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LIS1

At the Beginning of the Fourth Kiss Out Came Her Fathe;

I Had Knocked Him Down on Purpose. He Was Crippled
for Life

Anything Less Congruous as the Bride-Elect of the Debor
Aristide Pujol it Was Impossible to Imagine

Had Straightway Poured His Grievances into a Feminine
I Found Both Tyres Had Been Punctured in a Hundred PI

“Madame,” said Aristide, “You Are Adorable, and I Love
Distraction”

“The Villain Was a Traveller in Buttons—Buttons!”
He Burst into Shrieks of Laughter

“And You!” shouted Bocardon, Falling on Aristide; “I Mu
You Also”

Standing on the Arrival Platform of Euston Station

“Ah! the Pictures,” cried Aristide, with a Wide Sweep of
“I’ll Take Five Hundred Pounds,” said He, “to Stay in”
Between the Folds of a Blanket Peeped the Face of a Slee
He Demonstrated the Proper Application of the Cure

It is a Fearsome Thing for a Man to be Left Alone in the !
of Night with a Young Baby

One of the Little Girls in Pigtails Was Holding Him, Whil
Anne Administered the Feeding-Bottle

He Must Have Dealt Out Paralyzing Information

Fleurette Danced with Aristide, as Light as an Autumn L«
Tossed by the Wind

Aristide Practised His Many Queer Accomplishments
He Read It, and Blinked in Amazement

He Might as Well Have Pointed Out the Marvels of Kublz:
Pleasure-Dome to a Couple of Guinea-Pigs

“I’'ve Caught You! At Last, After Twenty Years, I’'ve Caug
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There He Saw a Sight Which for a Moment Paralyzed Hi
Mr. Ducksmith Seized Him by the Lapels of His Coat

JOYC

Al

The Joyous

THE ADV

In narrating these few episodes in the undulatory, not to :
sequence. Some occurred before he (almost literally) cr
haphazard at odd times, together with a hundred other in
memory. He would, indeed, make a show of fixing date
changes of fortune in their number and rapidity that I cou
disconnected as a pack of cards.

My first meeting with him happened in this wise.
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I had been motoring in a listless, solitary fashion about
accompany me from Boulogne through Touraine and Gu
Avignon on his way from Monte Carlo was unexpectedly
man of a gregarious temperament. At first, for company’s
mechanic with his soul in his cylinders, being as commur
comfort of the back.

In this fashion I left Montpellier one morning on my leisu
and visit Aigues-Mortes on the way.

Aigues-Mortes was once a flourishing Mediterranean town
I. met there and filled the place with glittering state. But
and dry in the middle of bleak salt marshes, useless, dea
straight white ribbon of road which stretched for miles tl
the vines appearing like symmetrical wreckage above t
surmounted by its frowning tower. On each side spread tl
soft northern atmosphere would have invested it in a cert
sharply defined against the blue, wind-swept sky, it lookec

At some distance from the gate appeared the usual notice
of idlers underneath and beyond the gate he slowed down
cleared the way sullenly and suspiciously. Then, delibere
stock still, with resentful defiance on his weather-beaten f
a second before it came to a dead stop the wing over th
leaped from the car, to be instantly surrounded by an inf
square. The elderly man, helped to his feet by sympathe
splendid physique, as hard and discoloured as the walls .
face as rigid as a gargoyle; and the back of his neck, above
the hide of a crocodile. He cursed me and my kind health
and bad French made responsive clamour. I had knockec
peaceful towns with my execrated locomotive and massac
judge by the strength of his lungs, no great damage had b
looked across the square and saw two gendarmes striding
protect poor folk. For a certainty I would not get off easily
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i had knocked him down or

I knew what would happen. The gendarmes would submit
to go to the Mairie and make endless depositions. I should
I should have to find a solicitor to represent me. In the en:
mile an hour—and probably have to pay a heavy comper
the time, while waiting for injustice to take its course, I sh
gendarmes approached with an air of majesty and fate.
singularly bright-eyed man, wearing a hard felt hat and a
amazing swiftness at me, the car, the crowd, the gendarm
then, with a frenzied action of a figure in a bad cinematc
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philippic in Provencal, of which I could not understand o1
in silence. When he had finished they hung their heads, tk
gargoyle-visaged ancient with the neck of crocodile hide
produced by this electric personage. Even McKeogh, who
eyes fixed on the cap of the radiator, turned his head two

The instant peace was established our rescuer darted up

had done me a service, I responded with a grateful smile;
thirty. He had a clear olive complexion, black moustach
most mocking, the most astonishingly bright eyes I have e
handshake with the fervour of a long-lost friend.

“It’s all right, my dear sir. Don’t worry any more,” he saic
old gentleman’s as sound as a bell—not a bruise on his bc
only place where you can eat in this accursed town.”

Before I could recover from my surprise, he was by my sid

“Ah! These people!” he cried, shaking his hands with out
It’s a regular trade. They go and get knocked down by au
and train them to commit suicide under the wheels so th:
side of the car and exchanged violent objurgation with the
impunity.”

“I'm very much obliged to you,” said I. “You’ve saved me :
should guess you to be a doctor.”

“That’s one of the few things I've never been,” he replied.
our sudden acquaintance would ripen into life-long frienc
up the narrow, old-world, cobble-paved street we were en

The car drew up at the doorway. My electric friend leaped

“Bonjour, madame. I've brought you one of my very good
tout ce qu’il y a de mieux. None of your cabbage-soup anc
meat. Will that suit you?” he asked, turning to me.

“Excellently,” said I, smiling. “And since you’ve ordered m

“With the very greatest pleasure,” said he, without a secor
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We entered the small, stuffy dining-room, where a dingy
table in the middle of the room sat the half-dozen frequer
dreary meal of the kind my new friend had deprecated.

“What shall we drink?” I asked, regarding with some disfa

“Anything,” said he, “but this piquette du pays. It tastes li
you see on those gentlemen’s faces. You, who are not usec
pancreas. It would play the very devil with you. Adolphe
He glanced at me.

“I'm in your hands,” said I.

As far as eating and drinking went I could not have been
That he had thrust himself upon me in the most brazen n
been done in the most irresistibly charming manner in the
he did not lay himself out to be agreeable. The flow of ta
brilliant joke indeed, were all spontaneous. He was a man
discriminating taste in architecture, and waxed poetical oy

“It strikes me as odd,” said I at last, somewhat ironically,
and-alive place.”

He threw up his hands. “I live here? I crumble and decay i
I replied that, not having the pleasure of knowing his nam

He selected a card from his letter-case and handed it to m¢

21!
“That address will always find me,” he said.
Civility bade me give him my card, which he put carefully
“I owe my success in life,” said he, “to the fact that I have

“Where did you learn your perfect English?” I asked.
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“First,” said he, “among English tourists at Marseilles. The
“I hope you were a success?” said 1.

He regarded me drolly.

“Yes—and no,” said he.

The meal over, we left the hotel.

“Now,” said he, “you would like to visit the towers on the
will take you, however, to the gardien and put you in his ¢

He raced me to the gate by which I had entered. The g
respectfully to his exhortation in Provencal. Then he went

“I’ll not say good-bye,” Aristide Pujol declared, amiably.
find me waiting for you near the hotel. Au revoir, cher ami.

He smiled, lifted his hat, waved his hand in a friendly wa
me off to the Tour de Constance, where Protestants were
des Bourguignons, where I forget how many hundred Bt
invited me to walk round the ramparts and inspect the re1
was shuddering across the high walls, I declined, and, hav

There I found Aristide Pujol awaiting me at the corner of
young bloods of Provence in winter-time—a short, shaggy
valise stood near by on the kerb of the square.

He was not alone. Walking arm in arm with him was a sto
peasant’s or small shopkeeper’s rusty Sunday black and
roses. Beneath this bonnet her hair was tightly drawn up
of hair grew on the corner of a prognathous jaw. She migt

Aristide Pujol, unlinking himself from this unattractive fer

” said he.

“Monseigneur
As I am neither a duke nor an archbishop, but a humble m

“Monseigneur, will you permit me,” said he, in French, “t«
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Carcassonne, which doubtless you have frequented, and st

anything less congruous as the bride-elect of the deb
imagine

The unexpectedness of the announcement took my breath
“Good heavens!” said I, in a whisper.

Anyone less congruous as the bride-elect of the debonair
raised my hat politely to the lady.

“Madame, I offer you my sincere felicitations. As an entert
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“Je vous remercie, monseigneur,” she replied, in what was o
Café de I'Univers at Carcassonne we will esteem it a great

“And so you’re going to get married to-morrow?” I rema
beyond my power of hypocrisy.

“To-morrow,” said he, “my dear Amélie will make me the
“We start for Carcassonne by the three-thirty train,” said )
“Then there is time,” said I, pointing to a little weather-be
“Bien volontiers,” said the lady.

“Pardon, chére amie,” Aristide interposed, quickly. “Unless
little affairs before your train arrives there.”

Parenthetically, I must remark that all trains going from A
“That’s true,” she agreed, in a hesitating manner. “But—

“But, idol of my heart, though I am overcome with grief a
Four thousand francs are not picked up every day in the st

Mme. Gougasse’s little eyes glittered.

“Bien stir. And it’s quite settled?”

“Absolutely.”

“And it will be all for me?”

“Half,” said Aristide.

“You promised all to me for the redecoration of the ceiling

“Three thousand will be sufficient, dear angel. What? I kr
will they make the ceiling. Leave it to me. I, Aristide, will

She smiled and bridled, so as to appear perfectly well-br
horribly. A cold shiver ran down my back.

“Don’t you think, monseigneur,” she asked, archly, “that M
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“Most certainly,” said I, in my heartiest voice, entirely my:

“Well, I yield,” said Aristide. “Ah, women, women! They
on his paws like a good old watch-dog. You agree, then,

“More than that,” said I, convinced that the swarthy lady
was concerned, and yet for the life of me not seeing how I
said I; “I command you to do it.”

“C’est bien gentil de votre part,” said madame.

“And now the café,” I suggested, with chattering teeth.
whistled down the narrow street. The dust was driven stir
scarves over their mouths.

“Alas, monseigneur,” said Mme. Gougasse, “Aristide is rig
Carcassonne at three-thirty. It is the only train from Aigue
have not much time to spare.”

I was bewildered. I turned to Aristide Pujol, who stood, hza

“My good friend,” said I in English, “I’ve not the remotest
should motor you to Montpellier. Now, I'm not going to
opposite direction.”

He took me familiarly by the arm, and, with a “Pardon, ch

“I beseech you,” he whispered; “it’s a matter of four thous
Café de I’Univers, the dream of a woman’s life, and the
uplifted torch. You can’t refuse.”

He hypnotized me with his bright eyes, overpowered my v
weakened. After all, I reflected, I was at a loose end, :
considerable service, for which I felt grateful. I yielded wit

He darted back to Mme. Gougasse, alive with gaiety.
“Chére amie, if you were to press monseigneur, I'm sure he

“Alas! That,” said I, hastily, “is out of the question. But,” I
hours? Why should not madame accompany us to Montp
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making madame’s better acquaintance.”
“There, Amélie!” cried Aristide. “What do you say?”
“Truly, it is too much honour,” murmured Mme. Gougasse

“There’s your luggage, however,” said Aristide. “You v
monseigneur.”

“That’s true—my luggage.”
“Send it on by train, chére amie.”
“When will it arrive at Carcassonne?”

“Not to-morrow,” said Pujol, “but perhaps next week or
railway companies. But what does that matter?”

“What do you say?” cried the lady, sharply.
“It may arrive or it may not arrive; but you are rich enoug

“And my lace and my silk dress that I have brought to shc
think one is made of money, eh? You will soon find your
suddenly. “Monseigneur”—she turned to me with a resur
—“you are too amiable. I appreciate your offer infinitely;
Merci, non. They are robbers and thieves. Even if it did arr

She shook the head of an experienced and self-reliant w:
hidden in her bedroom. I pitied my poor young friend; he

The lady having declined my invitation, I expressed my re
a resigned tone informed me that it was time to start. I lef
a companionable pipe.

The car backed down the narrow street into the square ar
us up in the rug, and settled himself in his seat. The car
waving her lily hand, which happened to be hidden in an

“To Montpellier, as fast as you can!” he shouted at the tog
this is better than a train. Amélie doesn’t know what a mis
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The elderly victim of my furious entry was lounging, in s
raised his hat respectfully as we passed. I touched my cap,

“This is a place,” said he, “which I would like never to bet

In a few moments we were whirling along the straight
homesteads of the vine-folk and wayside cafés that are sca

“Well,” said he, suddenly, “what do you think of my fiance

Politeness and good taste forbade expression of my real
woman, with a head for business.

“She’s not what we in French call jolie, jolie; but what of 1
as you English say, there’s none of your confounded senti
ceiling is newly decorated, provided she doesn’t insist o
women love naked babies on clouds—it will be the snugge

I handed him the case from the pocket of the car.

