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. mave, all a glitter of gold, silks and

| of ereditors, humiliations, continual

. ehildren, troubles, cares, isappoint-

grace of that bloud girl, dressed sim-

HEN before the gitar the
priest asked ber, “Are
you content?’ it was
with all her soul Gemina
bad responded, “Yes!”

Oh, yes; she was col-
tent indeed. Through the
doud of costly lace which enwrapped
per in iis snowy transparence she saw
the vast church all dotted with lights,
resplendent in tbe dark gleam of mo-
saics upon golden backgrounds, ani-
muated by the siight movement of the
wery elegant crowd that filled it, light-

«d by oblique rays descendiug from the

peilliants, and it was her own future
that she seemed to see thus—the years
of luxury and wealth which ber rich
marriage was preparing for her. And
had it not been the dream for which
she sighed? She. the ideal blond, of
elgiteen years, with the tall and proud
figure, the pure, disdainful profile un-
der heavy eurls like those of an arch-
angel, with baughty eyes sparkling
tite bine gems under the golden fringes
of her long eyelashes,

8he had been for a long time a poor
girl, the daughter of citizens who bad
seen better days, that marvelous hu-
man lily. She had experienced all the
petty troubles, all the cruel daily suf-
ferings of misery that conceals itself.
The poor and inelegant gowns, painful-
Iy remodeled every year; the insolence

tormenting thoughts of money—she had
experienced them agl, and in her little
peart, eager for pleasure and enjoy-
ment, swollen with unsatisfied long-
dngs, a dream was arisen little by little,
occupying all the room, rendering her
tasensible to all the rest—the dream of
-at last beeoming rich.

8he wanted it absolutely; sbe was g
®orn for it; she was rich now. That,
“yes” which she had just pronounced
had by its three magic letters changed
Ber destiny, and she was so content, £¢
happy, that it appeared to- her it was

all & dream; that her Mechlin veil was
s cloud that transported her into the |
realms of the impossible, across a
gidereal heaven, of which the diamond |
plus thrust among her laces fermed |
the flaming stars, and In order to re- |
turo to reality she must cast her eyes |
towurd her husband, Luigo Marchis,
Zneeling beside her in the mystie, vel-
fety shade of th¢ altar lit by the trem- |
glous brightness of the candles.

Ak there was nothing jdeal about |
pim, poor fellow! In vain he straight- |
ened Lis correct person of an elegant 1
man, with his accurately shaved face, |
with slender brown mustache, and a
&till fresh color that gave bim some-
thing the look of un actor. He re-
maieed pone the less old, ‘with his
gowerful shoulders a little bent, with
Bis eyelids grown heavy and crow’s

feet toward his temples, with the gray
Jocke that appeared here and there
smong his brown bair, with his forty-

goven years, of whic h the weariness
wis moee conspicuous beside that radi-
mnt and blond spring.

Forty-seven years! How was it pos

gible? 1le felt bis heart so palpitat-
fug, full of tears as in youth, and hLe
ewakl not comprehend how so much

|
|
!
tirne bed passed. He could not per- |
gusde himself of the incredible fact— |
forty-seven years passed without know- |
tng Gemma. 5 |

For they had been acquainted with |
ench other ouly two months! Marchis, !
however much he had frequented 80- |
eiety, drawn there by his banking con- ‘
nections, had never let himself be talk- |
e@ tuv of marriage. What! A wifs-,i

gaent! Not even by jdea!

And at forty-seven years one even-
ing, present frowm motives of curidsity
at a ball to which the employees of his
Bank bad jpyited bim, he must needs
Le smitten by the exquisite, vaporous

ply in white, entering on the arm of
& funny little man with a baby face
aud a big, silvery bedrd—her father, &
goodest clerk in the bank; a rather
gidienlons little old man who, beside
ghat divine apparition, slender in her
yobes of snow, made one think of the
gnomes of folk tales, always crouch-
ing at the feet of fairies.

