diseovered for myself the weapon you
would not bave refused we) I thank
vou. You can recover if in the morn-
ing.
My
welll”
He read the letter through again and
approved it; he would have been et if
anyone had told himt he was cojoving
Limself. The last tinwe be had decidel on
self-destrnetion, Lueille had  dissuaded
him, with tears and entreaties, most satis-
factorily. It anyvthing now ehillel at all
his pleasure in the sifuation, it was the
dimi mward sense, persistent through all
his attitudinising, thai this time there
was no one to interfere with him.

friend Bates, hail and fare-

IHe folded the letter, and, passing iunto
the adjoiming bedreom, pinned it to the
turnover of the sheet. "Then, pockeling
the big revolver—it weni with difficulty
into his jacket pockel under the black
cloak—he turned out the lights and de-
parted.

The concierge, still knitting, glauced
at him from her box as he passed out.
To her indignant surprise he gave her a
wentle, a comprehending, almost a tender
siile of vood-bye.

That dim mwward seuse of apprehension
was  stilled as  he passed upon lhis
way throngh the easy evening trallic of
the strects; it was swamped and drowned
out of his consciousness by a new inpres-
ston. The foll who passed lim unregand-
mg, the big prosperous men who Jostled
him and the women whose ceves passed
him over indifferently, how they would
have stopped and turned and stared, how
their volces wounld have ceased while he
went by to hreak eut behind hin moa
cackle of exeitement and wouder, if they
had konown the truth!  The big revolver
was under his elbow as he went; the
welght and the touch of it gave himn o
sense  of  wvast over thene
people who were content to go an living.
They were the laity of the mtelleet: he
wns the nifiate,

At the door of the eafé lie was wonl
to frequent—one of the eafés, that is.
Le paused and reconnoitred.  He saw thad,
several ol his acguaintavees were tlhere,
and among them—ves!-- the lean Heure
and long, shaven, horse-face ol Bates!
His new Immour was trresistible: I must
pass 2 final five minutes with these goad
people.  Afterwards, they wonld remens-
ber it awd be humble. e swung  bis
elouk into position and entered.

At a near-hy talde two men looked up
and nodded; and went oo with their talk.
Bates was one of a group of three, and
Guiseard wenl across to them.

superiority

dtes, o
leathery  cosmopolitan of {hirty, nodded
carclessly likewise, Gl something in the
litile poet’s gait and manner, a1 comwpls-
ceney that was alimost pompous, fook lis
eve, and lie broke mto a slow grin.

HSee who arrives,” he said to his com-
pAanous.

The poct stood over them,  1Te, too,
was smiling, with something of hanter
and condeseension in his manner. ~Good
evening, messicurs,” he  greefed  them.
“You permit that 1 share yvour table for
the brief thue T have—which |
spare 2’

have to

1t was incense to him, their non-comn-
preliension of his inner, lis seerct mean-
mg; hie shared it Jike a confidence with
the big iron means of death that knoeked
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against s elbow as he held his cloak
about him. :

Bates was obtuse; he did not see that
exquisite shade wlhieh the poet eonveved,
that shale ol one on the brink of the
here and the hereafter.

“Naturally,” he said, lhis long man-of-
the-carth’s face widening in another in-
furiating grin,  “Sit here for len years,
il you hike, Gaston. TWe're leaving preity
soon.”

The poct smiled again,  “Me, too!” he
bl 2

sald, as le eliose a chair.  “Sooner

T ?
perhaps, than yvou!”

He sat.  “ITave a drink?’ invited

Bates.

YA drik— why not? A stivrup-eup,”
replied Chsceard enthustastically, his eves
raplt upon his host’s face.  “Me-- 1 wall
pour oul this Iibation to your friendship,
dear Bates. 1 will drink—vyes,  An ab-
sintlie, then'

Bates gazed al him doubtfully, “You've
had one or two already, haven’t you?”
he remarked.  He beekoned the
hlond wailer and eave the order.

large

'l‘i';['] poet sat above the appuratus of
the drink, hhisstul, magnificent  of!