“It was there that I made her acquaintance,” he resumed,
not the woman to go by four roads to a thing. She did m
that café like a kingdom; a Semiramis, a Queen Elizabeth,
the money and counts the saucers and smiles on rich clie
waiter has a deuce of a time. That woman is worth her w
morning at five. And virtuous! Didn’t Solomon say that a 1
chooses when he gives up the giddy ways of youth. Ah, n
have been on a visit to them in Aigues-Mortes—have con
make their acquaintance and receive their blessing before
are too old to take the long journey to Carcassonne. ‘My sc
Now we can die perfectly content.” I was wrong, perhap:
adores me. It is evident. She will not allow me out of her s

For a brilliant young man of five-and-thirty, who was abc
happy. There was no doubt that his handsome roguery
ferro-concrete-natured of women are apt to run riot. She
marrying her for her money; but how in the name of Diog:

The mistral blew bitterly. I snuggled beneath the rug and
sufficiently protected by his goat’s hide, talked like a shep
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to say sordid, courtship I knew not; but he gave me the wl
I could make out—for the mistral whirled many of his
evening, a human derelict battered by buffeting waves o
straightway poured his grievances into a feminine ear a
buffetings and grievances and wearinesses? Whence came

had straightway poured his grievances int

“Ah, my dear friend,” he answered, kissing his gloved fing
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“Who?” I asked, taken aback. “Mme. Gougasse?”

“Mon Dieu, no!” he replied. “Not Mme. Gougasse. Améli
adorable. No; the adorable one was twenty—delicious

provoking little witch you ever saw in your life. Her fat
circular tickets. So had I. In fact, I was a miniature Thor
supplied erroneous information. Que voulez-vous? If peopl
much better to stimulate their imagination by saying that
your ignorance. Eh bien, we go through the chateaux of t
Carcassonne? The great grim cité, with its battlements ¢
modern town? We were there. The rest of the party were
man who invented picture postcards ought to have his sta
to places now not to exhaust themselves by seeing them,
picture postcards. Mademoiselle and I promenaded outsid
remarked, with an extra twinkle in his bright eyes. “And t
méche—what do you call it——?”

“Strand?”

“Yes—strand of her hair across her face. She let it blov
Provencal ever born who would not have kissed a girl u
laughing. I kissed her again. I kissed her four times. At the
till the end of it and then announced himself. He annow
including the adorable little witch, go on to Pau by themse

“And there you found consolation?”

“I told my sad tale. Amélie listened and called the manage
always drinks Frontignan when her heart is touched. I
Carcassonne in rain is like Hades with its furnaces put o
stuck in the midst of it.”

“And so that’s how it happened?”

“That’s how it happened. Ma foi! When a lady asks a ga
I’Univers was the most prosperous one in Carcassonne? I
Now, we in France—— Attendez, attendez!” He suddenly b

“To the right, man, to the right!” he cried excitedly to Mcl
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We had reached the point where the straight road from Ai
Montpellier being to the west, McKeogh had naturally take

“To the right!” shouted Aristide.
McKeogh pulled up and turned his head with a look of prc
“You’re wrong in your geography, M. Pujol. Besides, there

“But, my dear, heaven-sent friend, I no more want to go t
to visit. You want to go to Nimes, and so do I. To the right

“What shall I do, sir?” asked McKeogh.

I was utterly bewildered. I turned to the goat-skin-clad,
hands stretched out, looked like a parody of the god Pan i

“You don’t want to go to Montpellier?” I asked, stupidly.
“No—ten thousand times no; not for a king’s ransom.”
“But your four thousand francs—your meeting Mme. Goug

“If T could put twenty million continents between my:
understand? The good Lord who is always on my side ser
are no four thousand francs. I'm not going to meet her tra
Aristide Pujol.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“We’ll go to Nimes.”

“Very good, sir,” said McKeogh.

“And now,” said I, as soon as we had started on the right-1

“There’s nothing to explain,” he cried, gleefully. “Here a1
Yum-Yum, Yum-Yum. I feel ten years younger. Oh, I've he
you I've never lost an opportunity? The moment I saw ai
House of Bondage. I took it, and here I am! For two day
suddenly you—a Deus ex machina—a veritable god out of
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I suggested that his mode of escape seemed somewhat €
station and taken a ticket to any haven of refuge he might

“For the simple reason,” said he, with a gay laugh, “that I
He looked so prosperous and untroubled that I stared incrt
“Not one tiny bronze sou,” said he.

“You seem to take it pretty philosophically,” said I.

“Les gueux, les gueux, sont des gens heureux,” he quoted.
“You're the first person who has made me believe in the h

“In time I shall make you believe in lots of things,” he retc
franc on the journey from Carcassonne to Aigues-Mortes. .
me from the time we started. When I ran to your assistanc
hotel while we were lunching. I thought I would slip aw:
present her to my English friend. And then—voyons—didn

He dived into his pocket, produced the letter-case, and ext
“Voila.”

I read: “The Duke of Wiltshire.”

“But, good heavens, man,” I cried, “that’s not the card I g
“I know it isn’t,” said he; “but it’s the one I showed to Amu
“How on earth,” I asked, “did you come by the Duke of W
He looked at me roguishly.

“I am—what do you call it?>—a—a ‘snapper up of uncons:
French pupils to whom I was teaching English. I love Auto

I began to understand. “That was why you called me ‘mon

“Naturally. And I told her that you were my English patr
you to your agent’s at Montpellier, where you could draw
it in the courtyard. I thought, ‘T will creep out at dead of :
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But, would you believe it? When I had dressed and crept
hundred places with the point of a pair of scissors. What
her to accompany us to Montpellier my heart was in my

“It would have served you right,” I said, “if she had accept

He laughed as though, instead of not having a penny, he
fellow-Britons, who map out their lives by rule and line, 1
way he had acted abominably. To leave an affianced bride
other hand, an unscrupulous adventurer would have mari
Perseus and the Gorgon the odds are all in favour of Perse
time—to say nothing of the fact that Perseus starts out by
an elderly, ugly wife into opening her money-bags, and, i
that this kind of life was not to the liking of Aristide Pujol.
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“i found both tyres had been punctured in a hundre
places”
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Indeed, speaking from affectionate knowledge of the ma:
himself was intolerable. Other men of equal sensitiveness
appealed to my rascal, and he has often plumed himself
Even now I sometimes think that Aristide Pujol will never

“There’s one thing I don’t understand,” said I, “and that
them like a firework—a devil-among-the-tailors—and eve1

He laughed. “I said you were my very old and dear friend
“I don’t quite see how that explanation satisfied the pig-he

“Oh, that,” said Aristide Pujol, with a look of indescribabl

THE Al

Aristide Pujol bade me a sunny farewell at the door of tt
fashion, across the Place de I’Esplanade. I felt something 1
a penny in the world. I wondered what he would do for
life. The idea of so gay a creature starving was abhorren
improving his financial situation he had courteously declit

Early next morning I found him awaiting me in the loung
to be the first to hear the glad tidings. Last evening, by th
at Montélimar; had spent several hours in his company, w
shortbread-like nougat of Montélimar was unknown in

medical faculty had ascribed the prevalent dyspepsia of tt
the glorious gospel of Montélimar nougat over the lengtt
salary had been arranged, of which he had already draw:
the next day to Montélimar, en route for the conquest of
showing me the wonders of the town.
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I congratulated him on his almost fantastic good fortune a

“There is one thing I should like to ask you,” said I, “and
away without a sou to bless yourself with. What did you
all?”

“It’s very simple,” he replied. “Haven’t I told you, and ha
been my rule in life either to make friends with the Mamr
clear of his unrighteousness if you’re sharp enough—or e
days. In the case in question I took the latter course. I cas
the pleasure of showing you this morning, and I found it a

In the course of the day he related to me the following art

Aristide Pujol arrived at Nimes one blazing day in July. H
at the Hoétel du Luxembourg, which, as all the world knc
course of action which the good Nimois regard as maniac
pleasure.

Aristide Pujol was floating a company, a process which ¢
affords a child. It was a company to build an hotel in P
Charles V. had set free a vast expanse of valuable buildin
best hotel in Perpignan being one to get away from as so
spacious and palatial hostelry in the new part of the tow
Paradise. By sheer audacity he had contrived to interest a
was lost. With the glittering eye of the Ancient Mariner he
see him, as all the architects to the end of the R’s in tl
neglected by the eminent M. Say. M. Say went to Perpigna

A limited company was formed, of which Aristide Pujol, 1
A financier was needed. Aristide looked through his collec
whose life he had once saved at a railway station by dra
thundering through. Aristide, man of impulse, went strai;
Say, man of more sober outlook, bethought him of a clier
in hotels. The millionaire, having confidence in the emir
down to the Pyrenees the next day and look at the Perpig
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he could arrange matters with the managing director, he
remember that I do not vouch for the literal accuracy of e

The question of the all-important meeting between the mi
arranged that they should meet at a halfway stage on ths
was the place, and two o’clock on Thursday the time appo

Meantime Aristide had found that the deaf ironmaster he
part of his adventure is somewhat vague, but I gathered t
the prodigious sum of two thousand francs. With this we
Wednesday morning, a day before his appointment.

That was why he walked joyously about the blazing street
had not the slightest doubt. He walked about building go
as you shall hear later, he had an account to settle with tl
garden laid out in complexity of terrace and bridge and
which Louis XIV. had entrusted the Garden of Versailles.

Aristide threw himself on a bench and fanned himself witt
“Mon Dieu! it’s hot!” he remarked to another occupant of t

This was a woman, and, as he saw when she turned her
headdress, coming to a tiny crown just covering the parti
all the Arlésienne’s Roman beauty—the finely chiselled f¢
complexion. She had also lustrous brown eyes; but these 1
apparently interrupted occupation of sobbing. Aristide wa:

“Why, you’re crying, madame!” said he.

“Evidently,” murmured the lady.

“To cry scalding tears in this weather! It’s too hot! Now, if
“You jest, monsieur,” said the lady, drying her eyes.

“By no means,” said he. “The sight of so beautiful a woma
“Ah!” she sighed. “I am very unhappy.”

Aristide drew nearer still.



The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 28

“Who,” said he, “is the wretch that has dared to make you
“My husband,” replied the lady, swallowing a sob.
“The scoundrel!” said Aristide.

The lady shrugged her shoulders and looked down at her
himself on being a connoisseur in hands.

“There never was a husband yet,” he added, “who appreci
“That’s true,” said the Arlésienne, “for when the wife is go
“Ah, that is the trouble, is it?” said Aristide. “Tell me all a/
The beautiful Arlésienne again contemplated her slender f
“I don’t know you, monsieur.”

“But you soon will,” said Aristide, in his pleasant voice
sidelong.

“Monsieur,” she said, “I have been married to my husband
“That’s praiseworthy,” said Aristide.

“And I love him very much.”

“That’s unfortunate!” said Aristide.

“Unfortunate?”

“Evidently!” said Aristide.

Their eyes met. They burst out laughing. The lady quickly
“One can’t jest with a heavy heart; and mine is very heavy

She turned away from him, burying her face in her han
shoulders. Two little curls had rebelled against being dra’
provoking in its pink loveliness. Her attitude, that of a yo
have played the deuce with an anchorite.
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Aristide, I would have you remember, was a child of the S
be to make love to her, and wastes his time in wonderin
straight away.

“Madame,” said Aristide, “you are adorable, and I love yo1
She started up. “Monsieur, you forget yourself!”

“If I remember anything else in the wide world but you, it
heart, and you put joy into my soul.”

He meant it—intensely—for the moment.
“I ought not to listen to you,” said the lady, “especially wt
“All the more reason to seek consolation,” replied Aristide

“Monsieur,” she said, after a short pause, “you look goo«
although I know that appearances are against me. He only



The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 30

“madame,” said aristide, “you are adorable, and i Ic

“A la bonne heure!” cried Aristide, excitedly casting away
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and nearly decapitate a small and perspiring soldier who
can be mine without any further question.”

“But I love my husband,” she smiled, sadly.

“Bah!” said he, with the scepticism of the lover and the Pr
“He is M. Emile Bocardon, proprietor of the Hotel de la Ct
“And you?”

“I am Mme. Bocardon,” she replied, with the faintest toucl
“But your Christian name? How is it possible for me to thi
They argued the question. Eventually she confessed to the

Her confidence not stopping there, she told him how she ¢
miles from Arles, and many other unexciting particulars «
was young, called her Louisette. Aunt Léonie, a very busy

“Zette!” He cast up his eyes as if she had been canonized

Zette was extremely sorry. She, on her side, adored the ¢
agent d’affaires, extremely rich—had he not two thousand

“M. Pujol,” she said, “the earth holds but one thing that I «
“The good Bocardon is becoming tiresome,” said Aristide.
Zette’s lips parted, as she pointed to a black speck at the it
“Mon Dieu! there he is!”

“He has become tiresome,” said Aristide.

She rose, displaying to its full advantage her supple and st
frankest admiration.

“One would say Juno was walking the earth again.”

Although Zette had never heard of Juno, and was as mise
cheeks. She too was a child of the South, and female ¢
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Daughters of the Snows not quite averse to it. She sighed.

“I must go now, monsieur. He must not find me here wit
she cried, clenching her hands, while the tears again start
added, “I know it has been wrong of me to talk to you like

At the sight of her standing before him in her woeful beau
“It is not adieu—it is au revoir, Mme. Zette,” he cried.