Ah, weakness of bearts growing old!
*That appurition was enough to shake
all the ideas of Luigo Marchis con-
eerning matrimony, and as the old
grome, despite his absolute nullity,

wrus an honest citizen, incapable of re- |

gisting the assiduities of the director
% his pretty daughter, the suitor had
peen greatly picased with the consent
ot that little maiden of eighteen, that
pesutiful creature, that blond - being,
2o become his wife. Now he trembled
with joy. His eyes were misty with
" wivid emotion—not perceiving that

" ghat, too, was a sign of ¢ld age—and it

was & voice choked with joy that to
4he question of the priest, “Are you
content?’ replied, “Oh, yes!” -
Now it Is done. United—forever unit-
ed Having risen to their feet, she
with sn elegant and light impulse, like
s lily wind-lifted on its stem, he with
& Mtile effort and dificulty, wearied
oy emotion, they go down from the
sitar arm in arm. Now they pass
through the church amid the murmurs
of eowpliments which arise amid the
shadows of the alsles, among the dull
seraping of feet and the rustle of
s. There on the peristyle, among
the white columns, is a living wave of
won and alr which comes to meet them,
Tike a recall to real life outside of the
dream of the chureh, the creak-
fag of the line of carriages that ad-
wanced, the slow descent of the steps,
.with the white train of the bride
soreading and dragging upon the stairs
W folds like snow, soft and light,
«hen the curriages depart. They are
.slene for the first tiwe 1D the Durrow
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! the white silken folds of her sortie du

.considered himself so. When he set

Npace of e carriage, woich the bndil
dress fills with ii1s whiteness, and the
bonguet of orante blossous. with its
aciite perfume of intoxicating virgini-
ty.  And Ig Is then rhat, conquered Ly
the charm of that face, s) delicate and
proud amid its large, palliil curls, by
the splendor of those blue eyes, the
elderly bridegroowm bLends over ber to
kiss ber. :

“Dear me, ¢ear me!”

And to see the tranquillity with which
those finely cut, rese colored lips return
the kisses through the veil, the ques-
ticn arises whether it is the bridezroom
that sbe kisses or the Mecllin lace, at
500 the meter.
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Ah, there are adorers around that
beautiful Signora Marchis, so lovely
and so young, married to an old man!
It was expectem that this fortress
would be an easy one to conquer. Pre-
cisely on her wedding day Vico Molise,
the most elegant and skeptical of the
journalists of upper Italy, bhad pro-
pounded to his friends this theorism:

“Given a beautiful girl, very poor;
given that she marries a rich old man;
divide the number of his years by that
of the hiundreds of thousands of lire of
which she becomes mistress, and you
will have the number of months neces-
pary for her to takea lover.”

And as soon as he could he began,
with many others, to attempt the dem-
onstration of that theorem.

Well, this time the impeccable psy-
chological diagnosis of Vico Molise bad
been found to fail. Not only, after
some months, the beautiful Signora
Marchis had no lover, but it appeared
also that she never was to have one.

Always dressed with an adorable ele-
gance, with a luxury full of good taste,
the beautiful Gemina loved to amuse
herself, moving freely in that society.
new for ber, finding herself in her right
place as a marvelous plant in a vase of
valuable porcelain, developing itself in
all its splendor. She went to dances; to
the theater, enjoying the plebiscite of
admiration provided by ber beauty, co-
quetting a little with her adorers, flut-
tering about the fire in order to make
them sparkle, her wings of a golden
butterfly, but never letting herself be
burned.

In the very momeut of a declaration,
in the midst of one of those waltzes
whose notes seem made on purpose to
stifle expiring virtue in their serpentine
spirals, she cut short her adorer by
turning her angelic head and saying
serenely:

“] don’'t see my husband. Look &
little where my husband is If you will
be so kind.”

And it was known that her greatest
delight was to relate precisely to her
busband the declarations which she
had received. When she came home
with him from a ball, all wrapped in

bal. with her pure throat, her snowy
ghoulders that blossomed still more
fair from her swansdown boa; when
in the evening she met him in the din-
ing room, still in visiting costume, with
her slim waist tightly compressed by
an exquisitely elegant gown, with her
face animated by the slight excitement
which elegant conversation always pro-
duces in a young woman, she amused 1
herself tmmensely in addressing to Ler

busband some of these provoking and !
roguish phrases: |

“Yon know 1 was at Countess Fo- |
gchis’. Molise was there, you know— {
always faithful and always in despair. ;
And also Comelli, he that chas such
Jugubrious gallantry—he has promised
to kill bimself for my sake within a
month, We shall see. Ah,. ah!”

And, sitting opposite to' him in a |
rustle of satin and jet, making shine
like two stars the brilliants, large as
hazelnuts, which adorned her small
ears, she continued to laugh, with her
elastic laughter, full of mischief and
full of tenderness.

Ab, indeed old Marchis could call
bimself a fortunate man!

