
NîIZ. C.wsrIC VOU NVI.I. iIAVit TO 51'RiXi Uil.

I lis naie ks Caustic, tiicle ;sucli a curions
iiaiiie for eune so mnilci lookiîig. I

-Ah, but Esthuer, (Io you rcad (lie leadiîig
articles iii tue l)espatcli »?

Il'No, but I suppose I ivill soon lie ivriting
theni frant lus dictation, for M r. Caustic saici
(liai anc of lus reasons for cuiplavingî nie was lus
bad Hrtn. îe says (lue lîiuters are always
gruîiibling at it, anid !iave muore tirait onice tiirat-
eiîed to strike. ' I JoWt wvaiier at (lie potir
Je sils,' lie said, 'for liaI f lie tfinie I cau 't read i t
iiysclf. ',

''\Vell, tîicre's jiot iîucli îuildîiess iii lus ar-
tides I ean tell a, said (lie uticle. Il Whli,
it îý vit iojit liik, witIl wliicli ie ivrites. H e
iuakes the aldernieîi îritIie .lie robs t(hie designi-
ingl contractor of lus lîoîîst SlCCI. l3uit NlIeICI,
ifi bis palitical articles, liec ornies ta Jc;ui Nvith
tue 0ppositiaii, tiiere-fliere lie kl great. \Vli..ý'
said (lie ohd manî, rutbbiiigý bris hiaîds &gleefuilv,

asz one wvbo t.rstes a freslî Jeliglit thirouglu rue-
iuenibmaîice, li lie l)espa(cli just iiksI lie Ciii-

ras>.itioli hiol\vl. I t u.ses a rapier, and, iiiste;uJ of
bretkiig, bottes, reaclues (lie vitals ai rr
tlurust. Catnstic ? Hia, lia, a %vemv good( iiuue,
îuîdeed. Do Uic tO'ppasitiot, pose a s pairiots?
le tears ticir îuatsli aside, anJ reveals thein jai

ail tlieir livpocrisy. D)o tliey talk about vru
Hecoîivicts tli of the iîealies( cfsckug
Do the\, carefui[y cover tlle sepuiciire withl gohd
leaf? Ile sîrips (lie gîldiuig off, anJ discloses
tlie skelc(oii. MiId ? Stuidy tliat fellow, FEsthuer,
anJ tell ie îba t vanu tlîi îk af ifi. i.',

.1liii Caustic, ;uged ilirtv, ediior of tie MN'ou-
treal llespatcb, svas as iiiild ai lookiug felloîs as
ci-cr iiudeI a largre population tremble luefore (lie
cclitorial 14 iv. l-cias tuuil, Uiui and pale anud
fair, auJ lus bine CNes, wviicli looked tipaii hile
and tIlie (iespairiuig h cisotfl5 wlioui lie stabbed to
(lic lieart itil his binec pencil, weue îs soft as al
bahv's before Iblat hicartless tyrant lias leamîicd
aIl1 ilie powser of aîiger whlich bine eves cari ex-
press. lis moustache %%as a litle backward,
evcuî lit tliirty, but if tliis lie coîisicdered a disad-
vauintage, 1 li:usten i a:dd tliat lie iiaJ a straiglit
iiose af wliici, iii selGfcoiliiaceuit miomienuts, <rare
eîîouigl, GacI kiiows), lie wvas a littie prond.
1Mr. Caîîstic's birosv was reg l i ils breadih, a
palpable stuggIesîo ofpwm r austic
ivrote articles whicli îiade, as TUncle Maviie put
it, wvoîg-dacms wmitlie ;but it svas lus dehiglit
to effect (lus b>' a bitîig satire of sa suibtle anJ

1 îenetratiiig a sort ixa it reaclied the lîcai t ili
out seemiîîgly uiakîug visible waunds. But thie

THE LADIES' JOURNAL

face neyer flushed, tile eye neyer flasbed ; the
countenance expresscd, if anything, a mild pity,
while the pen, driven at a furiotîs pace, Iiterally
w~rote deab sbentences. If Mr. Caustic indulged
a flerce delight, it was in profound recesse s of
bis being, fromt wvbclî no soîîod nor ray of ligbt
cver reaclied feo the surface.

I almost doubt," said Mr. Caustic, looking
rather earnestly into the glass in his roomi at
tire boarding liouse, 111 ainiost doubt the wisdorn
ol'appoînting Miss Mayne ta the position. To
be associated %vith ai fille votîng womian so close-
1l, even for business purposes wiil be something
new, soniething,perhaps, disagreeable to me. 1
suippose 1 will have to be a 1littie more careful
about myý drcss. I cani't snioke, of course ; and
I suppose I shahl have to abandon file luxury of
swearing ait the Jfuil people w~ho thinic I have no-
îlîing better to do thai read tbicir inane stufi'.
\Vel-l'mn bounid to trv the eixperiment. Miss
Mavne, 1 feel sure, is a capable girl. Those
biack evres liow fearlessi file>, looked at me!
Miîlss Maynte is a finle girl."

Mr. Cauistic had arranged a rooni adjoining
bis own in the office of Ille I)spatcb for Miss
Mtayne's use. I-le haci a mug put on the floor,
and a fewv prints on tlic wall. t ivas not mluch,
but when Esther glanced round tlic room, noted
tbe desk, tvertr g and pictures site gave
Mr. Caustie a satisfied look with thos,. big black
eyes which hiad a ratller disconccrting effect upon
the, fanionis editor.

