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THE BACHELOR HUSBAND.

A ctlebrated painterof Madrid, whose
real name it will be more discreet not
to disclose, but whom I shall call Mar-
ales, bhad just completed a superb

picture for the econvent of the Escurial.

He had received a large aum of money
for his work, and by way of a little
relaxation after the long continued
toil bestowed upon it, he had assem-
bled around a well-spread table a few
choice spirits from among hia fellow
artista. It was & bachelor entertain-
ment. Not a lady was to sit down
with them, FEven the mistress of the
house herselt, Donna Casilda, had been
Inded, Morales had sent her off
her maid to pass the day with
one of her cousina.

But. Donna Casilda, having a little
iosity in her composition, was very
i us to know what was to take
place’ in her absence, and had a strong
desire to find out what so many nien
could have to talk about when there
Were ho women present, Tostead.
therefore, of remaining at the house
of her cousin she guickly returoed,
hringing the latter with her, and the
twot were presently ensconced in &
little closet adjoining the studio,
where with eye and ear clesely ap-
plied to the kerhole they remained
eagerly listening to all that passed.

‘But tell us, my friend." said one of
the guests, ‘why are we deprived of
the pleasure of Benora Morales' com-
panyx? Surely her beanty and wit
would not have diminished the ¢harm
of the delightful meeting.”

“There,” whispered the lady to her
cousin, ‘that is the first sensible
speech I have heard.”

‘Bosh!’ replied the husband, pouring
out a glass of golden sherry, “women
know nothing of the poetry of life.”

‘That is  true,” added another:
‘women are mere matter-of-fact beings
-—commonplace, essentially prosaic.
What do they know about the arts,
or the enjorments of artists?

‘Foola!’ exclaimed Casilda,

‘Yes,' continued Morales, ‘take from
women love, intrigues and household
affairs and they absolutely have no-
thing that they can think er talk
about.’

*Impertinent fellow!” was the com-
ment of the listeners.

“Why," added the paiuter, ‘they can-
not comprehend a rich joke or one of
those capital pieces of humour which
the air of the studio inspires. They
cannot appreciate  them. When a
woman plays us a trick it is always
at the expense of our honour.’

‘Wreteh !’ This word escaped the
two cousing at the same instant, and
was uttered in a loud tone, But the
noise of the guests and the rattling of
glasses prevented its being heard.
*Ah, Master Simple, and so you defy us
to play vou a trick without touching
your honour, do you? By our Lady of
Atocha, I vow that before Lent is over
I will have my revenge.’

Casilda set her wits to work, and
you shall hear what came of it. On
the following Thursday she engaged
her brother to procure from the Palace
Cubeda, where they are accustomed
ta sell fragments of old buildings, a
door of the same dimensions as their
own which fronted on the sireet. She
vharged him to get one of an antique
pattern, covered with iron work and
heavy mouldings. This she had con-
veyed to her house with all secrecy,
and kept closely comcealed until the
fuvourable moment. She had com-
municated her design to her brother
and a few friends in the neighbour-
hood. on whose aid she relied in carry-
ing out her plot. On a certain evening
When Morales had returned home at
a late hour from a convent where he
hid just completed the painting ot
a chapel, which the monksz were to
huve opened at Easter, Casilda re-
cvived him with much warmth, and
# greater profusion of caresses than
usual, Tt was very late when they
retired to rest, for Mornles must frst
have his supper.

‘The night was cold and stormy. To-
warls midnight Morales” wife hegan
to utter deep groans, intecmingled
with piercing cries, as if suffering In-
fense pain.

‘Holy Maother!' exclaimgd she, ‘1
am dying. My dear husband, my last
hour is comet” .

Her busband in consoling tonea tried
to quiet her,

‘1 van bLear it no longer,’ she cried.
tiet me a confessor—the sacraipents!
Tt is slmost over with mel”

At these cries the domestics haat.
ened to her assistance; but nothing
relieved the sufferer. Poor Morules,

though sore against his  will, was
forced to leave him hed,

‘T know what {t is that ails you,
mistress,” said the girt. ‘It is that bad
vinegar you mixed with the salad. You
know it served yon the same way last
time. Mother Castinoja cured you
then.!