She protested tearfully. It was farewell. Aristide darted to
he would see her again. It was not Aristide Pujol who wou
would defend her to the last drop of his blood. He would ¢

“But what can you do, my poor M. Pujol?” she asked.
“You will see,” he replied.

They parted. He watched her until she became a speck ai
through the burning gardens towards the Hotel du Luxeml

Aristide had fallen in love. He had fallen in love with Pr
himself, was the coup de foudre—the thunderbolt. The b
mattered. Nothing else in the wide world occupied his 1
sipping syrup and water in the cool beneath the awning
wiping a perspiring brow.

A short while afterwards Aristide, valise in hand, present
with a shabby little oval sign outside, and was situated in
of the little dark entrance-hall was the salle a manger, on
narrow passage led to the kitchen, and the rest of the hall
and a head of hair like a circular machine-brush was sittin

“M. Bocardon?”
“At your service, monsieur.”
“Can I have a bedroom?”

“Certainly.” He waved a hand towards a set of black sam
omnibus has brought your boxes. You are M. Lambert?”
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“M. Bocardon,” said Aristide, in a lordly way, “I am M.
Nimes, and have chosen this hotel because I have the hont
for many years. How is she?”

“Her health is very good,” replied M. Bocardon, shortly. H
A dilapidated man in a green baize apron emerged from tt

“No. 24,” said M. Bocardon. Then, swinging his massi
“Euphémie!”

A woman’s voice responded, and in a moment the woman
dark rings of sleeplessness or illness beneath her eyes whic

“Tell your sister,” said M. Bocardon, “that a relation of yot
He swung himself back into the bureau and took no furthe

“A relation?” echoed Euphémie, staring at the smiling, |
unwelcome and unexpected sister.

“Why, yes. Aristide, cousin to your good Aunt Léonie at R:
“I will tell Zette,” she said, disappearing down the narrow

Aristide went to the doorway, and stood there looking ot
tenants of the modest little shops sat by their doors or on «
glances were cast at him. Presently footsteps behind cau
parted, for her eyelids were red. She started on beholding

“You?”
He laughed and shook her hesitating hands.

“It is I, Aristide. But you have grown! Pécaire! How you h
“To think that the little Zette in pigtails and short check .
M. Bocardon.”

M. Bocardon did not reply, but Aristide’s swift glance noti

“And the good Aunt Léonie? Is she well? And does she stil
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“Aunt Léonie died two years ago,” said Zette.

“The poor woman! And I who never knew. Tell me about ]
The salle @ manger door stood open. He drew her thither b:
“Voila!” said he. “Didn’t I tell you I should see you again?’
“Vous avez un fameux toupet, vous!” said Zette, half angrily
He laughed, having been accused of confounded impudenc
“If I told my husband he would kill you.”

“Precisely. So you’re not going to tell him. I adore you. I h
“The only way to protect me is to prove my innocence.”
“And then?”

She drew herself up and looked him straight between the «
“T’ll recognize that you have a loyal heart, and will be you
“Mme. Zette,” cried Aristide, “I will devote my life to your
“Ask M. Bocardon.” She left him, and sailed out of the roo

If Aristide Pujol had the rapturous idea of proving the inn
fantastic fashion, carrying off the insulted and spotless la
not him, but Provence, whose sons, if not devout, are fran

M. Bocardon sat in his bureau, pretending to do accoun
picture of woe. Aristide decided to bide his opportunity. F
had advanced, and trees and buildings cast cool shadows
and broad open spaces, instinct too with the grandeur tha
wandered round the Maison Carrée, his responsive natur
noble entablature, its massive pediment, its perfect propc
Bourse, made the circuit of the mighty, double-arched ove
bureau. It was the hour of absinthe. The porter named M.
huge man gloomily contemplating an absurdly small glas:
him, and sat down.
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“M. Bocardon,” said he, carefully mixing the absinthe 1
regrettable misunderstanding, for which I am sincerely so1

“She calls it a misunderstanding?” He laughed mirthlessly
us. When a wife betrays a man like me—kind, indulgen
misunderstanding. It is infamy. If she had anywhere to lay
relative, know I married her without a dowry. You alone ¢

It was on the tip of Aristide’s impulsive tongue to say that
“She has broken my heart,” continued Bocardon.

Aristide asked for details of the unhappy affair. The las
fascinated by the clear, luminous eyes, he launched witl
buttons! To be wronged by a traveller in diamonds migh
trouser buttons! To be a traveller in the inanity of buttonhc
as if to decline from a Bocardon to a Bondon was unthin
ordered a bottle of vin cacheté or coffee or cognac. A cor
tossed off his glass of Dubonnet, ordered another, and sj
incident, the central fact of which was a glimpse of Zette
found that morning in Zette’s room. He drew a crumpled s
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“the villain was a traveller in buttons-

It was a crude, flaming, reprehensible, and entirely damn
coming in contact with such abomination. He hated Bon
Bondon’s blood. Great tears rolled down Bocardon’s fac
marble table.

“I loved her so tenderly, monsieur,” said he.
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The cry, so human, went straight to Aristide’s heart. A sy
pity for this grief-stricken, helpless giant. An odd femini
stretched out his hand.

“You’re going?” asked Bocardon.

“No. A sign of good friendship.”

They gripped hands across the table. A new emotion thrill
“Bocardon, I devote myself to you,” he cried, with a flamb
“Alas, nothing,” replied the other, miserably.

“And Zette? What does she say to it all?”

The mountainous shoulders heaved with a shrug. “She d¢
know how it came into her room. As if that were possible!

“It’s improbable,” said Aristide, gloomily.

They talked. Bocardon, in a choking voice, told the sin
ordinary marriages of reason and arrangement. Not a c
Curatterie. He had not even manifested the jealousy justi
certain of her love. That was enough. They had had one ¢
had been dealt. It was a knife being turned round in his he

They walked back to the hotel together. Zette, who was si
passage. Bocardon, with a great sigh, took her place. It w
hall, some waiting to wash their hands at the primitive .
where he dined in solemn silence. The dinner over he wer
sad meal brought to him by the melancholy Euphémie
impregnated the place, as though a corpse were somewhei

Aristide drank his coffee at the nearest café in a complic:
the victim of a jealous husband. In an outburst of generc
stricken to death. Now he loved the lady, loved the hus
reconcile these two people he loved, and then go and, if n
he paid for his coffee and went back to the hotel.

He found Zette taking her turn at the bureau, for clients h
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a new arrival, trying to smile a welcome. Aristide, loiterii
of noble purity. His soul revolted at the idea of her mixing

“Eh bien?” she said as soon as they were alone.

“Mme. Zette, to-day I called your husband a scoundrel anc
“You needn’t tell me that, M. Aristide.”

“You are breaking his heart, Mme. Zette.”

“And is he not breaking mine? He has told you, I suppos
don’t believe I am speaking the truth? Bah! And your profi

“Mme. Zette,” cried Aristide, “I said I would devote my lifi
He watched her narrowly, but she did not grow pale like &
“You had better have some conversation with him first.”
“Where is he to be found?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “How do I know? He left by t
“Then to-morrow,” said Aristide, who knew the ways of cc
“I heard him say that he had just done Arles.”

“Tant mieux. I shall find him either at Tarascon or Avignc
up outside as a sign and call the place the ‘Hotel de la Téte
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ey

ey i e

" he burst into shrieks f lau

Early the next morning Aristide started on his quest, with:
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as the more likely place. Inquiries at the various hotels 1
what would happen then—but it would be something f
determined by the inspiration of the moment. In any case
himself that he belonged to the Bocardon family.

The only other occupant of the first-class compartment
Bondon, scarcely noticed her. The train started and sped tl

They had almost reached Tarascon when a sudden thougt
burst into shrieks of laughter, kicking his legs up and dov
faced Englishwoman, in mortal terror, fled into the corrid
that official appeared at the doorway.

“Qu’est-ce qu’il y a?”
Aristide paused in his demonstrations of merriment. “Mon

Delight bubbled out of him as he walked from the Avig
mercy. He had not proceeded far, however, when his quic
paused in front of the window, fascinated. He rubbed his ¢

“No,” said he; “it is not a dream. The bon Dieu is on my sic
He went into the shop and bought the object. It was a pair

At a little after three o’clock the small and dilapidated
Aristide Pujol, radiant-eyed, and a scrubby little man wi
seemed stricken with a great fear. It was Bondon. Togett
with fury, and, uttering an inarticulate roar, he rushed out
into a corner, protected by Aristide, who, smiling like an a

“Be calm, my good Bocardon, be calm.”
But Bocardon would not be calm. He found his voice.

“Ah, scoundrel! Miscreant! Wretch! Traitor!” When his
forehead.

Bondon came a step or two forward.

“I know, monsieur, I have all the wrong on my side. Your
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her, my good M. Bocardon, I beseech you.”

“Let you see her?” said Bocardon, growing purple in the fe
At this moment Zette came running up the passage.
“What is all this noise about?”

“Ah, madame!” cried Bondon, eagerly, “I am heart-broken
“Hein?” exclaimed Bocardon, in stupefaction.

“See whom?” asked Zette.

“My dear dead one. My dear Euphémie, who has committe
“But he’s mad!” shouted Bocardon, in his great voice. “Euj

At the sight of Euphémie, pale and shivering with appre
ghost.

“I don’t understand,” he murmured, faintly, looking like
apart.

“Nor I, either,” cried Bocardon.
A great light dawned on Zette’s beautiful face. “I do under

“It’s very simple,” said he, taking the stage with childlike
inspiration, a revelation from Heaven. It is not Zette buw
English old maid out of her wits. Shall I get out at Tarasc
plan. Ah, but when I make a plan, it’s all in a second, a {
that animal there. At last I find him at the station about
convince him. I tell him Euphémie, in consequence of the
wanted. I summon him to accompany me in the name of t
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-
I ..
on aristide;

“and ou!’ shouted cardon, falling

“Then that letter was not for my wife?” said Bocardon, wh



43

The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol

“But, no, imbecile!” cried Aristide.

Bocardon hugged his wife in his vast embrace. The tears r:
“Ah, my little Zette, my little Zette, will you ever pardon r
“Oui, je te pardonne, gros jaloux,” said Zette.

“And you!” shouted Bocardon, falling on Aristide; “I must
him towards Zette.

“You can also kiss my wife. It is I, Bocardon, who commar
The fire of a not ignoble pride raced through Aristide’s vei

The embraces and other expressions of joy and gratitude 1
then had said not one word to each other. The explanatior
He could not marry her, as his parents would not give th:
lest Bocardon should turn her out of the house.

“What dowry will satisfy your parents?”

“Nothing less than twelve thousand francs.”

“I give it,” said Bocardon, reckless in his newly-found hap;
The clock in the bureau struck four. Aristide pulled out his
“Saperlipopette!” he cried, and disappeared like a flash intc
“But what’s the matter with him?” shouted Bocardon, in a
Zette went to the door. “He’s running as if he had the devi
“Was he always like that?” asked her husband.

“How always?”

“Parbleu! When you used to see him at your Aunt Léonie’s.
Zette flushed red. To repudiate the saviour of her entire fa

“Ah, yes,” she replied, calmly, coming back into the hall. ¢
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In the big avenue Aristide hailed a passing cab.
“To the Hotel du Luxembourg—at a gallop!”

In the joyous excitement of the past few hours this ch:
appointment at two o’clock with the American millionai
Aristide had met Americans before. His swift brain invente

He leaped from the cab and entered the vestibule of the hc
“Can I see M. Congleton?” he asked at the bureau.

“An American gentleman? He has gone, monsieur. He left
With a sinking heart he opened it and read:—

DEAR SIR,—I was in this hotel at two o’clock, acco:
regret I cannot await your convenience. The site ¢
therefore, not to be able to entertain the matter fur
WILLIAM B. CONGLETON.

He stared at the words for a few paralyzed moments. Ther

“Zut!” said he, using the inelegant expletive whereby a F1
fortune, I have gained two devoted friends, so I am the wi

Whereupon he returned gaily to the bosom of the Bocai
idolized hero, until the indignation of the eminent M. Say

And that is how Aristide Pujol could live thenceforward o1

THE ADV



45

The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol

Aristide Pujol started life on his own account as a chasseu
by means of brass buttons, who earn a sketchy livelihood
There he soothed his hours of servitude by dreams of v
hostelry where commercial travellers and seedy Germans
and millionaires (American) paid a thousand francs a nigh
from the Anglo-Saxon a knowledge of English was indispe
taking linguistic toll of frequenters of the café, would be ¢
English tongue in such circumstances is comprehensible. ‘1
one thing he never could achieve. That was the paradox
acquired sufficient knowledge of English to carry him, a
ambitions and self-educated in a haphazard way, he found

One of these days, when I can pin my dragon-fly friend do
sequence in the kaleidoscopic changes in his career. But t
couple of decades, in a manner so confusing that for the p
chronicle is that it occurred immediately after the termin:
is a category of terminations.

