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The ILADIES’ MiRROR
A Brilliant Story of Student Life in Paris
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MISADVENTURE

A ROMANCE OF THE LATIN QUARTER OF PARIS--WHERE ART, LOVE

AND POVERTY GO HAND IN HAND.

BY ONE OF THE CLEVEREST

MODERN WRITERS OF SHORT STORIES: PERCIVAL GIBBONS

ROM  where he watehed upon  the

vpposite side of the sireet, Guiseard,
with his black coat folded romantically
about him and his slonehed hat pulled
low, marlked the lights al last go out in
the top-floor windows where Bates had
lis rooms.  He sighed with the patient
relicf of a man who sees o long vigil
draw to its close; he had been watching
for fuli a quarter of an hour. He waited
yet o give Bates {ime Lo deseend the five
Mlights of stajes and stepped hack to the
ambush of a doorway as at lengtl that
American eitizen eame forth from the
lipnse and swung away down the sirect.
Three minutes later Guiseard erossed the
voad and enfered (he building.

“(rood evening, madame?” 10 was the
concierge he addressed, knitting by eandle-
light in her tiny room, vast in her wooden
arm-chair, and motionless as o lay fgure
but for her flitting fingers.  “Monsicur
Bates —is he at home?”

The Tat, slow woman lifted her tyran-
nous and  arroganl eves at his  eloak-
deaped figure and thin, coneiliatory {acc.

“Gone out!™ she veplied, in tones harsh
ax a eurse, awd turned again to her koit-
ting,

“Oh Guiseard  “registered™  disap-
pointment ;. he had rveliearsed this. “What
a pity I he seemed to ponder; then: “It
is sonething [ particularly wish him to
receive to-night. You think, madame, 1

might just run np to his rooms and
seribbie a litile note for him?”
fPlease  voursell!”  she  erated, and

moved a huge shoulder in o shrug of dis-
dainful indifference.

“Thanks, madame, thanks?” returned
Guiseard, and got himself away to the
stairs out of range of her seorn and hog-
tility.

“And now,” he said half-aloud, as le
pushed open Bates's never-loeked door,
“amd now the final aect eommences”

ITe was a smallish yvoung man, meagre
i the hody, witl & face under the wide-
raked hrim of his hat that flickered like
n eandie in the changing wind of Lis
moods.  He presented himself to himsell
and to all who would see witl his eves

as a poct---not merely a manufacturer of
verses, but a poet on that grander, vaguer
seale  where  genius  slarves  and ouly
medioerity feeds full; and it was actually
by verses, helped out by odds and ends
of more prosaic journalism, that he con-
trived to live and maimntain lis posture.
Outwardly he showed to the indiffercuce
of the Paris streets and eafts a eloaked
und  sloneh-hatted flgure, with a thiy,
sell-congeions  face and a  promising
beard, something like a reproduction in
mimatnre of a bravo of melodrama.

He found the switeh of the hight, nml
Bates’s untidy sifting-room sprang into
view.  The poct gazed round upon its
comfortable disorder.  T{ was all very
famijiar to him, for Bates was a hospit-
ahle soul: but now it merely required
fromy him an attitude.  He looked npon
its details gravely, sceming to salute ecaeh
one with his eves; then Iifted his head
sudldenly to the windows and the deepen-
g evening beyond them.
secmed Lo lim
across the chimney-seape.
it.

“Have patienee? he said. “T come!”

He had no diffieulty in finding what he
wanted ; visitors to Bates's rooms soon
learnt their way abont them.  The thied
drawer which he opened in the ramn-

A pale star
with attention
He wddressed

regard

shackle  burcan  eontained  it—the big,
hlued-gfeel 45 Colt revolver which he

knew Bates would not willingly have lent
hin.

Now, wnder the electrie light, he had
it to himself.  He weighed it in his hands,

and was consvious of a earious thrill at
the weight and mass of 1t He lifted it
so that the muzzle touched lis forehead,
and composed his faee, for the inspection
of the mirror, to a Blting intensity. Then
he lowered it again.

“Not here! he said.  “Not here!”

[fe eloared Tinnself a space anmong {he
buolks and papers on {he table and sal
down {o gnin a fresh cnotion by writing
the note to Bates.  He threw baek his
cloak from his shoulders with the fine
westure of one who elears his sword arm
for an encounter, thrust his hat from lis
forehiead and sat to his wrifing.

“My friend Bates,” he began in his
minute  decorative  handwriting, “the
honr iz at hand, the hour of my release.
How vain for vou {o mourn, since I do
nof monrn; rather, with elear eves that
begin to pierce already the mists that
hem ws in, T exult, T press on in haste;
[ am impatient te be one with my

sisters, the stars, and iy brother, the
wingd.”

The last was n quotation from a poem of
lits own which bad netted him twenty-one
franes—Toot-rule rates- only a week hefore.

“Briefly,” he resumed, “it is thal
onee again this life, this solitnde in the
peopled worldl whieh i3 my existenee,
and the home-sickness wlich overeomes
me for Nirvana, that native land of my
spirit, have prevailed. T am a stvanger
amony you; | go. Lueille, Loo, recop-
nises in me a forcigner.”

He pauseld and reflected; Lucille, who
sang at o cqf ¢ ehantant, and had served
to inspire much of his most esteemed
work, had fallen foul of him the day
hefere heeanse of his Failure to earry a
trunk up three flights of stairs.  Her
manner of expressing lierself had not
been one that wounld fit into such a letter
as this.

“For her, 1 lack the qualities that are
familiar in men; those which I possess,
when they do not elnde her, are alien
and unprofitable. 1 earrv them baek
with me {o my own eountry this night,

“W¥or the preeious loan of vour re-
volver (not finding yon at home, 1