The painter at this began to scola
his wife because experience had not
made her more careful, but she only
sobbed out in half-suffocated words:

‘Al hecho no ay remedio,” What is
done cannot be undone. For mercy’s
sake, go for Mother Castinoja. She is
the only one who ¢an give me relief.
Bring bher quickly, or there will be
nothing left for you but to open my

ve.’

My little wife,! replied her husband,
in a dismal tone, 'my dearest wife,
Mother Castinoja has moved to the
other end of the city; the night is
very cold, and the rain is pouring in
torrents. Even if I could find Mother
Castinoja, do you think she would
come to see you through this terrible
storm?  Cowmpose yourself. my dear,
and do not force me to take such a
long walk, which I am sure will be ot
no use.'

At this Casilda began to sob anew.

‘See_what a husbund God has given
me! I only ask him to go for a nurse
at the risk of welting his shoes and
he refuses. But I know what it js
¥You want—you wish to be a widower
and live over again your bachelor life.
Ah, T am dying! A priest! I'm
poisoned!*

Morales, really beliering that his
wife was at the last extremity, and
fearing if she died that the accusa-
tions she had thrown out against him
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might have serious consequences, en-
deavoured to soothe her hy caresses
and prepared to light a lantern. He
then drew on a pair of stout boots,
threw a cloak over his shoulders, and
manfully set forth on his nocturnal
expedition in search of Mother Cast-
inoja.

The painter knew that she lived
somewhere in the Rue Foncarral, but
of the precise location he was totally
ignorant, The rain fell in torrents.
The night was as dark as Egypt, anea
Morales cursed the day on which he
was married. It mway readily he im-
wgined that in such & mood he waa
not likely to find the object of his
search.

But while he is groping along the
sireets let us return to the sick lady.
No sconer did she see her husband
fairly off on his expedition than she
summoned her brother and a few
chosen friends who were lying hid in
the cellar. In 8 twinkling they had
the old street Joor off its hingen and
its place mupplied by the one bought
for the occasion. Above it they
placed a huge white sign. on which
wne displayed in large letters the fol-
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lowing inscription:

*‘The Hotel of the Cid. Good En-
tertainment for Man nnd Heast!®

This dowe, & large party of friends
from  the weighbourhood who had
been let into the secret were speedily
assembled. Castanets and  guitars
were put in requisition, A repast wae
prepared, and the merry guests began
to eat. drink aund danee by way of
celebrating the dismul expedition of
the poor husband whe hud gone in
search of Mother Castinoja.

Meanwhile. having proceeded from
utreet to street, aml roused and an-
gored the whole neighbaurhmnd, our
good puinter was at length obliged to
return. without the nurse. [le wos
drenched to the skin, and his patience
was completely  exhansted. On ap-
pronching his honsxe 1he sounml of
Mmusical  instruments,  singing  and
pwsla of lnughter burnt upon his as-
1onished enos.  Thinking he had made
a mirtake he Thined the lanter d
dizcovering s ditfferent door srom his
own, with the wsign of a hotel over
it, he beeame completely bewililered,
nnd begnn to traverse the pavement
anew.
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‘It #s indeed the Hue de Lapaire
said he, cHere is the buckstore
Pedro "Fruppal, and 1his is the house
of Dicgo le Boitewx, ol then surely
comes mine.” He recognised the doors
of 311 his nejphbours—his nlone was
chan
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el me!l” soid e, 1y

king fifly
this indeed must
it i» dut an honr and
I deft it, My wife was
weeping  aml groaning with
L niwe they are singing and
I hnve er noliced 0
this strect, and surely it is
my house they would extulbilish

=igns of the vross,
he my house,
a half sinee
then
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He began 10 inake n cloaer exmnine
ation, pusging his hawd over the door,
Bat eould not find the knoeker,

At Ikt determining te make him-
welf hearml in hopes that sk Boon as he

alfected an entrinee e wi
the cnuse of 11
Tormation, he b
doar with e
the whole neighbourhomd,

The merrymukers within pretenided
not o henr him,

He kneaked still more lowdly,

1 lenrn
noAruns-

2 Tt enangrh 1o rouse