If the head mistress of the academy had herself played
conjugate irregular verbs, rendered them adepts in the m
innocent of the idiomatic quaintnesses of the French tongi
Aristide. A weak-minded governess—and in a governess

during Aristide’s lessons. She appreciated his method, wh
giggling joy from beginning to end. He imparted to his p
poil aux pattes, which, being translated, is: “Have you any
some years ago, added greatly to the gaiety of Paris, but
the school. He recited to them, till they were word-perfe«
banc, and delighted them with dissertations on Mme. Yve
without knowing that pognon meant money; rouspétance,

made (according to his own statement) French a living lar
the Parisian accent was so electrically impressed. The reto
un toupet, toi; and the delectable locution, Allons étrangle
other to drink a glass of absinthe, soon became current Fre

The progress that academy made in a real grip of the Fre
syntax was deplorable. A certain mid-term examination—
“How do you do, dear?” which ought, by all the rules o
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rendered by most of the senior scholars Eh, ma vieille, ca t
L., declared that he cracha dans le panier in 1649, thereby
guillotined. This wealth of vocabulary was discounted by
words in “al” that took “s” in the plural, no one knew any
have disgraced a kindergarten. The head mistress suspecte
visit.

The sight that met her eyes petrified her. The class, inclt
bright eyes agleam with merriment and his arms moving
when Aristide told a story, he told it with the eloquence of

“Il était saoiil comme un porc,” he shouted.

And then came the hush of death. The rest of the artless
majesty, strode up the room.

“M. Pyjol, you have a strange way of giving French lesson:
“I believe, madame,” said he, with a polite bow, “in intere
“Pupils have to be taught, not interested,” said the head m

So for the remainder of the lesson Aristide, under the fre
which his own knowledge was singularly inexact, and at 1
Go he must.

We find him, then, one miserable December evening, star
an unwonted statue of dubiety. At his feet lay his meagr
disconsolate pupils; around him luggage-laden porters ai
waterproofs glistening with wet; and in his pocket rattl
starvation. Should he commit the extravagance of taking a

“Sacré mille cochons! Quel chien de climat!” he muttered.
A smart footman standing by turned quickly and touched |

“Beg pardon, sir; I'm from Mr. Smith.”
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“I'm glad to hear it, my friend,” said Aristide.
“You're the French gentleman from Manchester?”

“Decidedly,” said Aristide.
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standing on the arrival platform of euston station

“Then, sir, Mr. Smith has sent the carriage for you.”
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“That’s very kind of him,” said Aristide.

The footman picked up the valise and darted down the
brougham. Aristide paused for the fraction of a second. W!

“Bah!” said he to himself, “the best way of finding out is t«

He entered the carriage, sank back luxuriously on the soft
rain beat harmlessly against the windows. Aristide looked
and Mr. Smith. But who was Mr. Smith? Tiens, thought he
had chilblains, freckles, and perpetual colds in their head
was? He was expecting him. He had sent the carriage fo
water can on the floor of the brougham. “He thinks of eve

The carriage stopped at a house in Hampstead, standing,
door for him to alight and escorted him up the front steps
and greatcoat and magnificent bouquet.

“Mr. Smith hasn’t come back yet from the City, sir; but Mi
“Ah!” said Aristide. “Please give me back my bouquet.”
The maid showed him into the drawing-room. A pretty gir

“Good afternoon, M. le Baron. I was wondering whether '
him any description, for we had never seen you.”

This fitted in with his theory. But why Baron? After all, wl
“He seems to be an intelligent fellow, mademoiselle.”

There was a span of silence. The girl looked at the bouque
“Mademoiselle,” said he, “will you deign to accept these fI

Miss Christabel took the flowers and blushed prettily. She
mouth in the world.

“An Englishman would not have thought of that,” she said

Aristide smiled in his roguish way and raised a deprecatin,
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“Oh, yes, he would. But he would not have had—what yot

Miss Christabel laughed merrily, invited him to a seat by
hostess captivated Aristide and drove from his mind the
change from his lonely and shabby bed-sitting-room in th
He watched the firelight dancing through her hair, the de
him to Bagdad instead of Hampstead.

“You have the air of a veritable princess,” said he.

“I once met a princess—at a charity bazaar—and she was :
“Bah!” said Aristide. “A princess of a charity bazaar! I was
“Do you know,” said Miss Christabel, “that when men pay

“Englishmen, yes,” replied Aristide, “because they think o
egg. But we of Provence pay tribute to beauty straight
ridiculous.”

Again the girl coloured and laughed. “I've always heard th
“Naturally,” said Aristide. “If they are pretty. What else ar
“Oh!” said the girl, to whom this Provencal point of view ]
“So, if I make love to you, it is but your due.”

“I wonder what my fiancé would say if he heard you?”
“Your——?”

“My fiancé! There’s his photograph on the table beside yo1

“The Turk!” cried Aristide, his swiftly-conceived romance
egotism is absent, surely other poor mortals can glean a sr

“You will observe that I'm not frowning,” said Miss Christ
I hope you'll like very much.”

Aristide sighed. “And the name of this thrice-blessed mort:

Miss Christabel told his name—one Harry Ralston—and r
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many other things about him. He was the Honourable Hat
of Parliament, and but for Parliamentary duties would ha
the House. He also had a house in Hampshire, full of the
Harry had first made acquaintance.

“We’re supposed to have a very fine collection here,” she ¢

Aristide looked round the walls and saw them hung wit
Besides, who having before him the firelight gleaming thr
cursory glance.

“I thought you were a connoisseur?”

“I am,” said Aristide, his bright eyes fixed on her in frank .
She blushed again; but this time she rose.

“I must go and dress for dinner. Perhaps you would like tc
He hung his head on one side.

“Have I been too bold, mademoiselle?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “You see, I've never met a Frencl
“Then a world of undreamed-of homage is at your feet,” s:

A servant ushered him up broad, carpeted staircases int
hangings and rugs and soft couches and satin quilts and d:
before it hung a clean shirt. His poor little toilet apparatu
had, sad to tell, no dress-suit) the servant had spread his 1
shirt, neatly folded.

“Evidently,” said Aristide, impressed by these preparation:
for the night. And for all that the ravishing Miss Christabe

So Aristide attired himself in his best, which included a
valise had been spirited away and its contents, includin
wardrobes—and eventually went downstairs into the drav
bald-headed, beefy-faced Briton, with little pig’s eyes and
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“My dear fellow,” said this personage, with outstretched
girl has been singing your praises.”

“Mademoiselle is too kind,” said Aristide.

“You must take us as you find us,” said Mr. Smith. “We’r
only in England, you know, that you can get champagne f
home. I believe you haven’t a word for it in French.”

“Ma foi, no,” said Aristide, who had once or twice before
cafés, the children are all put out to nurse, and the womer

“England is the only place, isn’t it?” Mr. Smith declared, 1
the Folies Bergeres and that sort of thing soon pall, you kn

“Yet Paris has its serious side,” argued Aristide. “There is ¢
“Papa will never take me to Paris,” sighed the girl.
“You shall go there on your honeymoon,” said Mr. Smith.

Dinner was announced. Aristide gave his arm to Miss Chs
shiny brown boots, strutted into the dining-room. The hos
left. The meal began gaily. The kind Mr. Smith was in the

“And how is our dear old friend, Jules Dancourt?” he aske

“Tiens!” said Aristide, to himself, “we have a dear friend J
times from the gout.”

“So do I, confound it!” said Mr. Smith, drinking sherry.
“You and the good Jules were always sympathetic,” said A
“Men cry, my dear, in France,” Mr. Smith explained. “The:

“Ah, mais c’est un beau pays, mademoiselle!” cried Aristide
girl’s eyes dancing. After that he told some of the funny
magnanimity, declared that he was the first Frenchman he

“But I thought, Baron,” said he, “that you lived all your lif
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“Tiens!” thought Aristide. “I am still a Baron, and I have a1
“Tell us about the chateau. Has it a fosse and a drawbridg:
“Which one do you mean?” inquired Aristide, airily. “For ]
When relating to me this Arabian Nights’ adventure, he dr
His host’s eye quivered in a wink. “The one in Languedoc,

Languedoc! Almost Pujol’s own country! With entire lack
that non-existent baronial hall. Fosse, drawbridge, Goth
bastions, donjons, barbicans; it had innumerable rooms; i
There was the room in which Francois Premier had slef
himself or of his ancestors was supposed to be Aristide h
gradually began to believe in it. He invested the place w
Joseph Loufoque, the wizened old major-domo, with his
the cook, and Bernadet the groom, and La Petite Fripette
and cows and ducks and hens—and there was a great pon«

Miss Christabel shivered. “I should not like to eat frogs.”
“They also eat snails,” said her father.

“I have a snail farm,” said Aristide. “You never saw such
and eat out of your hand.”
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“ah! the pictures,” cried arist
“You've forgotten the pictures,” said Mr. Smith.
“Ah! the pictures,” cried Aristide, with a wide sweep of hi:

He paused, not in order to produce the effect of a drama
painters.

“It is a truly historical chateau,” said he.

“I should love to see it,” said the girl.
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Aristide threw out his arms across the table. “It is yours, n

Dinner came to an end. Miss Christabel left the gentleme:
Aristide, full of food and drink and the mellow glories o
world. He knew he should like the kind Mr. Smith, hospit
—why not a year?

After coffee and liqueurs had been served Mr. Smith rose
picture on an easel covered by a curtain. He beckoned to /

“There!” said he. “Isn’t it a stunner?”

It was a picture all grey skies and grey water and grey feat
“It is beautiful, but indeed it is magnificent!” cried Aristid:
“Genuine Corot, isn’t it?”

“Without doubt,” said Aristide.

His host poked him in the ribs. “I thought I’d astonish you
twice as natural. If you or anyone else can tell it from a ge

Aristide looked at the beefy face and caught a look of cum
“Now are you satisfied?” asked Mr. Smith.
“More than satisfied,” said Aristide, though what he was t

“If it was a copy of an existing picture, you know—one n
and get bits out of various Corots and stick them togethe
given the fellow eight guineas instead of pounds—hanged

“He does indeed,” said Aristide Pujol.

“And now that you’ve seen it with your own eyes, what ¢
thousand—shall we say three? You're the owner, you kno
eye! you're a holy terror when you begin to talk. You almc

“Tiens!” said Aristide to himself. “I don’t seem to have a ct

“Certainly three thousand,” said he, with a grave face.
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“That young man thinks he knows a lot, but he doesn’t,” s
“Ah!” said Aristide, with singular laconicism.

“Not a blooming thing,” continued his host. “But he’ll pay
Ralston, Wiggins, and Wix’s Brewery”—Aristide pricked uj
into a million of money.”

“Has he seen the picture?” asked Aristide.

“Oh, yes. Regards it as a masterpiece. Didn’t Brauneberg
hands at the memory of the iniquity. “Same old game. Al
the ruined French nobleman with the historic chateau and

“Good,” thought Aristide. “This is the same Honourable H:

“I told him,” said Mr. Smith, “that it might come to three
you might try him with three to begin with.”

Aristide went back to the table and poured himself out a fi
“Exquisite, my dear fellow,” said he. “I've none finer in m;

“Don’t suppose you have,” grinned the host, joining him. ]
“let us talk business. What do you think would be your fa
say to four hundred pounds?”

“Five,” said Aristide, promptly.
A sudden gleam came into the little pig’s eyes.

“Done!” said Mr. Smith, who had imagined that the other
again.

They shook hands to seal the bargain and drank another g
“Please excuse me a moment,” said he, and went with the

Aristide, left alone, lighted another of his kind host’s fat ¢
himself deliciously to the soothing charm of the moment.
charming father-in-law, this kind Mr. Smith!
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His cheerful reflections were soon disturbed by the sudd
moustache, wearing the ribbon of the Legion of Honour in

“Here, you!” cried the kind Mr. Smith, striding up to Aris
are?”

Aristide rose, and, putting his hands behind the tails of hi
irresponsible friend’s would have instantly appreciated the

“I, my dear friend,” said he, “am the Baron de Je ne Sais P
“You’re a confounded impostor,” spluttered Mr. Smith.
“And this gentleman here to whom I have not had the ple:

“I am M. Poiron, monsieur, the agent of Messrs. Braunebe
said the new-comer, with an air of defiance.

“Ah, I thought you were the Baron,” said Aristide.
“There’s no blooming Baron at all about it!” screamed Mr.
“I would not have a name like Poiron for anything in the v
“How the blazes did you get here?”

“Your servant asked me if I was a French gentleman from
hospitable of the kind Mr. Smith. I entered the carriage—e

“Then clear out of here this very minute,” said Mr. Smith,
Aristide checked his impulsive action.

“Pardon me, dear host,” said he. “It is raining dogs and
stay.”

“I'm shot if you do,” said the kind Mr. Smith, his face grov

Aristide, who had no desire whatever to be ejected from t
looked at his host with the irresistible drollery of his eyes.

“You forget, mon cher ami,” said he, “that neither the bez
know that the talented Gottschalk got only eight pounds, 1
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“So it’s blackmail, eh?”
“Precisely,” said Aristide, “and I don’t blush at it.”
“You infernal little blackguard!”

“I seem to be in congenial company,” said Aristide. “I don
Legion of Honour which he is wearing.”

“How much will you take to go out? I have a cheque-book

Mr. Smith moved a few steps from the hearthrug. Aristide
of Aristide Pujol.

“I'll take five hundred pounds,” said he, “to stay in.”
“Stay in?” Mr. Smith grew apoplectic.

