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And No More Pain.

By OLIVE

WADSLEY.

ADAME LA MARQUISE LE
VOEX sat at the head af her
table and lisiencd amusedly to
the conversation of her guests.

r;.'he was wot a Dbeautiful womany
but she possessed that  indeflunble

avace, an air of distinetion. She lvoked
thoroughbred. £he had meeded that at-
tribute in her life, and it had stood her
iu good stead; it had prevented pity, it
had restrained scandal, and it had made
her, ut twenty-six, a personage in Paris,
aund a rencwned hostess.

At the ather end of the table, Bosant,
the famous playwright, who had just
eome back after a loug absence to his be-
Joved mather-town, was diseussing his
lLosiess, His keen face looked sombre as
he listened ta old Madame de Rameant.

“tirand Dien, what a history!” he mur-
mured, “and what o wowmant”

“ Eve is a divine creature,” her gadl-

wwther said in her erisp ald weice. “Fig-
ure to yourself, anom awd, what che was
at eighteen; imagine those eyes with na
shadows in their deptha. Of course, one
eannot discuas such an affaire, but I
have always believed she loved Robert de
Yuoex. He was n skrange creafuyve, half
eynie, lhalf idealist, wholy man of the
world, the type that women—Heaven
help them!—love, and—de left her.”
* Bosant looked at Madame la Marquise.
What was lidden bencath ler air of
serenity, of gentla indifference! ‘What
had not this weman suffered, wha had
been muule the talk of Parie. Hebwvagined
her flugellated by the pity of her set
stung to uncontrollable bittersens by
ile sympathy of her friends, a woman
scorned—a  woman simply-left, alter
one year of marrisge.

His iteighbour touched him with her
an,

“You woukl say—diverce! FPourquol
pas?  We have all said i, but Eve is
devote—of the ald faith; so ehe remaine,
a wife—withowt a busband,”

“And he?* Bosant asked
him

U, he—de is in Algiers, they sayy
anl, of course, there is the inevitable
addition to the stery. For my part I
awish he were in heaven; it would at
least simplily matters, slhough one
wirhes one might consign him openly to
a less happy distriet.” -

“WWhy did e marry him{?

Madame de TRuamcant gave a litile
snord of seorn.

+Beeause, cher ami, she shared in
eommuon with the rest of us a heart,
and was a fool. Veila tout, and it is
without u doubt the reason that will
pult all cases, I assure youl”

Rosant langhed.

Aadume de Voex's elear voice mound-
el down the table. .

“What is it thut you dlscuss se dill-
gently ¥ ghe asked with o little nmile,

“Phe fyplishness of woman,” DBosant
sswered,

Madame o Marquise Iaughed gently.

“An inexhaustible subject to a man*
khe muid Iightly, “and thevefore it can
Te continued in the drawing room.”

he 1ose and led the way down the
Jong picture gallery to & big room de-
vorated i white, with panels of old gold
sillk let inte the wall at intervals,
Mnssed of dark purple irlses etood in
tall vases, diwir flercs spiken standing
stitfly eut in relief aguinst the white
marhle mantelpiece awl the dark woed
of the Lureay,

“¥ing to ws, and delight onr seuls”
Audame de Kameant said with emprees
ment.

“wing to us” the erowd echoed,

Eve pan ler hauds lightly over the
keya, then she began to sing s Nttle
Englivh nong.  The words and the musie
wurn gnile nimple. Lut as she sany them
they weemnl tu Lokl all the pathos and
Yoaping, ull the exquinite pain of Jove:—

7h, tn be heart to heart,

One with the warm Juna raing

ol with ua from the start,

Al po more palm

Homunt, looking at her, saw ihat lLiar
eys--\k\\nra]full of tears; then withont
speaking she began to play a mong of
Yvelte Guilbert’s, il ¥

Ta & moment lier gnesta wern laugh-
Ing, and, atill amnsed, they bade her
fwrawell.

“What of

She steod alone at lust in the big
white druwing roow, wl onee again
the efernal guestion faced her, what
should she du nuw?

