
roised his arms in astonishment.

“Never heard ‘Le Fiacro? And you hava
been threec ‘months on Ieave. What did you
como to Paris for? I know it by heart.”

Ho began to hum it again. As he hum-
med, his voico became gradually slower
and (veaker, he sank back in his seaw’
aml avas goon peacefully asleep, like the
overgrown baby tnat ho was.

Suddenly ho mwoke with a start The
train had fpulled up at Laroche. “Young
Chamblard ran fto ‘the telegraph, and the
clerk stolidly coubted the words. “Tako
your seats, going on!” Chsmblard had only
just time to spring on the foot-board of
his carriage.

“Whew! That’s done” he said to the
Chasseur d’ Afrique, “What do you say to
breakfast 7"

“By all means breskinst "

They went toge*ber to the dining car,
It was p regular journey, for there weres
two firawing-room cars between them and
the restaurant, and these two cars were
both crammed.

The express wos dashing along at full
speed, pitching as it went, and one needed
to have on®s sea legg on. Then a vehement
gust ol avind caught the train, buried it
in clouds of dust and made the gangways
anything but easy to pass.

They 'pressed through the first car, the
first gangway and the first gquall of wind
w.th considerable difficulty. They managed
the second car, and Chamblard, who was
leading the way, found i as much as he
could do to open the door of the seconds
gongway. It resisted his ciforts under the
pressure of the wind, but yielded at last;
and then ‘Raoul received simultancously a
blinding whirl of dust in his eyes and in
bis arms o golden-haired yourg damsel,
who cried: “Oh, I beg your pardon!” Ha
also cried: “Oh, I beg your pardon!” while
at the same moment he wag run into by
the Chasseur d’Afrique, who, blinded like
his friend by the dust, exclaimed: “Get
on, Raoull Get on!”

Ths two gangway doors were closed,
and the Trio were shut up in the little
corridor at the merey of the wind,—~young
Raoul, young Maurice, and the young
damsel, with the golden hair. “Her “Beg
sour pardon!” wes followed by “M. Mau-
ricel” which elicited a ‘“Mdile. Marthe!”
The young damsel with the golden hair
knew the chasseur, and, perceiving that
she +was almost in the arms of an ung
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