“Yes,” said Aristide. “You can’t do without me. Your daug
where is my historic chateau in Languedoc?”

“Mireilles,” said M. Poiron, who was sitting grim and tacit
“I like to meet an intelligent man,” said Aristide.

“I should like to wring your infernal neck,” said the kin
implicating yourself up to the hilt. I'm not going to be put

“Anything you like,” said Aristide, “so long as we all swin

Now, when Aristide Pujol arrived at this point in his narr
Briton, took him warmly to task for his sheer absence of ir
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“i’ll take five hundred pounds,” s

“My dear friend,” said he, “have you ever faced the wor
three-pence in your pocket? Five hundred pounds was a fc
didn’t hurt anybody. You and your British morals! Bah!” s:
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Aristide, after much parleying, was finally admitted into
play the part of the pecuniarily inconvenienced nobleman
their dear old common friend, Jules Dancourt of Rheims,
who was visiting England, to bring it over and dispatch it
so that he could meet the Honourable Harry in person. ]
concerned, was to be the purely disinterested friend. It wa
eminent Parisian expert who, chancing to be in London, h:

“It would not be wise for M. Poiron,” said Aristide, chuckl
—or a week—Ilike myself. He must go back to his hotel wt

“Mais, pardon!” cried M. Poiron, who had been formally
and come on by the next one. “I cannot go out into the we

Aristide appealed to his host. “But he is unreasonable, ck
stay here. Surely five hundred pounds is worth one little n

“Five hundred pounds!” exclaimed M. Poiron. “Qu’est-ce qi

“Then you're jolly well not going to get it,” cried Mr. Smit
yet.”

“Calm yourself, calm yourself!” smiled Aristide, who was ¢
At this moment the door opened and Miss Christabel appe
“I beg your pardon.”

Mr. Smith’s angry face wreathed itself in smiles.

“This, my darling, is M. Poiron, the eminent Paris expert, |
M. Poiron bowed. Aristide advanced.

“Mademoiselle, your appearance is like a mirage in a dese
She smiled indulgently and turned to her father. “I’ve beet

“Bring him in, dear child, bring him in!” said Mr. Smith, 1
to meet him.”

The girl flickered out of the room like a sunbeam (the phr
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and earnest colloquy. Presently Miss Christabel returned, .
cropped fair curly hair and a fair moustache, and frank bl
magical vision caught him wincing ever so little at Mr. Sn
hand.

“You have a beauty there, Baron, a perfect beauty,” said
with it.”

“Ma foi,” said Aristide, with his back against the end of
Mireilles. When one begins to collect, you know—and whe

“You were saying, M. le Baron,” said M. Poiron of Paris, “t
“A commission,” said Aristide. “My grandfather was a pat1
“Do you like it, dear?” asked the Honourable Harry.

“Oh, yes!” replied the girl, fervently. “It is beautiful. I fee
really in earnest when you said you would like me to com

“For me,” said Aristide, “it would be a visit of enchantmer
“You must take me, then,” she whispered to Harry. “The B
“Will you come, monsieur?” asked Aristide.

“Since I'm going to rob you of your picture,” said the yor
Lovely!” said he, going up to the Corot.

Aristide took Miss Christabel, now more bewitching than
aside and whispered:—

“But he is charming, your fiancé! He almost deserves his g
“Why almost?” she laughed, shyly.
“It is not a man, but a demi-god, that would deserve you, !
M. Poiron’s harsh voice broke out.

“You see, it is painted in the beginning of Corot’s later
became a trick. If you were to put it up to auction at Chris
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“That’s more than I can afford to give,” said the young m:
pounds. I don’t think I can go above three.”

“I have nothing to do with it, my dear boy, nothing whe
could put you on to one. It’s for the Baron here to mentior

“Well, Baron?” said the young man, cheerfully. “What’s yc

Aristide came forward and resumed his place at the end «
left stood Mr. Smith and Poiron, on his right Miss Christab

“I’ll not take three thousand pounds for it,” said Aristide. ¢
“I assure you it would be a fair price,” said Poiron.

“You mentioned that figure yourself only just now,” said )
“I presume, gentlemen,” said Aristide, “that this picture is
“Of course it is. Who said it wasn’t?”

“And you, M. Poiron, acknowledge formally that it is mine
“Sans aucun doute.”

“Eh bien,” said Aristide, throwing open his arms and gazin
“Not sell it? What the—what do you mean?” asked Mr. St

“I do not sell,” said Aristide. “Listen, my dear friends!” I
centre of the stage. “I have an announcement to make to y

There was a general gasp. Mr. Smith looked at him, red-f
between a laugh and a scream. Harry Ralston’s eyes flashe

“My dear sir——" he began.

“Pardon,” said Aristide, disarming him with the merry s
hopeless! I know it. But it will feed me to my dying day. I
you as a wedding present.”

He stood, with the air of a hero, both arms extended towa
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“I give it to you,” said he. “It is mine. I have no wish but f
“This is madness!” said Mr. Smith, bursting with suppresse
“My dear fellow!” said Mr. Harry Ralston. “It is unheard-o

“Then,” said Aristide, advancing dramatically to the pic
Languedoc.”

Mr. Smith caught him by the wrist and dragged him out o:
“You little brute! Do you want your neck broken?”

“Do you want the marriage of your daughter with the rich
“Oh, damn! Oh, damn! Oh, damn!” cried Mr. Smith, stamg
Aristide entered the dining-room and beamed on the comg

“The kind Mr. Smith has consented. Mr. Honourable Hari
the bell. A servant appeared.

“Some champagne to drink to the health of the fiancés,” h
Mr. Smith looked at him almost admiringly.

“By Jove!” he muttered. “You have got a nerve.”

“Voila!” said Aristide, when he had finished the story.
“And did they accept the Corot?” I asked.

“Of course. It is hanging now in the big house in Hampshi
his chair and hugging himself with mirth, “and we became

“And what about their honeymoon visit to Languedoc?”

“Alas!” said Aristide. “The morning before the wedding '
historic Chateau de Mireilles, with my priceless collection
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THE Al

There was a time when Aristide Pujol, in sole charge ¢
advisedly. If you had heard the awful thing as it passed t
progression. It was a two-seated, scratched, battered, ran
only horses, but other automobiles shied at it. It was a ve
daredevilry that the parts must have held together only th
have undertaken the undignified employment in which h
small towns and villages. It was not a fitting pursuit for
English Academy for Young Ladies. He wanted to rise,
Besides, there was the automobile. It is true he had boun
the success of the cure and a legend: “Guérissez vos cors,’
there was the automobile.

It had been lying for many motor-ages in the shed of the

by rust and worm, when suddenly an idea occurred to th
sell the cure about the country? The apostle in charge wo
commission on orders that he might place. But where to £
shaking their heads sorrowfully, went away. At last, at th
Aristide, and the Idea was the thing that always held hin
dazed him. He beheld himself doing his hundred kilomet
eaten rocking-horse is a fiery Arab of the plains; to Aristic
of space.

How they managed to botch up her interior so that she m
and where he himself learned to drive a motor-car is als
accomplishments. He could conjure; he could model birds
drum hanging round his neck during most of his military
that ever emitted sound—a gift that endeared him to chi
material possessions. The fact that he had never done a tt
he would have undertaken to conduct the orchestra at Cc
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my head about so small a matter as the way in which he I

Behold him, then, one raw March morning, scuttering alo1
a goat-skin cap drawn down well over his ears. His handsc
the circumambient shagginess. There was not a turn visit
signifying cart or creature. Aristide Pujol gave himself up
In spite of the racing-track surface, the crazy car bumped
and squealed; every nut seemed to have got loose and te
every part; it creaked and clanked like an over-insured tr:
noisome vapours belched forth from the open exhaust-p
Aristide. The car was going (it did not always go), the ro
moment he desired nothing more of life.

This road between Arles and Salon runs through one of tl
between two long low ranges of hills. It is strewn like

together as the shingle on a beach. Rank grass shoots up
sunless day under a lowering sky it is a land accursed. Mil
habitation cheers the sight, for from such a soil no humai
from Salon to Arles passes along the road. The cheery pa
and hens, no men and women lounging to their work; no
along in their little carts. As far as the eye can reach no
plain, the ridges on either side, the long, straight, endless :

To walk through it would be a task as depressing as mo:
tremulous visions of Paradise. What need to look to right
looked neither to right nor left, and knew this was heaven
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beteen tl;e folds of the blank:
of a sleeping ch

Suddenly, however, he became aware of a small black spo
like a great stone. He swerved as he passed it, and, looki
should be lying there that, his curiosity being aroused, he
less did it resemble an ordinary bundle. He bent down, an

“Nom de Dieu!” cried Aristide. “Nom de Dieu de nom de Diei

He ought not to have said it, but his astonishment was gre
soul was visible. How did the baby get there? The heaver



67

The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol

frogs, and what not; but there is no mention of them ever
even have fallen from the tail of a cart, for then it woulc
different baby from the sound, chubby mite sleeping as pe
not have come there accidentally. Deliberate hands had Iz
been out of the track of thundering automobiles? When
fierce and honest anathema on the heads of the bowelless
bundle tenderly in his arms.

The wee face puckered for a moment and the wee limb:
wonderingly in the face. So must the infant Remus have fi
to be devoured, it began to cry lustily, showing two little 1

“Mon pauvre petit, you are hungry,” said Aristide, carrying
I only had a little biscuit and wine to give you; but, ala
babies. Wait, wait, mon chéri, until we get to Salon. There

He danced the baby up and down in his arms and made t
its original calm stare of wonderment.

“Voila,” said Aristide, delighted. “Now we can advance.”

He deposited it on the vacant seat, clambered up behind

went slowly and carefully, his heart in his mouth at even
its slippery resting-place. But, alas! he did not proceed fai
happened, and, after a few perplexed and exhausting mo
most feather-headed of mortals—to fill up his tank before
patiently until another motorist should pass by from wh
Meanwhile the baby would go breakfastless. Aristide clan
Sitting there on his apparently home-made vehicle, in th
shaggy goat-skin cap and coat, he resembled an up-to-date

The disposal of the child at Salon would be simple. After t
would take it to the Enfants Trouvés, the department of St
the country of twenty-five francs a month per foundling.
do of the foundling. But that was the affair of the State, n:
in a coarse calico jumper, very unclean. The striped blanl
He got down and from his valise took what seemed neces
baby, stark naked for a few moments, crowed and laughx
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months old. When he seemed fit to be clad Aristide tied ]
tiny arms; and, further, with a view to cheating his hunge
into the split mouth of a woollen sock. Aristide regarded
travelling-rug and entered into an animated conversation.

Now it happened that, at the most interesting point of th
clung strong.

A queer thrill ran through the impressionable man. The ti
scrap—and the pure eyes looked truthfully into his soul.

“Poor little wretch!” said Aristide, who, peasant’s son th:
Enfants Trouvés you’ll have a devil of a time of it.”

The tiny clasp tightened. As if the babe understood, the ch

“You’ll be cuffed and kicked and half starved, while your :
and wonder why the deuce you’re alive, and wish you wei
to run over you.”

The clasp relaxed, puckers appeared at the corners of the
brow.

“Poor little devil!” said Aristide. “My heart bleeds for you,
shoe-horn I ever possessed.”

A welcome sound caused Aristide to leap into the middle
came swooping down. He held up both his arms, the si
stopped. It was an evil-looking, drab, high-powered racer,
cap and asked courteously:—

“What can we do for you, monsieur?”

At that moment the baby broke into heart-rending cries. 2
at the baby, then at the bear again.

“Monsieur,” said he, “I suppose it’s useless to ask you whe
“Mais dites donc!” shouted the bear, furiously, his hand on

Aristide held up a protesting hand, and fixed the bear witt
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“Pardon, monsieur, I am also out of petrol. Forgive a fathe
the more imperative. But if you could sell me enough petr.

The request for petrol is not to be refused. To supply it,
extracted a tin from the recesses of the torpedo, and stooc
ground. He smiled.

“You seem amused,” said Aristide.
“Parbleu!” said the motorist. “You have at the back of you

“That,” replied Aristide, “is easily understood. I am the
carrying from a dead mother to an invalid aunt, I am usin
the efficacy of the corn-cure.”

The bear laughed and joined his companion, and the
arrangement of string fastened it securely to the seat. "
pleasantly. The tug was at his heart-strings. How could
belonged to him. Had he not in jest claimed paternity? It
equal veracity) “mon automobile.” A generous thrill ran t
delighted babe.

“Mon petit Jean,” said he, with humorous tenderness,
Administration board you out among the wolves. You shal

As Aristide had no fixed abode whatever, the address on I
woman of his acquaintance, with whom he lodged when 1
But when was Aristide otherwise than rash? Had prudence
the Maison Hiéropath, and consequently would not have ¢

In great delight at this satisfactory settlement of little Je
Jean, fatigued by the emotions of the last half-hour, slumt

“The little angel!” said Aristide.

The sun was shining when they arrived at Salon, the gay
trees and open spaces, and fountains and cafés, and saunt
main street, the last vestige of ancient ramparts; and even
an old, old, wrinkled grandmother smiling amid her dais
stood at the doorways. The prospect augured well for the ]
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Aristide stopped before an hotel, disentangled Jean, to the
the landlady.