Mr. Caustic proceedecî ta dictate anr article
uipon l'corruption iii politics," îvbicli, iii its bit-
ter satire, was a revelation ta Esther who, look-
inig Lp [roni lier wvork now and tben, met a pair
oi the miidest bIne eves
that ever Nvere fanond
iii a baby's licai. Site
puiziled liersel f trying
Io reconcile tlîe con-
tradiction betweenl filc
eyes and the bitterness
!,he nioted iii every hile
shie wrote.

''Oh, unele," crieci
1 .stber, upon tce even-
îug of the flrst day / \~-'

spent in the Despac
office, 'lit is toco ridJc
nIous."

IlWhat is too ridJc
ionis?"

"\hV%, you kil%-
aIl this ferocity lth
I)espatchtbis evenig
and ail tiiat mildJes
iii Mr. Caustic's blu

\V'eil, (bis affrd
an îiterestii tud\
N'on expcct a tecpîJ
fio\v front a miari likc
tbis, and lie gives you
a flood of Lava. Von
look for a comninationi
aof ivorks svithouit baýck-
borie, and lic stijies.
witli Ille ter-C epigrani.-
Dîd 1 nlot say stndv-
ibis ?Il r. caustic ?"

iiîain whîo wieids stî,..h a powscr, l îvhoni I
iîiufacturer's deputiatioii ta-day was so humble,
whlose words are like Jeatli stttences-l do not
seem ta be afraid ai. Is ilbat not ridicnlous ?
But I mutst tell vair uiîcie, thiat, lookin- lit ii
sybile, witli eycs starîng lit vacanq~, lie inuinchies
li" niost svitlîeriîîg sat irc a'tlie lîeads of (ile cor-
rupi politicians. I cotuld hîardily keep frontî laugli-
ing. Of course, this wvas a vemv w icked and
dreadful feelingi,. But tIlv sliould a muai. vhiose
busiîîess it is ta say stucli cruel thiiigs have sucli
babivishi bIne e% es ? NVhiv should a mii look
beîigîîait whl lie is suîiting lus f'ellaw nuortals
ta tie earlî ? VVly shiould nature have given
Mr. Cauistic the aspect of Tom Pîinch wliile at

the samne time shte egged bim on to be an intel-
lectual pugilist, delighting in the carnage of the
pen i Shall 1 tell you something, uncle ?"Est-

her leaned a littie across the tea table. "Isus-
pect that this dougbty editor, who, as mild loolh-
ing as a young lamb, makes everybody tremble,
is-is-afraid of me. There !

"Nonsense, child."
"No nonsense, uncle," replied Esther, witb a

verv musical lauZh. IlHe's an old bugbear,
youi know, uancie, and 1 saw that the idea of
hiaving a wvoman niear himi quite put him out. 1
hav'e not a g-reat deal of experience, but 1 know
that helpless look in men when they sec, by bat,
jacket and gloves,that a woman bas takien pos-
session. And 1 found Iiim wvatching mie in a
doubtful, scared sort of xvay. Am 1 not wicked,
uncle î" But, tliere, 1 always tell )'ou everytliing,
and it is only my nonsense."

'lI arn not sure about it."'
That wvas wbat Mr. Caustic said to himself

many times upon the evening of that first day's
work in companv' wiil Esther. Il Tliere is tbe
constraint of the situation. My articles to-day
were unusually poor. 1 kncw that as 1 went on.
1 [car 1 can neyer Jictate with success. Mlheni
1 wanted to burn the rascals as with aquafortis,
1 found tbose big, dark eyes fixee upon me, and
then it seemed so asinine to bave a quarrel wvith
anybody. Look here, Caustic,' jumping tup
suddenly and regarding hiisclf fiercely in thîi
mlirrar of the bedroom, "don't mnake ant ass of
yourself."

The next morning a bunch of lillies of tbe val-
ley graced Esther's desk.

As tile days wvent on there wvas a noticeable

1i it.X V NO ARTICLE IN MY HEAD TO-DAV,

/1A ISS MYE
chIuge iii the fonie of thie articles ini

» rte espautcli. A t flmst, perli aps, tiîis
A*i would îlot have been observeci, but iii

the course of a fortuuiglit, the editorials
werc cbarged with sucl a spirit of con-
ciliatomiiicss as snrprised and disgusted

agreat iiiany readers wvli laoked
rcgularhy ta tie Despatch far thîcir "seasoiiing,"
as tlîe readers of the Saturday Review look ta
iluat journal for uîîaligîîaît cynicisnî.

"11 arn lasiîîg my grip," Mr. Catistic told him-
self iiany tinies dumiuîg tlîis fortîîiglît. ''Wfliere
is my powver of invective? How is it that 1 nîo
lonîger feel a fierce delighit in killin thue trick-
sters wifli ait epigram ? l-ow is it tilat insteaci
of that biting satire wvlicb 1 cauld use wheîi
alone, I now cao as mild as a sucking dove ?
Miss Maynîe is a fine girl ; tliose dark eyes-couî-
fannd it, I belies'e I have thîouglît of notbîng
else since I first saw (hieni. And 1 thiîîk-l
tiîink," said Mr. Caustic, very sternhy, "Itliat
Miss Mayne secs a certaini holloîvness iii ibis