II.
whe walked 2lowly to oue of the Lig
openn windows.  Mev deeply blue ¢hiffvwm
ress trailed over the rngs with a faing
sound.  Ifts eolour matelied her eyves,
ler one beauty. .

She stood by 1he window and lovked
at the worhl passing by oun-the pave-
ment eutside, .

Down the Bois o little breeze eddied
and drifted. 1t war springtime, and the
little breeze Lronghf with it al} the
fragravce of the lilacs, and the hyavimths
and parcimi banked up in their loveli~
2esa on the stands below, A plane tree
grew in the bhig courtyard, and between
ity young, vividly green leaves the oky
showee like little dincs of turguoise.

To e lenely—in the springtime.

With a sudden, pathetic little gesturs
Madame la Marquise pressed her hands
together, then sho turned away and
went out of the room. -~

“F am going to drive” she said teo
her maid, “Please order the carriage st
once, and then dress me quickly.”

The womnn glanced at the pale, proud
face iR the miuror as she arranged her
miustress' hair,

“Madame is triste {o-day ¥ she asked
enddenly with a Frenchwoman's stui-
tive sympathy,

Bhe paw her mistress’ eyes turn in-
atinetively to the portvait of a man,
tha only photograph standing on the
lange silver dressing-table.

A flush erept up the mald’s face.

“Dieunt ldiot that I am!” she anathe-
matised hevself frercely, “to forget that
it is exactly seven years age to-day
since monsiear first Teft madamet -

Fve de Voex looked long at the fuce
of the wan whe had married her, lired
of her inunediately, amd left her, within
the year. .

Like an incoming wave Memory sweph
over ‘her. FShe lived again the spriag
morning seven years ago, when her hus-
band, sauntering inte her boudsir, had
casually informed Ler that he was Ieav-
ing for Algiers that evening. :

A dumb misery lad keized her.

Finally she had askel shyly, “Shall
you be away long?”

And befere he could answer her mather
kad entered the rouwm,

With dreadful distinctness Eve re-
mombered the scene. 1ler motlier’s re-
crimination, her husbnnd’s ironteally bit-
ter rosponse. After it was all over, and
shie was alone, oue sentence lived in her
mipd, tortared it, branded itself for
ever op lier eonsciousness.

“I must Dbeg you to remember that
my marriage with your daughier was
purely an affaire arrange.”

Her husbamd had said that in unswer
to her muthers taunt. Ile had imnyined
whe wos out of liearing, but her bed-
room door was not Jatehed, aml the
words had penctnted throngh the dis-

tanve. .

An  affaire  avrange—amd she  had
meant. afterwards, when they two
should be wlone, to tell him ihat if

ha went awny she wonld go witl him—
ghe must go with him, for she loved
hitue,

Ier immatuarity, Ler wistful innovence
had wever allgwed lher to approach this
idol with n tuo near worship; bat now—
i! Rolert were going to leave her—
surely it was the time to telt him all
that Lis presence, his nenrness, mrant
to hert .

“He is iy Husboml, und since-—it he
knows 1 want bim, he will not po,” she
had whispered to herself, and then, like
a swllen vigleut Tdow in the face, had
come that one gentence;

“F mus«t beg xon to remember that
my warriaga with your daugiier was
pirely an aifwire nrrange”™

Then Robert had never loved her? He
hud nurrled  her—for  wlab?  Vigun
memaories nof  mayriage  setttements, &
grent Leritage for Ler lusbund when
their two lhousew sliould be wlliwl, re-
turned Lo ler mind.

With a littls, upotent’ ery of shame
sha hud renlised tint hy bad owned ber,
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possessed her, and—never loved her.

she had hididen her quivering face in
her hands, and had tain motivnless for

Lours, sufferimg—ns, thank Heaven, one

only sutfera in youth—with that mar-

vellous intensity of agony which iw so
helpless bectuse s0 hopeless, ao little
nnderstood.

It wad dark when she had risen at
last and had rmig foe her maid

The woman listened with wmagement
to her onleva.

