
MY BEARDED BIAID
**mA don't you think that what your makl tavv

•boot tuidde ntaiy be jutt the morbid fancy of an igwi-
ant woman or the gotnp of the kitchen T

"

"Ohno.Giaeieuteiiaveiydi«5«*t..enribleperMii.
I believe her letter oontaine the true verrion of the
tragedy."

** You know, of courw» that people w« take druin•n always inclined to augment them, i tij y get uNd
to than, and Lady Daie might have t..^ a •eoood
dow, foqpetting she had already had a previous one.
Those things occur frequently. My suppositions are
juit as pbusible as those of your maid."
"Yes; but, M«or,yoi' don't knowhow Vi wasgnawed

at t^e heart by the fear of age. She had no chiWien, no
husband, no intimate friend except me, and there was
a great difference of years between us. She had no aim,
no woric no future, but just slow decrepitude, and that

''^iTfv**^
^^^' '* ^" "«* «> °»ttch formy

cousm Vi killed herself, " for her to«< lover."
" Poor soul," said th. octor again. " What a triHe

chote I not her death, chud, but her brilliant life I
"

We spdce no L«>re. He sat by my side, holding my
hand uri:' the gi vjous crcpuscule of Algerian niriit
came th

: gh the open window. With the genUeness
of the hour, my heari; seemed to soften and become
wady to receive sorrow. I fdt an anguish creeping
through my limbs, and my throat tightened. Mdd(W^
nnmobile, was looking at the violet sky. I loUed back
on the piUow and closed my eyes, and, from under the
pressed lids, my tears came.
When the lamps were lighted, MMor reminded me of
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