“Madame,” he said, “this is my son. I am taking him from
He is very hungry, and I beseech you to feed him at once.’

The motherly woman received the babe instinctively and
him.

“Mon Dieu! Qu’est-ce que c’est que ¢a?”

She stared in stupefaction at the stocking-cap and at the
neck the waist was tightly drawn. Never since the world b

“My son’s luggage has unfortunately been lost. His portn
mere man, madame.”

“Evidently,” said the woman, with some asperity.

Aristide took a louis from his purse. “If you will purchase
Hiéropath of Marseilles, which I represent, you will be doi

The landlady took the louis in a bewildered fashion. Allow
the clothes he must have been wearing? Aristide entered 1
she could not grasp the fantastic.

“Mon Dieu!” she said. “To think that there are Christia
grotesque infant close to her breast, disappeared indignani
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he demonstrated the proper aplicatil

Aristide breathed a sigh of relief, and after a well-earned
trade. First he unfurled the Hiéropath banner, which flo
ointment-boxes (together with pills and a toothache-killer
grafted putty corns in every stage of callosity. As soon

increased he performed prodigies of chiropody on the put
all the while. He has told me, in the grand manner, that t
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loved to talk, it was Aristide Pujol; and what profession, s
public vendor of quack medicaments? As a matter of fa
confessed the need thereof, and a blushing wench came
humoured crowd in a roar. He loved to exert his half-me
and generous dwelling-place; but he had the puckish sv
success because he treated it as an art, thinking nothing
predecessor Tabarin of imperishable memory, and satisfyi
life in the brass-buttoned shell-jacket of a chasseur in a M
accompanied by beautifully dressed ladies, he had soci
ambiguous. Ah me! What would man be without the unatt

Aristide pocketed his takings, struck his flag, dismantled t
day’s work over, he returned to inquire for his suppositi
cleansed and powdered, arrayed in the smug panoply ¢
decorated with white satin ribbons crowned his head. He
and dribbled self-consciously, and showed his two little t
her little dark parlour beyond the office, and there exh
Aristide. She also demanded the greater part of another lo

After all, here was a babe equipped to face the exigencies
was fine, and as it seemed a pity to waste satin and rabbi
landlady, and, joyous as a schoolboy, wheeled the splendit

That evening a bed was made up for the child in Aristide’s
chambermaids and all the kitchen wenches in the hotel. A

“This is excellent,” said he, apostrophizing the thoroughl
women, and as every woman thinks she can be a much
enthusiastic nurses. Jean, you will live like a little coq en

The night passed amid various excursions on the part of /
arose to see whether he was alive. Sometimes he gave st
walked him about the room chanting lullabies. This was
him back to bed he howled. Aristide snatched him up an
sleep, and returned to an excited pillow. It is a fearsome tt

“T'll get used to it,” said Aristide.

The next morning he purchased a basket, which he lashec
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basket. The berth prepared, he deposited the sumptuou
landlady and her satellites.

Thus began the oddest Odyssey on which ever mortals
legendary in the villages of Provence. When the days wei
Becoming a magnet for the women, and being of a good-
earned his keep, as Aristide declared in exultation. Soon A
chance acquaintances of his vagabondage. To a permaner
day of his birth, chronicled the coming of the first tooth, v
himself of his fatherhood. And every day the child crept d
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it is a fearsome thing for a man to be left alone in the
with a young baby
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Together they had many wanderings and many adventure
tobogganed down hills without a brake at the imminent
spent hours by the wayside while Aristide took her to
Sometimes, too, an inn boasted no landlady, only a dishev
powdered Jean himself, the landlord lounging by, pipe
summoned the doctor, who told him that he had filled t
exposure to sun and rain and piercing mistral, Jean throy
began to regard himself as an expert in denticulture.

At the end of a fairly-wide circuit, Aristide, with empty s
He had arrived there not without difficulty. On the outski
groaned, rattled, whirred, given a couple of convulsive le:
hitherto he had been able to wheedle her into resumed
another throb in the tired engines. A friendly motorist tov
and given Jean in charge of the landlady, he procured sor
the car to be put into running condition for the following 1

He found Jean in the vestibule, sprawling sultanesquely -
girls in pigtails, an ancient peasant-woman, and two Engli

“Here is the father,” said the landlady.

He had already explained Jean to the startled woman—I:
said, according to rigid formula, “this is my son. I am taki
my hands. I beseech you to let some kind woman attend tc

There was no need for further explanation. Aristide, thus
assembled women. They resumed their antiphonal choru
charm. He had a bubble and a “goo” for everyone. Aristide

“Ah! qu’il est fort—fort comme un Turc.”

“Regardez ses dents.”

“The darling thing!”

“Il est—oh, dear!—il est ravissante!”—with a disastrous plu

“Tiens! il rit. C’est moi qui le fais rire.”
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“To think,” said the younger Englishwoman to her sister, “
“He’s having the time of his life. He enjoys it as much as I

The lady started. She was a well-bred, good-humoured -
features. Her sister was thin, faded, sandy, and kind-lookit

“I thought you were French,” she said, apologetically.

“So I am,” replied Aristide. “Provencal of Provence, Mérid
“But you talk English perfectly.”

“I've lived in your beautiful country,” said Aristide.

“You have the bonniest boy,” said the elder lady. “How ol
“Nine months, three weeks and a day,” said Aristide, promr
The younger lady bent over the miraculous infant.

“Can I take him? Est-ce que je puis—oh, dear!” She turned :

He translated. The landlady surrendered the babe. The
feminine security, about the hall, while the little girls in |
the old peasant-woman looked benignly on, a myriad-wrii
brief comradeship; he had thought little of it, as it was th
seemed to matter a great deal. She lifted Jean and himself

It was the hour of the day when infants of nine months
arms. Jean clung to his English nurse, who played ti
accomplishment. She was dull and practical.

“Come and be washed,” she said.
“Oh, do let me come, too,” cried the English lady.
“Bien volontiers, mademoiselle,” said the other. “C’est par ici

The English lady held Jean out for the paternal good-nigh
curious and sweet intimacy.

“My sister is passionately fond of children,” said the elder
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“And you?”
“I, too. But Anne—my sister—will not let me have a chanc

After dinner Aristide went up, as usual, to his room to see
with the earnestness of a nursery-maid, patted him off to ¢
upon the two sisters sitting on a bench and drinking coffe
and all the life of Aix not at the cafés promenaded up anc
the latest news. Permission to join them at their coffee w
from the baby to general topics. The ladies told the simpl
the next day to Avignon. They also told their name—Hc
Chislehurst when they were in England, and often came 1
His Majesty’s Theatre. As guileless, though as self-reliant
responsive, fell at once into the key of their talk. He ha:
against his cheek.

At last the conversation inevitably returned to Jean. The 1
deplored the orphaned state of the precious babe. For he v

“If only you had seen him in his bath, Janet!”
She turned to Aristide. “I'm afraid,” she said, very softly, t
He made a wry mouth. The sympathy was so sincere, so w

Y

“Mademoiselle,” said he, “I can play a farce with landle
different. Jean is not my child, and who his parents are I'v

“Not your child?” They looked at him incredulously.
“I will tell you—in confidence,” said he.

Jean’s history was related in all its picturesque details; the
in their foolish eyes. Behind the tears Anne’s grew bright.

“Oh, I call it splendid of you!”

He took the hand and, in his graceful French fashion, touc
grasp it.

“Your commendation, mademoiselle, is sweet to hear,” sai
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“I hope he will grow up to be a true comfort to you, M. Pu
“I can understand a woman doing what you’ve done, but s

“But, dear mademoiselle,” cried Aristide, with a large ges
baby fingers? Why should love of the helpless and the inn«

“Why, indeed?” said Miss Janet.

Miss Anne said, humbly: “I only meant that your devotion
Soon after this they parted, the night air having grown chi
Anne’s hand lingered the fraction of a second longer in his

Aristide wandered down the gay avenue into the open ro:
felt, in his sensitive way, that the two sweet-souled Engl
hotel he kissed his incongruous room-mate with the gentle

In the morning he went round to the garage. The foreman
“Well?”

“There is nothing to be done, monsieur.”

“What do you mean by ‘nothing to be done’?” asked Aristi
The other shrugged his sturdy shoulders.

“She is worn out. She needs new carburation, new cylinc
new gears, new bolts, new nuts, new everything. In short,

Aristide listened in incredulous amazement. His automc
impossible. But a quarter of an hour’s demonstration by 1
All the petrol in the world would not stimulate her into ]
The car, which, in spite of her manifold infirmities, he hac

“And there is nothing to be done?”
“Nothing, monsieur. Fifty francs is all that she is worth.”

“At any rate,” said Aristide, “send the basket to the Hotel «
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He went out of the garage like a man in a dream. At the ¢
and all he saw of her was the ironical legend, “Cure your (

At the hotel he found the bench outside occupied chie
administered the feeding-bottle. Provincial France is the
public, and nobody heeds.

“I hope you’ve not come to tell Jean to boot and saddle,” ¢

“Alas!” said Aristide, cheered by the charming spectacl
hopelessly. I ought to go at once to my firm in Marseilles”
what to do with Jean.”

“Oh, I’ll look after Jean.”

“But you said you were leaving for Avignon to-day.”
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one of the little girls in pigtails was holding him, wl
feeding-bottle
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She laughed, holding the feeding-bottle. “The Palace of tl
whereas Jean——" Here Jean, for some reason known to
century?” she cried, logically inconsequential, like most of

So Aristide took the train to Marseilles—a half-hour’s jot
part of St. Louis, and a brimstone-manufacturing suburb o
could lead men into diverse lunacies, but it could not
automobile for his personal convenience. The old auto hs
had lasted as long as it did. He had expected it to explo
brained youth whom at times they humoured. Meanw
advertisement; therefore they had no further use for M. Pt

“Good,” said Aristide, when he reached the evil thoroughi
Marseilles before me, and it will be astonishing if I do not

Aristide tramped and tramped all day through the street
perplexity. He was used to finding himself suddenly c
resourcefulness had always carried him through. But ther
many years the dragon-fly’s wings grew limp. Jean—what

Jean had already gone to sleep when he arrived. All day
happiest day of her life.

“I don’t wonder at your being devoted to him, M. Pujol,” s

“Yes, mademoiselle,” replied Aristide, with an unaccustor
wrapped up in a baby of nine months old—but—it’s like t
of passion.

Miss Anne smiled kindly, not dreaming of his perplexity, :
dinner, Aristide sitting at the central table d’héte, the ladi
drank coffee and talked the evening away. He was not as
everything else in the world but Jean. The temptation tc
resisted. They regarded him as on a social equality, as a n
bring Jean to see them at Chislehurst when he should
penniless vagabond. The exquisite charm of their frank int

They retired early. Aristide again sought the message of tt
café brought him neither comfort nor inspiration. He retu:
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What could be done? Neither the sleeping babe nor hims
part. To carry him about like an infant prince in an auto1
hardships in his makeshift existence was impossible. In |
Jean. Aristide always regarded the fortune of the momer
Now Jean and he must part. Aristide felt that the end of
own way, the soothing rocking of his father’s arms. There

“What can I do with you, mon petit Jean?”
The Enfants Trouvés, after all? He thought of it with a shu

The child asleep again, he laid it on its bed, and then sat
illuminated his mind. It was the only way. He took out his

In the travelling-basket, which had been sent from the gai
sleeping Jean, and wrapped him up snug and warm in bec
odds and ends belonging to the child, took from his valise
miserable man in France then counted up his money, div
enclosed in an envelope.

“My little Jean,” said he, laying the envelope on the child’
more to pay your wretched father’s hotel bill. Good-bye, n

About an hour afterwards Miss Anne awoke and listened, :
“Janet, do you hear that?”

“It’s a child crying. It’s just outside the door.”

“It sounds like Jean.”

“Nonsense, my dear!”

But Anne switched on the light and went to see for hersel
found the basket—a new Pharoah’s daughter before a ne
and read the letter addressed to Janet and herself. She bur

“Oh, Janet, why couldn’t he have told us?”
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And then she fell to hugging the child to her bosom.

Meanwhile Aristide Pujol, clad in his goat-skin cap and c
Fortune; gloriously certain that he had assured Jean’s futu

THE A

Once upon a time Aristide Pujol found himself standing
world. His last sou had gone to Madame Bidoux, who ke
room for a ridiculously small weekly sum to Aristide wtl
forwarded him such letters as might arrive for him; anc
whereabouts only at vague intervals of time, the transacti
correspondence was peculiarly difficult.

He had made Madame Bidoux’s acquaintance in the dim
down the Rue Saint Honoré, he had come upon tragedy. )
a little mongrel dog—her own precious possession—whict
and vociferation. Aristide uncovered his head, as though h

“Madame,” said he, “I perceive that your little dog has a t
into splints and guarantee a perfect cure. Needless to say,

Snatching the dog from the arms of the fascinated wom
stupefied assistant, and—to cut short a story which Ari
Madame Bidoux’s eternal gratitude. For Madame Bidoux
world held no more devoted friend than Madame Bidou
summer time when she set a little iron table and a coupl
and many a gewgaw sent from London or Marseilles or ¢
Aristide I myself have called on this excellent woman, an
trotters and chou-crofite with her on the pavement of the ]
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Unfortunately Madame Bidoux has nothing further to do v

There came a day—it was a bleak day in November, w
Aristide’s. To him, unsuspicious of coincidence, she confid

“Madame Bidoux,” said he with a flourish, and the air of
went out penniless into the street.