The new Puaquin frock! Was nudame
dining out, atlending some big saloni
she lifted her eycbrows at the short

impatient answer, and in wilence waved
and perfumed the thick, seit fair haiv,
sul pluced the historie string of sap-
phires round hey mistvess’ throat,

In her frovk of silver tissue, with
it overdress i lilav  ¢hitfon  em-
bruidered with deep caloured car-
nativns, her slomder thront wul bhands
gleaming with jewels, Madame 1a Mar-
quise de Voex, her lead held Digh,
walked slowly down the wide wmarble
steps with their erimson carpeting to
lier husband's ool

e rose as she entered, and s quiet,
slightly amused glance wwept over her
with appreval.  The thought #ashed
through his mind that possibly his in-
tended plan of action might seriously dis-
tress her; but forty years of complete
freedom  coupled with the weans to
gratify any smallest taste or whim, do
not tend to inspire tha sapirit of aelf-
nacrifice. He was intensely weary of im-
nwaturity; ke possessed po children, and
ho wished to lead hig own life, and ta
fccomplivsh that landible achievement far
from the eavironment of Paris. Xve was
rick, and hLis belle-mere bad given him
a definite distaste for a family lifa
which necessitated the explanation of
every action, mot only to hig wife, but,
apparently, alse to ler.

He bent over Eve's hand
ously,

“To what am I indebted for this un-
expected pleasure!” he quericd lightly.

“L merely felt that 1 should like to
experience the satisfaction of wmking
you my adieux,” Eve answered inm her
cool, langnil voice.

. Bhe withdrew Jer land.

“And do you fravel alone?” she asked
indiflerently,

Monsieur de Voex put np hia ilass.
His. wife's serenity, indifference, and. aiv
of sell-possession piqued him.  1le had
never recognived these traits in her be-
fore; had he done so he might have
leferred his wvisit te Algiers, And whg
this last questiont 1t was surely not
possible that Eve had heard.

Ceremoni-

"I am taking a c¢ertain amount of ne-

cexsities with me, including my valet,”
Le answered sauvely, .

“Then T will leave you to eolleet yonr
--belongings,” Madame la Marquise said.
Mhe walked towards the door: 23 he
opened it she turned, e head still held
high, “Bon seir, monsieur,” she said,
Yet bon voyage,” .

Then she closed the door, Lut as she
walked upstairs and again baek to her
Ionely roum the tears fell vue by one
wpon the marvellous rose-coloured ewrs
natious; they fell vpon a uewly-made
grave that held. withinn its depis the
divine, tremulous dreams uf ¥outh and
a dead happiness,

Madaine In Murgnise drove twice down
the Buis, then whe polled the check
string opposite the babics’ plavgronnd,
and, getling wat, took one uf the Lttle
green wooden clhairs, N

Aosmall anl exyuisile person, with
buaching curls amd a elear little turied.
up nese, was traching a mueh be-gibbon-
ed peodle to “sit up” 14 jolly little
galteved logs were plantml far apart, aud
hiz whole being was comentrated upon
the enormous {ask befors hinm,  The
poodle, tired of worlk, jumped up sud-
denly, barking vigurousiy, and his smalt
muster, taking ton big a slep, overbal-
ancwl,

Guickly Eve caught hlm as e fell
she held him closely to her. The baby,
who was really rather an attractive per-
son, smiled suddenty up at her as though
1o assure her he had esenped vital in-
jury, As sle louked down at the bob-
bLing curls and the little lewy stretehed
utilfly out, thers dawued in her eyes
thnt beauntiful ook of pathetie wistful
foeaw aml love—the look that comes futo
the eyea uf o woman who lhas po chil-
dren,

tihe got Into her carviage,  aml it
spemied to her aw alie Jdrove away that
the Joneliness felt mora unbearable than
evrr.

Khe clonedl her eyes wud recatled agatn
tho sensation of the baby's curls presaed
agalnst her vheek.
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There wus a sudden shout, the horse
plunged violently, then atand still tremb-
ting. The footman clamberud guickly
dows and came round to the duoor.

"A man run under the horaes, nuad-
ame,” ke said vervousty.

¥ve stopped him with & gesture.

