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** Excuse we,"” he said.

* By all means.”’

As he read lus fude flushed; ho read it
aguiu and grew crunson. Lo wus Raouls
brithaat dispateh feowm Dijou: My dear
lacher, 1 bave abandoued my journcy.
Most extraordinury mecting.  Your num-
ber three—actually your number three in
the train with ber mother—and 1 bad re-
fosed to see her! Oh, if ! bhad ouly
known ) Let us strike winlst the iton s
hoo—t m striking, and you must strke.
AMonsieur D. is suro to be at the club—
speak to lum stra:ght off. Tell hum 1 kan
away 80 us not to murry an ugly woman
—Juat 1 would only murry- ter love—
thai' 1 am madly iu love with his daugh-
ter. Thus evemnyg we shail be at Mar-
seilles, Hoiel de Noalimes. Let Mousicr
D. advise Madame D, by telegraph. 1wl
ask for you ou the telephone tO-mOrrow.
Av this mowent sho is cracking nuts.  Bx-
qusite!  She 1s exquistte! She fell in
my arms on the gangway. Tetephoue to-
wmorrow at 9."” '

The excitement of M. Chquhlurd could
not cscape the notice oi M. Derawe.

.- Soméﬁxing serious 2" he asked.

. ch." . . .

¢ We will stop the play, if you like.

“ Yes. But tell, tell e, did Mme. and
Mlle. Derame leave this morning by express
or Marseilles? "

! * Yes, at 8.50. Why do you ask ? There
basn’t been an accident 27

- Ok, no—no ascident. You f:ould hard-
1y eall it an accident—more hko—.; But
come along into the other room.

Then he told him everythg, showed
him the despatch, und gave him the neces-
sary cxplunation as to ** Number Three.
Tho fathers of the two younyg pcople were
both convulsed with mirth, and in eeste-
ciee of delight over the providential mect-
ing)’ .

lx?'Wh_w,', you said your son did not waunt
to marry.”

“ No more he did; but be has scen your
daughter,and now he is quite willing.Come
pow, scnd & telegrum at once to Mme-
Derame.’ N

« Won't she be tbonderstruck at being
introduced to a son-in-law by tclegmph}"

Here the footman came back agaio
This time it was a telegram for M.
Derame. S

« This ia from my wife,” he eaid, “at
Macon, 2.15.”

¢ Capital "' s2id M. Cbamblard, *“the
aifair makes progress.”

“ Am quch distarbed,” the message ran.
“ Have come across the son of M. C. Rue
Rougemont, your club friend, in the train.
Introduced by Maunrice. You have often
spokez of o possible alliance in that
quarter. He is evidently charmed by her.
Just now he is talking to her, nnd look-
ing~you know how. What is to bhe
done? Check, or ict things take their
course ? Large forwuns, { Lelieve”

The clder Derame shows his telegram in
his turn to the clder Chamblard, and they
go on talking in the best possible humor
and agreement. Then they start their
piquet agnin, after sending off two tele-
grams to the Botel de Noxilnes.

The first message, to Mme. Dorame, ran
thus:  “If you iike, il she likes, ¥es.
Epormous fortune.” .

And the sccond, to Ruonl:
to D. Is telegraphing to Mme. D.
proves: so do I.”

A footman takes both messages to the
office in the Palace de la Bourse. And
whilst they sped aloag the wires and over-
took the cxpress about 6:80 o'clock, in

“ Spoken
He ap-
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the uvcighborhood ol Su.nt Rawbert, the
Dorames, wot Ruomr wud Mauace, were
Gty wogedier ac the sutie twie an the
Lest va spurics, a3 fuiuarly as poss.ble.
Murthe wis gazitg ae Rnoul und Raoul
wWus guzing a¢ Marchy, ana Mme. Derames
wWits sayIng (0 lersell

© Mardie s tading 1 love—i know she
18 laslityg 1 love. She did 1t lase year-at
t badl, wih 2 very handsome youug mun,
but be bad noc a sou. {hus ok, suchady,
Edovara toid me there s plenty ot mon-
¢y ; su, 01 course, it Marthe 1s withing, a0
apre we.

The train rushed on and on, and Raoul

uever cetse talking. He even passed away
trom avunlities and soared wto the re-
gion 0. general sdeus, vigorousty expouud-
ing the theory that the nirst duty of a
4 woman to display retned elegence n
all thoags.  With endless detail, he ex-
plaived whav a periectly correct lhife wm
she so.al sphere implied aad what & par-
fect elegant woman ought to be. And
in imagiwagion be took his elegaut woman
from Paris to Treuville, from Treuville
to Lake Como, from Como to Mute Carl.
and he drew a picture ot the elegunt wo-
man's travelling trupks—a wonderiul set
of trunks. Besides, he was also the in-
ventor of & trunk, for he had invented
beaven kuows what !