Aristide was never happier than when he had not a penny
and Holy Water and the Pope; but the faith that thrilled
marched to meet it with the throbbing pulses of a soldier
Rue de la Paix, along the Grands Boulevards, smiling ¢
Boulevard des Bonnes Filles de Calvaire. Here he was arre
frostiness of the terrace, threw his arms about him and kis

“Mais, c’est toi, Pujol!”
“C’est toi, Roulard!”

Roulard dragged Aristide to his frosty table and ordered ¢
played the kettle drum. During their military service they
They looked at each other and laughed and thumped each

“Ce vieux Roulard!”
“Ce sacré Pujol.”
“And what are you doing?” asked Aristide, after the first e

A cloud overspread the battered man’s features. He had a
trombone in the “Tournée Gulland,” a touring opera comg
which it took half a week’s salary to satisfy. Mais enfin, q
making a fortune. Aristide threw back his head, and laug
situation. Roulard sat for a while thoughtful and silent. Pr

“Tiens, mon vieux,” said he, “I have an idea.”

It was an idea worthy of Aristide’s consideration. The dru
been filled. Various executants who had drummed on ap
verge of homicidal mania. Why should not Aristide, past
Gulland?



85

The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol

Aristide’s eyes sparkled, his fingers itched for the drumstic

“Mon vieux Roulard!” he cried, “you have saved my life. M
me to this chef d’orchestre.”

So Roulard, when the hour of rehearsal drew nigh, condu
Aristide performed such prodigies of repercussion that he
the castagnettes and the tambourine, in the orchestra of tk

To tell how Aristide drummed and cymballed the progre:
through France would mean the rewriting of a “Capitaine
flesh as that of a goose. He was the Adonis, the Apollo, t
before him; from diva to moustachioed contralto in the
recognized, in fact, as a devil of a fellow. But in spite
castagnettes and tambourine, which at first had given hir
that almost drove him mad. All day long the thought of -
instruments of noise to which duty would compel him at ¢
female sex were powerless to console. He passed them by,

“Mais, mon Dieu, c’est le métier!” expostulated Roulard.

“Sale métier!” cried Aristide, who was as much fitted for t
“A beast of a trade! One is no longer a man. One is just an

In this depraved state of mind he arrived at Perpignan, wh

Now, Perpignan is the last town of France on the Gulf o
monster of Le Canigou, the pride of the Eastern Pyrenees,
town. The Quai Sadi-Carnot (is there a provincial town in
one end is the modern Place Arago, at the other Le
machicolations of the 14th century with some modern adc
to the city. Between the Castillet and the Place Arago, th
other resorts of the aristocracy. Any little street off it will
great block of old buildings surrounded on its four sides 1
cramped, crumbling, Spanish, picturesque. The oldest of
palace, the cloth exchange in the glorious days when Pe
such-like magnificoes of the Mediterranean. But nowada
café, which takes up all the ground floor. Hugging it tigl
place, at some hour or other of the day, inevitably gravi
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women, loafers, horses, dogs, wagons, all crowd in a nois}
streets, tortuous, odorous and cool, intersecting the old tc
one side flanked by the Théatre Municipal.

From the theatre Aristide Pujol issued one morning after
themselves at a humble café hard by, went forth in searc
café waiter until the latter, with a disconcerting “Voila! \
Dame onto the Quai Sadi-Carnot. There a familiar sound
pitched voice. It was the Town Crier, with whom, as with

They met by the parapet of the Quai, just as Pére Bracass:
leant weakly against the parapet.

“How goes it, Pere Bracasse?”

“Alas, mon bon Monsieur, it goes from bad to worse,” :
accursed rheumatism in my shoulder gives me atrocious p.

“How much more of your round have you to go?” asked A
“I have only just begun,” said Pére Bracasse.

The Southern sun shone from a cloudless sky; a light, kee
idea flashed through Aristide’s mind. He whipped the drur

“Pére Bracasse,” said he, “you are suffering from rheums:
round for you. Listen,” and he beat such a tattoo as Pére B

The old man, too weary to resist and fascinated by Ari
magnificent roll and proclaimed in a clarion voice that
whoever would deposit it at the Mairie would receive a re

“That’s all?” he enquired.
“That’s all,” said Pere Bracasse. “I live in the Rue Petite-de

Aristide darted off like a dragon-fly in the sunshine, as h
with no score or conductor’s baton to worry him. He was :
of the audience. He pitied poor Roulard, who could never

The effect of his drumming before the Café de la Loge was
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to listen to him. By the time he had threaded the busy stri
of urchins. On the Place Arago he halted on the fringe
thunder. He drummed and drummed till he became the c
much since he left Paris.

He was striding away, merry-eyed and happy, followec
prosperous roll of fat above the back of his collar, and the
glass-covered café commanding the Place, hurried up and

“Pardon, my friend,” said he, “what are you doing there?”
“You shall hear, monsieur,” replied Aristide, clutching the
“For the love of Heaven!” cried the other hastily interrupti
“I am crying the loss of a bracelet, monsieur!”

“But who are you?”

“I am Aristide Pujol, and I play the drum, kettle-drum, tric
And now, in my turn, may I ask to whom I have the honot

“I am the Mayor of Perpignan.”

Aristide raised his hat politely. “I hope to have the pleasur
The Mayor, attracted by the rascal’s guileless mockery, lat
“You will, my friend, if you go on playing that drum. You

Aristide explained. Pére Bracasse was ill, suffering from 1
that Pére Bracasse being a municipal functionary could !
desist from drumming and crying. Aristide bowed to authc

“But I was enjoying myself so much, Monsieur le Maire. Y:

The Mayor laughed again. There was an irresistible chai
beard and magically luminous eyes.

“I should have thought you had enough of drums in your ¢

“Ah! there I am cramped!” cried Aristide. “I have it in hor
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The Mayor mechanically moved from the spot where the
him; and, such is democratic France, and also such was t
meeting with him at Aigues-Mortes fall helplessly under
walking together, side by side, along the Quai Sadi-Carno
incidents of it as were meet for Mayoral ears—and when
Bracasse—they shook hands warmly and mutually express

They met again; Aristide saw to that. They met again th:
Mayor seated at a table in the company of another prospe:
Mayor saluted and presented him to Monsieur Quérin, tt
saluted and declared himself enchanted at the encounter.
consume liquid refreshment. Aristide glowingly accepted
given to be the boon companion of a Mayor and a Preside:

Then ensued a conversation momentous in its consequenct

The Syndicat d’Initiative is a semi-official body existing in
citizens and developing the resources and possibilities of t
smitten and, in spite of the icy tramontana, even as joyo
outburst of gaiety and pageantry, is unique in France. Bt
visitors. Biarritz is on the Atlantic coast at the other end
Lions. No English or Americans—the only visitors of an
melancholy fact bewailed by Monsieur Quérin. The town
agreed. If the English and Americans came in their horde
Carnival, the fortunes of all the citizens would be assured.

“Advertise it,” said Aristide. “Flood the English-speaking v
part of the town. It is not known to the Anglo-Saxons.”

“How can you be certain of that?” asked Monsieur Quérin.

“Parbleu!” he cried, with a wide gesture. “I have know
Provencal. I have taught in schools in England. I know the

His companions acquiesced sadly. Aristide, aglow with a s

“Monsieur le Maire and Monsieur le Président du Syndic:
the cymbals, the castagnettes and the tambourine in the
finger-tips of both hands to his bosom—“to me, Aristide P
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The Mayor and the President laughed.

But my astonishing friend prevailed—not indeed to the e
but to the extent of being employed, I fear in a subord
Tournée Gulland found another drum and went its tuneful
glee. At last he had found permanence in a life where her
genius. He began to nourish insensate ambitions. He w
Already he saw his statue on the Quai Sadi-Carnot.

His rise in the social scale of the town was meteoric, chie!
She was a hard-featured old lady, with a face that might t
She dressed always in black, was very devout and rich an
Café on the Place Arago—where on Sunday afternoons all
victim to his fascination. Accompanying her grandmothe
Aristide soon learned), nineteen, pretty, demure, perfectly
modest grace which only a provincial French Convent can

Aristide’s heart left his body and rolled at the feet of Mad
was of Provence and not of Peckham Rye or Hoboken, anc

Aristide called on Madame Coquereau, who entertained h
was invited to dinner. In a short space of time he becam
grew familiar with the family secrets. First he learned
thousand francs. Aristide’s heart panted at the feet of Me
personage of great dignity and importance in civic affairs
bags. Her son had but little personal fortune. He had re:
Madame Coquereau meant immediate poverty and the
establishments. None of the objects of Monsieur Coque
Coquereau’s blushing candidates had caused a pulse in Mc
adoration and holy terror. She held him in abject subjectic
Monsieur’s impotence and despair. As for Mademoiselle S
maddening demureness.

So passed the halcyon hours. During the day time Aristic
would have put a pushing Land and Estate Agent in tl
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Coquereau, while Mademoiselle Stéphanie, model of mo
Monsieur le Maire, of course, played his game of manilla :
If it had not been for the presence of Mademoiselle Stépha

On the first evening of the Carnival, which lasts nearly a
Mademoiselle Stéphanie, made an excuse to slip away rat
gravel with a quick step and flung out of the iron gates. !
and modern and defaced by all sorts of oriel windows
surrounded by a low brick wall. Aristide, on emerging th
nearest to the town, and reached the corner, just in time t
head, disappear round the further angle. Paying no heed t
to the great Avenue des Plantanes where the revelry of
flourished in the Avenue des Plantanes.

The next morning the Mayor entered his office with a very

“Do you know what has happened? My house was broken
some valuable jewelry were stolen. Quel malheur!” he crie
to lose three thousand francs at once. If they had robbed n

Aristide expressed his sympathy.

“Whom do you suspect?” he asked.

“A robber, parbleu!” said the Mayor. “The police are even :
The door opened and a plain clothes detective entered the
“Monsieur le Maire,” said he, with an air of triumph, “I kn
Both men leapt to their feet.

“Ah!” said Aristide.

“A la bonne heure!” cried the Mayor.

“Arrest him at once,” said Aristide.

“Alas, Monsieur,” said the detective, “that I cannot do. !
yesterday afternoon. But it is José Puégas that did it. I knc
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“Tiens!” said the Mayor, reflectively. “I know him also, an
“But why are you not looking for him?” exclaimed Aristids
“Arrangements have been made,” replied the detective col
Aristide suddenly bethought him of the furtive masquer of
“I can put you on his track,” said he, and related what he |
The Mayor looked dubious. “It wasn’t he,” he remarked.
“José Puégas, Monsieur, would not commit a burglary in ¢
“It was a vow, I suppose,” said Aristide, stung to irony. “I"
The detective did not condescend to reply.

“Monsieur le Maire,” said he, “I should like to examine the
“With the permission of Monsieur le Maire,” said Aristide.
“Certainly,” said the Mayor. “The more intelligences conce
“I am not of that opinion,” said the detective.

“It is the opinion of Monsieur le Maire,” said Aristide rebu

When they reached the house—distances are short in 1
premises. Old Madame Coquereau in a clean white linen «
of them.

“Good morning, Monsieur Pujol, what do you think of this
“A veritable catastrophe,” said Aristide.

She shrugged her iron shoulders. “I tell him it serves him 1
not in a tin machine by a window which anyone can get a

“Ah, Maman!” expostulated the Mayor of Perpignan.

But she turned her back on him and worried the policeme
exact conclusion. The thief had climbed over the back w
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marks of infraction. He had broken open the safe—there v
bad, socialistic, Barcelona blood, could have done it. The
procés verbal. Aristide felt strangely depressed. He had
melodramatic scene in which he not only was not playir
pageant was abhorrent to the nature of Aristide Pujol.

Moodily he wandered away from the little crowd. He hate
the kitchen-door theory. Why should not the thief have sii
floor? He went round the house and examined the wind
shutters and the high window were intact. The police wert

Suddenly his quick eye lit on something in the gravel path
Aristide picked it up and began to dance and shake his fist
“Aha!” he cried, “now we shall see who is right and who i.

He began to search and soon found another bit of confetti
he discovered that they formed a trail to a point in the w
mortar dislodged by nefarious toes. And there, mirabile vi:
of pompon that gives a finish to a pierrot’s shoes. Evidentl

The pig-headed masquer stood confessed.

A less imaginative man than Aristide would have immedic
mechanical bureaucrat who tried to discover crime with :
head should be poured the vials of his contempt.

“Tron de Uair!” cried Aristide—a Provencal oath which he
whole lot of you the laughing-stock of Perpignan.”

So did my versatile friend, joyously confident in his powet

“Madame Coquereau,” said he, that evening, while she wa
the scoundrel to justice?”