Fortunate? Yes, he ought to have |

himself to reason about it, to describe
mentally his conjugal situation, he had
to conclude that he would have done
wrong to complain of his destiny. And
yet—

What of the terribly unexpected had
he now discovered in the depths of the
pure sapphire of Gemma’s eyes? Was
there arisen in his soul the doubt that
that faithfulness against every trial,
that coldness toward her admirers,
was nothing but the wish to preserve
intact a position acquired with diffi-
culty and that precisely to that posi-
tion was directed all the tenderness
shown toward himselt? I do not know,
but the vivid and impetuous joy of the
wedding was ne longer In him, al-
though his love remained the same, and |
a painful doubt thrilled in his voice |
when he replied to the playful conli- |
dence of Gemma, forcing blmself to |
laugh too: i

“Take care, now, take care—the ven-
geance of the tyrant hangs over you"-—

A, the poor tyrant! How he loved
ber! How she had known how to bind
bim with her liitle bands, white and
perfumed as two lilles! Fof nothing in
the world would he have discovered the
truth, changed into certainty his fo-
menting doubt. 8o she had only to ask
in order to obtain, for now for him
that love of which he doubted had be-
come his life, and he felt a painful
stricture at his heart at the mere
thought that a day might come when
he would be obliged to refuse her some-
thing. Yet that day came. Suddenly,
by one of those mysterious complica-
tions of business, his bank, whicb until
then bad gone from triumph to tri-
umph, underwent a violent shock. Not
a noisy downfall, one of those open,
publie ruins which produce great fail-
ures, but one of those deep, intimate,
gecret erises that must be borne with-
sut a word, a lament, under penalty of
death: tnat can be overcome only by

mall privations, little hidden

savings. It is then that strict economy.
in the family becomes mecessary. The
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luxury of Gemma I those moments be-
came absoiutely ruiious for her hus-
pand: be ouzbt to Lave warned her,
sousht to check her. He dared not and
continued to content ber, hut very soon
aue the time when be could do so no
wmore. !

It was ‘on the occasion of a great ball
to which she was to go. She had order-
ed from DParis a warvelous gown that
becaiue Ler to perfection. Still she was
not sat.stied. Some days before, in the
showcase of the most fashionable jew-
eler of the city, a diadem had set in
revolution all the feminine imagina-
tions: a superb jewel of antique style,
set in silver gilt, of a starry pallor,
where the brilliants seemed drops of
fime. Gemma wished to bhave it, and
indeed it would be difficult to find a
face adapted to the almost religious
richness of that jewel more than ber
snowy profile of an angel in ecstasy.

Ten thousand francs was the price of
that jewel, and Marchis did not have
them. Mute, immovable, his heart op-
pressed, he listened to Gemma's words
as she described it to bim. How could
he tell her, how could he ever tell ber,
that he had not the 10,000 franes! Tt
was terrible. To another woman who
should have had that caprice one might
have proposed to have her own dia-
monds reset after that model or per-
haps even to have an imitation diadem
made. No one would have suspected
it. But he felt that the danger lay in
counfessing his powerlessness. Yet it
must be done. And he made an effort
at courage.

Gemma had seated herself beside
him, throwing back and bending a lit-
tle to one side her blond head with that
frresistible feminine movement which
displays the white throat, the pure
line descending from the slender neck
tp the full bloomed bust, down to the
round and flexible waist. ~

“] would like to have it. It seenis to
me that I should look well. Don’t you
think so? 1 have a great wish to be
beautiful. If you Enew why?’

She laughed now deliciously, with
the air of her roguish hours. He was
gilent for a moment. Then, fixing a
vague look uporn the delicate designs
of the oriental carpet, paling as it from
an inward wound, he murmured: ;

“The fact is that I do not know—I do
not really know whether—whether I
shall be able to buy it for you"—

“Why?”

She had quickly raised her head,
much surprised, uneasy, looking at
f{im. Such a thing had never happened
to her.

Marchis wiped his forehead and re-
sumed his discourse.

“The fact is—you see, ip a bank like
ours there are moments that—certain
moments In which one cannot—in
which it is impossible.”

What was impossible for him in that
moment was to finish the phrase. He
stopped and lifted his eyes timidly to
her, desolately, as if to beg her to help
him. She was very pale, with a sud-
den hardness in all her features, in her
compressed mouth, in her knit brows,
tn her sparkling eyes.

“Have you not ten thousand francs?
Is it possible?”’

And her voice was as hard as her
look, a profound hardness that star-
tled him. jut all at ornce her face
changed expression, she recovered her
fresh, tuneful laugh, and the sweet

| and limpid ray was rekindled in her

blue eyes.