“Bring him in here,” ahe said clearly.
“and then drive to the nearcst huspital™
- Two gendoarmes advanced carrying the
muan between them.

A pick terror, a wild hope, reized Evey
she stared agpain at the while uncon-
scious faee, the elused eyes of the in-
Jured nin,

“It is my busband,” she said suddenly
in a shaking voice. "1t i3 my lusbaud.
Drive bhome—quickly, quickly, aml then
go for 3 doctor,” she ordeved.

The little “great” world of DPariv dis-
cussed the ailair indelatigably,

SWhat would Kve do now! was the
universal rnuestion. S far Monsieur ‘la
Marguis Lad received no ene. AR
awakened conavience!” his friends nver-
viul caustically, as they turncd away
frem the door. ’

“Lhe price of veal should go up,”
Madame Je Rameant remarked sugges-
tively. "Your supposition entails an em-
Lrave and much jubilation,” the Duchess
Haint-Roche said jpaily, “and, pour ma
part, I trust that Eve will evince ne
desive for either one or the other. Se-
verity, tempered with rvepartee, would
be my role.”

“L hear De Voex is atill in o critieal
conditicn,” her friend replied. “'With
your power of speech, my dear, youw
would probally ue had wp for man-
staughter after one day's treatwent.™

~An equality of treatwment is all K
shauld desire,” In Duchesse said with =
devisive nod eof her Gue sld head ns her
ear moved oo,

—_—
1L

On the third night after his accvident
the sick man stirred and opesed his
eyes. They rested on tho slender figure
of o woman, lying, in an aititude of
utier weariness, asteep on a long vouch
Beside his bed. 1lle vaised himselt pain-
fully on his t¢lbow, Inatantly the sleep-
ing woman awoke. .

*You must not move, she sail very
zently. “See, I will hold your hul while
you drink this.”

Slhie passed one hand behind his lhead,
ard with the other held tlhe cup to his
lips. Ilis level grey eyes lonked up at
hier.

“Where am 17 he asked - foeebly,

A lovely eolour fwoded her faoe.

SYou are at houme—witle me,” she an-
awered in a low vwice.

“At home—with yout” he repeated as
he fell back upon his pillows.

After that one wight lLve came no
mwore to tho sick-room.

The tumult of emotien #t  had
flooded her LAtng on tho lirst night of-
the accident died slowly away. Hefore
it all ber pitiful barviers of pride and
wounded love had gone duwn ps flowers
Lefore & wmighty wind,

A4 e walehed. oy after hour, by
dhe bedsite, ali the aguny, the humilia-
tion of (hat first parling swrept over
her again,

Again amd again the gueation foreed
itsedf npon her, “When Bobert was bet-
ter, whnt wonld huppeny”

would T apain rebuwrn lo Algiers,
Jeaving ber enve wore to the expesurs
of ull eyes, that poor thing, a deserted
woman, ov would he—would lic once
more resumwe his position  befure  the
world a3 hev husbund?

wha realised, witl a thrill that scenncd

to pulso through ler whele hears and
snuilj that that was what  aha
wished. Tmpotently ghe vlasped
Tiee  slender hands,  Whers wuas  fier
calm  lndilereuee, her  sercuity of
mind?  She had taught hersell 1o be.

licve that she o longey wished for love
—that that sweet passivaste tenderness
she lLad onve fult for her husband had
Been killod, haad dled that Jday they part-
vd, and yet—and yot, surcely, during this
lawt week thot happiness Lol stivred
within its shroud?

After a fortuight the invalid weas
allowed to sit up {or an hour. .

He hupatiently awaited the moment
of his nurse’s dupardurd; he had reavlved
to nd again the woman of his dresme,
the woman whose eyes had lucked at
him a0 geatly, whese honds had touch
him with such {emderucss,  Again an
again he had ssked for her, only to bae
1pld Lhe same invariabla onswer, “AMa-
dinis Tn Margnisa was out.”

“Nous verrons,” he sald grimly, na ha
limpad acrvss Liw roum to thy door, "W
ab any moment durlng the day Magdume
Ia Murqulse receives her guosta