spirit, superh it his seeret knowledge of
the brief fulure. 1t was charming fo
exhibit. For the last time Ins proficiency
e the exquisite art ol the mixture—the
arvangement of the filler-spoon above the
tumbler with ihe flat tabloid of heetrood
suwar i, and then the deip-drip-deip
uf the cold water from the earafe, chang-
me the cold stone-green of the absinthe
helow to shimmering hues of opaleseence.
(i this art, teo, there 15 scope Tor the
soul ol a poet, ad he dul b sapremely
comselons (hat they watehed hin

e will reinember
wardlv,

fates, by leng face dimly it with the
monr and - kandliness lad to
sponk.

he Boasted -

wilhin,

“You slrike we, Guiseardd,” he said, his
Freaeh failing o little as he translated
literally the idimos of his thonght, *you
strike e, when you fix your drink, like a
man practisine the grip of the thirly-
third degree. Why in hell don’t vou just
dumyp the wafer in or else drink the dope

strateht, or else drink something fhat
@ives von less {ronhle?”
The poct eonclnded Ins alchemy and

siiled awein, Smiles came easily {o him
Just then- wan, remote smiles  whercof
the sngeestion found a reperenssion in
Iis vanity.

“Ulenceforth,” Le saul eomplaisantly,
“what T do will give me less trouble.”

But Bates had the gross nomediate
mind.  “What's the matfer with yon to-

aght 27 he inquired evudely.  “Grinning
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an' giggling like a girl!
a Jjob, or what?”

His two compantons, & sculpior of
gorts mud a deeorative painter, laughed.
Guiscard laughed also, and sipped from
liis now completed glass.

“T Lave an employment, it is troe,” le
answered,  Their eyes were on him, euri-
ous and amused; he was like a man who
bas prepared o deft practical joke. e
relished  their puzzlement, their douht;
the dim, inward sense was stillad.
provided for—yes, you will sce!”

He drank again. The jewel-bued poi-
son van like wvieh blood through his
arteries.  The seulplor of sorts— -le was
really an architect of tombstones with a
salary from the administration of Pore-
la-Chaise—{urned to Bates.

“The amimal has written a play,” he
suid.

Have you got

“1 am

The exes of the three of them turned
with new interest on the poet.  Ile, lif{ting
his elass hither and thither, delighting in
the play of lights through the swimming
opal {ints of the lguer, was aware of
thewr regard.

“You been doing anything like (had,
Guiseard ! demanded Bales coarsely.

Guiseard made a motion with his glasy
caulvalent 1o a hand whichh oue waves.
Frerything was ecoming his way.

“something like that,” he replied in
gentle, equable tones, mud with the un-
usual smile whieh his companions found
anhearahle.

“There  is drama In
But do not quoestion
e now, iy friends, for T muost not speak.
Yon will hear of it in the morning. You
will assuredly hear!”

ves, there 1s a

iuestion, ik is frue.

B was no longer aware of the big iron

ann upon his hip, for his elbows were
on the table. Me had his mood and all
abount him was propiticus to it; and the
absinthe stood winister to his pose.

“Gosh!” wald Bates, o the longue of
his native Massaehnsetts; and added, in
Frenehs »"The pig is joo proud for us
alveady,  Took al him smirking (here!”

The poet had finished his drink; Le rose
and colleeted the slaek of lis eloak with
a Hourtsh.

“Proud ! He laughed- a strange, un-
Tomiliar langh, I am prowd, yes; Int
Iam prifuly, too. I leave you, my
friends; 1 leave you here, slaves to these
small amd ephemeral matters which en-
gage and enchain you.  Bul as for me,
I go from your petty and sinalid world.
I renonnee it

Tie delivered himself of a gesture, wide,
sweeping 1n ils charaeter, which should
wipe their world away.
stood 1t

“Ticas!" exclaimed Bates disgostedly,
“They've  advaneed him money.  Ile’s
eoing to hive on the Right Bank!?

The others were of the same opinton.
“C%st fuident!  Cochon!”

Guiseard  disdained fo

They mismuler-

reply.  There
was 1 large mirror npon the wall opposite
to him, and he eaught sight of bimself,
eloak-wrapped, hat slonched over one eye,
a fatt, indulgent smile upon his pale
curved lips.

“Good lurk 1o yon!” he said fenderly.

“Oh, go to blazes!™ replied Bates, sin-
verely.

Guiseard passed to the door, pacing
sobarly.  He was very happy, though he
did not know il. Ile was happy as a