“Come, you want to tell me stories,
so as not to buy me anything, De-
ceiver! I that wished to be beautiful
in order to drive Vico Molise a little
crazy. He has declared to me that he
is tired of my perfidy. See, you de-
gerve—do you know that I am becom-
ing angry with you?”’

She really believéd that she had hit
the truth with her words. Indeed he
had so well kept up the illusion with
her, he had hidden so jealously his em-
barrassment, that she did not know
how to explain this sudden restriction.
But meanwhi¥e every word of hers was
a blow to the heart of Marchis. He
saw her already at the ball, passing
from arm to arm, with her step like
a flying angel; listening to the insid-
fons compliments of Vico Molise and
his kind and keeping meantime in her
heart that leaven of rancor against
him because of his refusal And he
gaw himself again, as he had seen
himself & little while before in the
mirror, ok, weary, worn, beside her,
g0 fresh, young, with eyes sparkling
from the cruel scorn of one who has,
made an.unequal bargain.

Suddenly he rose like one who has

" taken h decision, passed his hand

across his brow and, without replying,
went away to go out of the house. She
believed that she bhad conquered and
let him go without moving herself,
only with a flash of cunning in her
eyes, But when Le was on the stairs
the door opened, and a blond head
appeared between the folding doors:

“We are agreed, then?’ :

He did not reply, and she heard his
step down-the stairway, slow, heavy,
weary.
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The evening of the ball Marchis
knocked at the door of his wife's dresse
img room. :

“Come in.” And he entered.

In the little dressing room so illumin-
ed as to seem on fire, with the air filled
with fragrance from the little unstop-
pered bottle of perfume, all gleaming
white with the disorder of feminine ap-
parel scattered about, Gemma stood
erect before the mirror between two
kneeling maids, ready dressed for the
ball. She was truly radiant in her
gown of white satin with almond blos-
soms, with fresh sprays of almond
flowers around the neck of the dress, at
the walist, among the waving folds of
the train, Issuing from that covering of
delicate, pale, dawn tinted flowers, she,
too, was fresh as they, with ber faints
ly rosy complexion, as if she were one
of those flowers become a person. But
under her lashes gleamed anon the
flash of cold and cruel rancor.
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Her husband had not given her the
aladetn. - .

But. bearing him enter. she turned,
and. seeing that he held a casket in his
hauds. she comprebended everytbing.
With a bound she was beside Lim, her
arms twined around his neck.-

«Oh. how good you are! How good
you are! How 1 lote you!” He tram-
bled all over and was very pale. Gew-
ma did not even perceive it. All at
once, with one of ber irresistible move-
ments. she loosened her arms from his
neck, took with one bhand the casket,
and with the other bolding her bus-
pband’s hand she led him after her to
the mirror. She seated herself and
opened the casket. Among puffs of red
plush, under the burning light, the
diadem sent forth sparks like a flame.
3he had a new outburst of -joy. took the -
husband’s head between ber bands,
drew it down and kissed his forehead—
oh, the forehead of a corpse, icy and

‘livid! Tben, without looking at his

features, his wandering gaze, she of-
fered him the diadem and bent before
bim her blond head, which was so well
suited to that mystical jewel.

“Come, sir, crown me!”

And while he sought to unite with
trembling hands the clasp of the gems
among those marvelous blond curls,
waving and breaking into ripples of
gold at every movement, she, still with
her bent head, lifted her smiling eyes
to meet his look. And he answered
with a resigned gentleness to the smile
of those perilous blue eyes, he, the poor
man who dece‘lved for the sake of de-
sire to be deceived and who bought for
himself a little mock love with—mock
diamonds.—Translated For Short Sto-
ries From Italian of Haydee by E. Ca-
vazza.
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“ Swedish Titles.

One of the old customs is for people
to indicate their business upon their
visiting cards. You will receive the
card of Lawyer Jones or Banker Smith
or Notary Johnson or Music Professor
Brown or Grosserer (which means
wholesale merchant) Furgeson or Geol-
ogist Thompson, and if a man ever
held an office it is customary to indi-
cate that fact upon his card. A burgo-
master is always a burgomaster, a con-
sul is always a consul and an alderman
always an alderman. The prefixes
“Hon.” and “Mr.” are seldom used, and
the title, whether commercial or pre-
fessional, is observed in conversation
in the same way. It would sound rath-
er queer for any one in the United
States to ask, ‘“Wholesale Merchant
MacVeagh, will you kindly pass the
butter?’ or “Banker Hutchinson, will
you escort Frau Board of Trade Oper-
ator Jones to the table?” or “Director
of Music Ziegfeld, I wish you good
day?’ but that is the custom in Swe-
den, and it is observed by children as
well as grown people. A lisping child
will upproach a guest, make a pretty
little bob courtesy and say, “Good
morning, Chief Justice of Supreme
Court Smith,” or “Good night, Repre-
gentative In Congress Brown.”

