" paper

6

THE VICTORIA HOME JOURNAL.

———

MARRIED FOR HALI-AN-HOU.R.

HE date of this occurrence is not im-
portant ; in fact it is just as_well
loft untold. 1 was on the hotel run for a
morning paper in St. Paul, Minn., at the
time, and glancing over the Ryan regﬁtur
one afternoon, 1 saw the name of Mrs.
George Trehune. It was written in the
long, angular scrawl affected so exten-
sively by women of the dramatic profes-
sion, and; slt.ho;gh I had never before
heard of Mrs, Trebune, her siguature
attracted my sttention. There is more of
instinct than any other sense in ulootm?
from & long list of signatures those o
worth interviewing. Mrs. Tre-
une's slap-dash characters set me think-
ing what sort of a woman she was, and
was oasier than to find out, so I
my ocard to the clerk, pointed to
the room, number 205, and awaited the
return of the bell-boy.

In five minutes, or thereabouts, he in-
formed me that I was to *‘go right up,”
and up I went,

" O’c:mo in,” called a voice in answer to
my tap at the door. I entered. Near
the open fire, in'an arm chair, sat a
young woman. She wore a white gown
of that soft, caressing woof that so in-
variably sets off well the wearer’s charms.
Rising, as I entered, she advanced to-
wards me, and her manner betrayed at
once m:bo woll-br:dofwgmzx.c ldtg:: a
mental wﬁ- the face an re
before me. opfomer was oval, well-
featured, set with a pair of lustrous, dark
eyes, and framed in curls of an indefinable
color—half golden, half brown. The lat-
ter was tall and shapely.

*‘ Pray, be seated,” she said, as I began
to explain why I had asked for an inter-
view. ‘““Oh, yes,” she went omn, “I
know why tzou came. 1 have several
friends iu the profession, and, in fact,
bave,_ the greatest regard for daily news-
wnt"an They are equal to almost

4 You flatter the craft,” I answered,
‘ some of us are very retiri I am—"
*“I hope you are mnot, sir " said my
charming vis-a-vis, leaning impulsively
forward as she spoke. Her elbow found
support on the arm of the chair, her chin
rested on her shapely white hand, and her
large dark eyes looked ht into mine.
It was an embarassing si and I con-
- fess I hardly knew what to make of it.
With an effort, I met the gaze of this
strange ;oun woman, and said inquir-
ingly, * You dislike nervous people.”
**1 should hate myself, if that were the
case,” replied Mrs. Trehune, * for [ am
all nerves. Oh, dear, dear, if I only
dared to do it.”
With a sudden whisk, she was out of

the chair and pacing back and forth on |h

the carpet like a chained lioness, There
was very evidently something wrong with
Mrs. Trehune. - ¥, guod heavens | she
was sobbing.
** My dear madam,” I exclaimed, **if I
can be of ble service —"
**Oh, Idare not ask it of a stranger,”
she , throwing up both arms
And yet,’

| coming hurriedly toward me.

I you
will do what I ask, I can never do enough
for you in return. Mine is a case that
requires immediste and skilful action,
You will have to use all your finesse, for I
have not time to explain matters fully,
You must be patient, then ind t, and
finally exasperated. Do you understand ¥
rtainly,” 1 answered promptly.
Craz nnliuvh hare was my inward re-
flection.’
‘“And will do this for a stranger,!”
inquired Mrs. Trehune,
‘* Command me,” I replied.
“*Then, listen,” she ssid, drawing her
ohair near mine, with an apprehensive
lance at the door. ‘I am not Mm,
rehune. 1 shall be this afternoon, if
all goes well, but at present I am Clara
Talbot. I have run away from my home

in to marry Mr. Trehune. Heis
of Kansas City, and was to have met me |
here. 1 bhave received a telegram from
him to say that his train is several hours
Iate. Never mind why it was necessary
for me to run away. It is a family matter.
My people have never seen Mr. a‘rlhm
I met him at the house of a friend in
Europe last year. . They wanted me to
marry another ‘man. fled yesterday,
after telegraphing George '0 meet me
here. My father has followed me. Ha'is
in the hotel now ;” (another glance at the
door? *“ his card preceded yours. I sent
word that I was dressing, and he is wait-
ing down stairs. When I read the name
on your card—a newspaper man—I con-
ceived the plan. Will you be my husband
for half-an-hour 7’ :

I started up like a scared jack rabbit.
“Good us, madam,” I exclaimed,
“Idon’t know enough about you to do
the thing successfully.”

“Oh, try,” plc.d’o.d the brown-eyed |i

fnqitivo, *‘please try.”

‘I'll do 1t,” I said 'desperately, and the
next instant there was a crash. The door
flew back, and in burst an old gentleman
w'xth “;Jlery red face, ;?dm which a couple
o eyes sna angrily as he
dashed his hat and cane dg;un’ on ‘the
centre table, Using the latter as 4 sort
of a rostrum, he glanced straight at the
girl, and began to rave, ignoring me en-

“Well, Miss,” (in & tone of ocon-
centrated fury)
this disgraceful escapade.”

My temporary wife glanced ho
towards where I sat, within easy reac
of the old man's cane. Summ all
pux:“ fortitnzlo. lhmi t.h.nd looked the

rent straight in the eye.

“Ip:lullhc y oo

remember that respect is due her as

wife and your daughter. You must lh:z

er that respect, mir, do you understand 1"’

niliu' rd: my voice a trifie on the last foy
0

“Oh,” shrieked ¢
i x 0 he venerable
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ve & good to thrash "” and
“?‘.I was raised tli:lr'utlngly.’“’

I went on .{" Jml -
pre‘unt conduct wil

‘‘S8candal be blow. What

LA o L