Yery daintily, then, he put the young
Martlie through & sort o1 examinution,
which bore no resciblance to the examin-
ation of the Sorbounne or Hotel de Ville.
Did she skate 7 That was what he waunted
to know first of all. He was himself @
distinguished skater, and wanted to wcet

with & woman devoted to sport. He had
no sooncr mentioved shating than her
young Dbrother—how invaluable young

brothers can be at times—oxclaimed: ,

* My sister just can skate, and no mis-
take! You should see her doing cights.
And she can swim, 00, liko a fish 1"’

She skated{ She swam! She was fond
of sport- With quiet cathusiasm Raoul
said to the girl:

¢ 1 congratulate you, Mademoisele! A
womanrn who does not swim is no
woman !”’

And with rising vebemence, he added:

A woman who docs not shate is no
womaal”

When a forcible idea occurred to him he
had & way of going back to it concisely
and strikingly.

Marthe was glowiag with delight. She
was n thorough woman! Nover had a
more pleasant speech been addressed to
her.

Night was coming on and it was ncces-
eary for the time to mterrupt his delicious
conversation aud rotarn to the drawing
room car. Yoang D.rame was aiready
asleep. Raoul's expositions were on too
high & plane for him. <

Oa their return journey they cime to
the gangway where they had first jmet
i the morming. She was walking in frond
of him, and he said *o her in a low voice:

“ It was here thss morning~" .

And she turned around with a smile.

** Yes, here, this morping 1

There was still the same slight English
accent which she never dispensed with,
even under the infinence of a strong emo-
tion. 3

** Here this morning ! That was all
and it said cverything.

\What an cxquisite night it was! Ther
rain was over. the wind had fallen. They
had swept into the atmasphere, the charm
the sweetness of the Sonth.  The moon
chased overy vestige of mist from this

It was everywhere spring—
their

idyllic scene.
spring in the world—spring in
hearty bl

;‘ She loves me!"” he murmured to him-
solf.

“ He adores me!' she thought.

Aud they were justified in_thus giving
themselves up, without strife or resist-
ance to the attraction which drew them
naturally together, From the first word
they exchanged, there had been a2 closo
and complete identity of tastes, ideas and
sentiments-between them. Our little Jack
and Gill were thoroughly suited to glide
through the world together, performing
all the funstions of fashionable life, all
tho rites and cercmonies of social worship,
with the regularity of a machine or an
automaton, at the fitting moment, 1n
tho assigned dress, wherever it was tho
correct thing to amuse oneself.

They reached the drawing room car.
curtains wero drawn over the lamps, and
Lhe travellers sank back, drowsy or asleep
in the big, red arm chair.

“Let us change places,” said Raoul to
Maurice in a whisper. You come by her,
and I will go and sit next to her mother,
‘fon 1 must speak to her.” .

Maurice took his part in the manoecuvre
in the most accommodating manner.
Marthe didn’t understand it. Why was
he leaving her? Why was he talking to
her mother, and in such low tones that
she could not hear him? What on earth
was he saving ?

This is what ho contrived fo say be-
tween Montelimar, 8.35, and Pierrelatte,
8.05. .

“I beg you to listen to me, Madame,
I am au hounorable man, and I want—I¢
is my duty—to tell you exactly how mat-
ters stand. Lst us Legin with a very im-
portant part. My father knows M. De-
rame.”” {

“¥es, 1 know he does.”

‘“ Another still more important point,
My father is very rich.”’

‘“Yes, T know he is.”

“That is capital, thep, capitall Now,
1 can zo on. I left Paris this morning,
and in my pozket I have a ticket for cabin
No. 27 in the Irrwaddy.avhich snils at 4 to-
morrow for Suvz, Aden. Colombo and Sin-
zapore. 1shall go on board to-morrow at
4 o'clocit unless you allow me to hope
that I may hecome your sor-in-law.”

*“ Monsicur !

“Don't move, Madame, don’t move.
Mdlle. Marthe pretends to he asleep, but
she is not. She is watrhing us, and I
have not iinished yet. I have hardly bea
gun. You will tell me—I am sure of it—
you don't know me—that Adlle. Marthe
do2sn’t know me. Allow me to inform you
that mademoiselle and 1knew onch other
better than three-fourths of the betrother
conp.cs on the morning of their marriages.
You know how these things gencrally
come ahout. A hasty glance at the thea-
tre, 8 long way off—good glegses have bemn
pnt in requicition. and they inspect omo
another. * What do you think of him?
* Oh, not so Lad." Then some days later,
at a ball batween two sets of gnadrilles.
a few hreathless, gasping phrases. Next,
a meeting in the muscum, botween dha
four walls of a gallory. That is what
happened to me with a young lady from
the provinses. I fagged at it in the mormn-
ing with tha guide Joanne. 50 as to pre-
pare something %o sny in f{ront of tho
Raphacls and Murillof. After a fow inter-
views of this sort cverything has been
dons. They know cach otber, they come
to terms and tho marriego is agreed spon