1t .is customary also for ladles teo
print their maiden names upon their
visiting cards in smaller type under
their married names, particularly 1f
they bhave a pride of tamily and want
people to know their ancestry.—Chica-
go Record.

e ————
Where London Drinks.

Originality was evidently not ome of
the strong points of the godfathers of
public houses, as the majority of
pames are borne by any number from
two to a dozen or more premises.
Where, however, they have determined
to get something fresh they have un-
doubtedly done so. The Aatigallican,
Bag of Nails, Blade Bone, Bombay
Grab, David and Harp, Experienced
Fowler, Frying Pan, Grave Maurice,
Greenland Fishery, Rent Day, Sash
and Cocoa Tree, Old Blind Beggar and
Ticket Porter are all pames to be
tound within the metropolis, as well as
the inexplicable combinations of Cock
and Harp, Five Bells and Bladebone,
French Horn and Artichoke, Crown
and Can, Bell and Mackerel, Cock and
Neptune, Jolly Sailors and Little Bil- 1
let, Ship and Blue Ball, Ship and
Shovel, Sin and Thirteen Cantons and
the King's Head and Eight Bells,
Lastly, there are three North Peles,
twe World’s Ends, a Finish and 8
Final.—London Mail
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A Knight's Way of Marrying.

Of all the matrimonial trafficking—
in the age of chivalry—the ways of
widows are at once the boldest and
most comprehensive, As a rule their
methods seldom resort to” blandish-
ment; it is remarkable when tender-
ness is an item in their bargain. Speed
was their maxim: it was one King
John honored, for he profited by it.

\'«-tanue of the rarest exceptions in
the way of delicacy to these commer
cial negotiations has evidently been
prompted by a widow who had quite
an exceptional lover. In 1206 William
de Landa—either one of the most fa-
mous of the crusaders or his son—offers
50 marks and a palfrey for having
to wife Joan, who was the wife of
Thomas de Aresey, “if he may be
pleasing to the said Joan,” the sheriif
is Instructed to ascertain the widow's
wishes, “and if the said Joan shall
bhe pleased to have him for a husband
thon the sheriff shall cause William
to have seizin of Joan and her land,”
both of which be obtained in the name
of gentle love and the faith of a true
soldier. It is fitting that fhe nume
of ons of the men who led the assault
of Acre should be preserved in such a
record as the above. He was in truth

‘a very perfect knight.—Gentleman's

Magazine.

—Your step has lost its elasticity be-
causes your has lost vitality,
which Hood's Sarsaparilla will rve
store, :

s e e
Minard's Liniment — Lumberman's
Felobth . . : . i
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be Strange
Indeed

If our new and elegant line of vehicles
did not meet with great favor, and
; especially after learning the remarkably
low prices on the magnificent assortment,

One glanc? will show you why we are doing such a large business.
Every rig we put out has been thoroughly tested at the factory and
carefully selected by us ; but our strongest claim for your businessjis
the money-saving feature of buying of us.
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See our lines of Buggles,
#haetons, Surreys, Runa-
bouts and Harness of all
kinds. Rubbar Tire Vebi-
vies of all kinds. - b AN
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WE HAVE A STORE

FULL OF SECOND HAND

Typewriters

Of nearly every make, inclnding Remingtons, Yosts, Caligraphs, Underwoods,
Hammonds, Densmores, Foxes, Empires, Olivers and Jemetts, which we are
selling from $16.00 wo-

We are SOLE DEALER
Typewriier.

Newsom

SRS for the Colebrated Smith-Promior
Descriptive Catalogue sent FREE on application.

e & Gilbert

68-72 Victoria St., Toronto.
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Being genumne cold water painté
Z kept in all its shades by QUINN §
& PATTERSON, and guaran-
teed not to wash off. This is, thei
genuine cold water painf, and a§
sample of the quality and its durabi- $
lity may be seen on the Fairi
Buildings, which have recently been $
painted throughout by the- Judson 2
Bros., with our Indelible. Itis$

very cheap and any one can use it.

Qu

inn & Patterson

3 Doors East of Market.
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