“To say that you would have more sense than the police, v
Stéphanie raised cloistral eyes from her embroidery frame

“You have a clue, Monsieur?” she asked with adorable tim
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Aristide tapped his forehead with his forefinger. “All is the

They exchanged a glance—the first they had exchanged-
glance as the promise of supreme reward for great deeds a

The mayor returned early from the café, a dejected man.
his mother sorrowfully on the cheek, his niece on the br«
XVI chair, rested his elbows on its unconsoling arms and h

“My poor uncle! You suffer so much?” breathed Stéphanie
“Little Saint!” murmured Aristide devoutly, as he declared

The Mayor moved his head sympathetically. He was sul
Coquereau’s attention wandered from the cards.

“Dis donc, Fernand,” she said sharply. “Why are you not w
The Mayor looked up.

“Maman,” said he, “it is stolen.”

“Your beautiful ring?” cried Aristide.

The Mayor’s ring, which he usually wore, was a remarka
enormous topaz between their heads. Only a Mayor could

“You did not tell me, Fernand,” rasped the old lady. “You
The Mayor rose wearily. “It was to avoid giving you pain,

“And now it is lost,” said Madame Coquereau, throwing d
she was my sister. A ring that had been blessed by His Hol

“But, maman,” expostulated the Mayor, “that was an imag
anyone else——"

“Silence, impious atheist that you are!” cried the old lad
That is the son of to-day. He will call his mother a liar as
world. And instead of taking care of this precious heirloor
am sorry I can play no more, I must retire. Stéphanie, will
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And gathering up Stéphanie like a bunch of snowdrops, th
The Mayor looked at Aristide and moved his arms dejectec
“Such are women,” said he.

“My own mother nearly broke her heart because I would r
“I wish I were a Turk,” said the Mayor.

“I, too,” said Aristide.

He took pouch and papers and rolled a cigarette.

“If there is a man living who can say he has not felt like tk
“How well you understand me, my good Pujol,” said Mons

The next few days passed busily for Aristide. He devoted
study window and the wall; he drew radiating lines from
finding more confetti. He cross-examined every purveyor «
the police, still tracing the mysterious José Puégas. A ¢
understand, but with whom he had formed a derisory kinc

“Jamais de la vie!” he cried—“The honour of Aristide Pujol

The thing became an obsession. Not only his honour but
person in Perpignan. He would know how to improve hi
him as its saviour. The Government would decorate him.
adorable Mademoiselle Stéphanie in his arms and her two
a prize shimmered before him in the near distance.

On the last Saturday night of the Carnival, there was a spe
plane trees just outside the Porte Notre Dame, which is
threw confetti and serpentins. They rode hobby-horses an
whirled down the Avenue in Bacchic madness. It was a c
everyone was masked. Chinese lanterns hung from the t
revellers. Above, great standard electric lamps shed their
and laughter and music filled the air.

Aristide in a hideous red mask and with a bag of confetti
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had to throw your arm round a girl’s waist and swing her
talked in the squeaky voice that is the recognized etiquet:
you along with her. Your mad career generally ended in :
Aristide became peculiarly attracted. Her movements w
piquant.

“This hurly-burly,” said he, drawing her into a quiet eddy
“Beau masque,” said she, “I perceive that you are a man of
“Shall we find a spot where we can mingle the overflow of
“As you like.”

“Allons! Hop!” cried he, and seizing her round the waist de
“There is a sequestered spot round here,” he said.

They turned. The sequestered spot, a seat beneath a plane
“It’s a pity!” said the fair unknown.

But Aristide said nothing. He stared. On the seat reposed
whose arm was around the lady’s waist, wore a pig’s head

Aristide’s eyes fell upon the shoes. On one of them the por

The lady’s left hand tenderly patted the cardboard snout
fourth finger, a topaz ring, the topaz held in its place by t

Aristide stared for two seconds; it seemed to him two ce
raced back to the middle of the throng. There, in the crt
friend the brigadier happened to be on duty. He unmaske
him with the astounding discovery.

“I was right, mon vieux! There at the end of the Avenue y
shoe, and his bonne amie wearing the stolen ring. Ah! you
who have to come to Perpignan to teach you your busines:

“What do you want me to do?” asked the brigadier stolidly

“Do?” cried Aristide. “Do you think I want you to kiss ther
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“Arrest them,” said the brigadier.

“Eh bien!” said Aristide. Then he paused—possibly the dr:
off them. I will run and fetch Monsieur le Maire and he wi

The stout brigadier grunted an assent and rolled monume
Mayor’s house. He was rather a panting triumph than a n
hero of the town. Soon would the wedding bells be playii
himself.

He dashed past the maid-servant who opened the door ai
for the night. Mademoiselle Stéphanie had already gone tc

“Mon Dieu, what is all this?” she cried.

“Madame,” shouted he, “glorious news. I have found the t
He told his tale. Where was Monsieur le Maire?

“He has not yet come back from the café.”

“I’ll go and find him,” said Aristide.

“And waste time? Bah!” said the iron-faced old lady, catcl
sister Philoméne. Who should know it better than I?”

“As you like, Madame,” said Aristide.

Two minutes found them on their journey. Madame Coque
“They don’t make metal like me, nowadays,” she said scor
When they arrived at the gate of the Avenue, the police or

“Monsieur,” said Aristide, in lordly fashion, to a policem
Coquereau, and then help the Brigadier Pésac to arrest the

The man obeyed, went ahead clearing the path with the
followed gloriously. As the impressive progress continued
the Avenue Brigadier Pésac was on guard. He approached.

“They are still there,” he said.
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“Good,” said Aristide.

The two police-officers, Aristide and Madame Coquereau
Madame Coquereau pounced like a hawk on the masked I:

“I identify it,” she cried. “Brigadier, give these people in cl

The white masked crowd surged around the group, in
flourished in one hand his red mask and in the other a por

“This I found,” said he, “beneath the wall of Monsieur le N

The crowd murmured their applause and admiration. Nt
painted leer. A rumbling voice beneath it said:

“We will go quietly.”

“Attention s’il vous plait,” said the policemen, and each hol
and Aristide followed close behind.

“What did I tell you?” cried Aristide to the brigadier.
“It’s Puégas, all the same,” said the brigadier, over his sho

“I bet you it’s not,” said Aristide, and striding swiftly to tk
throng the familiar features of the Mayor of Perpignan.

Aristide regarded him for two or three seconds open-ir
convulsive laughter. The crowd caught the infection of
swayed helplessly, rolled in heaps, men and women, tearit

Aristide, deposited on the ground by the Brigadier Pésac
found the Mayor bending over him and using language tt
shook her thin fists in his face.

“Imbecile! Triple fool!” she cried.
Aristide turned tail and fled. There was nothing else to do.

And that was the end of his career at Perpignan. Vanished
Carnot; faded, too, the vision of the modest Stéphanie cro
Never since Alnaschar kicked over his basket of crockery v
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If the Mayor had been allowed to go disguised to the Polic
stricken functionaries. He might have forgiven Aristide. B
ending wrath of Madame Coquereau. Ruefully Aristide ask
masquerading escapade? Why had he not told him of t
permitted her to wear the ring which he had given her sc
head after Aristide had told him of his suspicions? Ruefull

“If it hadn’t been such a good farce I should have wept li
laughed. Nom de Dieu! You should have seen his face! Ar
teeth and squealed like a rabbit! Oh, it was a good farce! |
Paris I tried to pacify him.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

“I sent him my photograph,” said Aristide.

THE
One day, when Aristide was discoursing on the inexhaustil

“My good friend,” said I, “you seem to have fallen in low
cared?”

“Mon Dieu! For all of them!” he cried, springing from his ¢
“Come, come,” said I; “all that amorousness is just Gallic €
“How should I know?” said he. But he lit a cigarette, turne

There was a short silence. He shrugged his shoulders, apj
cigarette into the fire, and thrust his hands into his pocket

“Perhaps there was Fleurette,” said he, not looking at me
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people called her Fleurette. She looked like a flower, you |
I nodded in order to signify my elementary acquaintance v

“The most delicate little flower you can conceive,” he con
and she had eyes—des yeux de pervenche, as we say in Frer

“Periwinkle,” said I.

“Periwinkle eyes! My God, what a language! Ah, no! She t
smoke ... a little nose like nothing at all, with nostrils like
d’un chien! Life is droll. It has no common sense. It is the g

And the story he narrated I will do my best to set down.

The good M. Bocardon, of the Hotel de la Curatterie at N1
Paris who managed the Hétel du Soleil et de I’Ecosse (stra
Centrales. Thither flocked sturdy Britons in knickerbo
transportation), and American school-marms realizing a
manners were easy, and knowledge of the gay city less the

To M. Bocardon of Paris Aristide, one August morning,
Bocardon of Paris welcomed Aristide as a Provencal and ¢
of old Armagnac, and discoursed with Aristide on the sed
his own with a smart clientele. The clientele of the Hotel ¢

“There are people who know how to travel,” said he, “ar
nightmare instead of a joy. A hundred times a day have I
the rest of his Armagnac, “it is back-breaking.”

“Tu sais, mon vieux,” cried Aristide—he had the most lig
shepherd.”

“Eh bien?” said M. Bocardon.
“Eh bien,” said Aristide. “Why should not I be the shepher¢

“Explain yourself,” said M. Bocardon.
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Aristide, letting loose his swift imagination, explained coj
himself a means of livelihood. From that moment he bec:
associated in the minds of the guests with the squalid s
Pujol.” An obfuscated Bocardon formed the rest of the a
“Director” by the Anglo-Saxons, “M. le Directeur” by the
yard.
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he must have dealt ¢

At that period, and until he had learned up Baedeker by h
into his slumbers, he knew little more of the history, topc
out paralyzing information. The Britons and the German:
charlatan. On such occasions his unfaltering impudence r¢
wrongs, and, if he had told them that the Eiffel Tower had

“My friend,” said Aristide, with Provencal flourish and b
taught by the whole Faculty of the Sorbonne.”

He had been practising this honourable profession for abo
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one morning, in the vestibule of the hotel, he ran into h
French at the Academy for Young Ladies in Manchester.
whereas Aristide lived in one sunless bed-sitting-room lox
apartments on the first floor and kept an inexhaustible s
prize bull-pup you can imagine. Batterby, in gaudy rair
meetings. He had rings and scarf-pins and rattled gold in
stricken teacher of French to have as a fellow-lodger; bt
wealth, and to Aristide he showed the most affable hosp:
than impaired. So when they met that morning in the vest

In person Batterby tended towards burliness. He had a 1
hearty. He slapped Aristide on the back many times and st

“We must have a drink on this straight away, old man,” sa

“You're so strange, you English,” said Aristide. “The mom
come into a fortune; let us have a drink.” Or, ‘My friend,
good Reginald, look at the clock. It is only nine in the mor

“Rot!” said Reginald. “Drink is good at any time.”

They went into the dark and deserted smoking-room, w
vermouth.

“What’s that muck?” asked Batterby, when the waiter b1
other. Aristide laughed too, out of politeness and out of jo

“With you playing at guide here,” said Batterby, when he
There are no flies on me, you know, but when a man comx

“Your first visit to Paris?” cried Aristide. “Mon vieux, what
Batterby bit off the end of a great black cigar.
“If the missus will let me,” said he.

“Missus? Your wife? You are married, my dear Reginald?”
“Ah, but you are happy, you are lucky. It was alway
congratulations. And she is here, in this hotel, your wife?

Batterby lit his cigar. “She’s nothing to write home about,’
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“French? No—you don’t say so!” exclaimed Aristide, in ec:

“Well, she was brought up in France from her childhood,
You could never expect it—might just as well think of ’em

“But that’s romantic! And she is young, pretty?”

“Oh, yes; in a way,” said the proprietary Briton.

“And her name?”

“Oh, she has a fool name—Fleurette. I wanted to call her 1
“I should think not,” said Aristide. “Fleurette is an adorabl

“I suppose it’s right enough,” said Batterby. “But if I wai
Well, wait till you are. You think women are angels all w
blooming porcupines, all bristling with objections.”

“Mais, allons, donc!” cried Aristide. “You love her, your b
the adorable name?”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said the easy Batterby, lifting his hal
“Ah—no!” said Aristide, leaning forward and clinking his -

When they returned to the vestibule they found Mrs. Batt
men, a fragile flower of a girl, about three-and-twenty, pz
the pervenche (in deference to Aristide I use the French n
pale, shadowy blue—graceful, impalpable, like the smoke,

“Reggie has spoken of you many times, monsieur,” said Fl
Aristide was touched. “Fancy him remembering me! Ce bo
“Feed him with sugar and he won’t bite,” said Batterby; w
“Well, what about this Paris of yours?” he asked, after a w
“Really?” asked Aristide.

“I lived all my life in Brest before I went to England,” she
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“She wants to see all the sights, the Louvre, the Morgue
Pleases her and don’t hurt me. You must tote us about. W
with us.”

“But that is ideal!” cried Aristide, flying to the door to o
tourists, who pointed, some to the clock, some to the wag
was to start. Aristide, who had totally forgotten the respo1
would have blissfully left his sheep to err and stray over P

“But we’ll join the party,” said the cheery Batterby. “The r

“Plenty,” replied Aristide, brightening. “But would it me
fluttered at him a half-astonished, half-grateful glance.

“With my husband and you, monsieur, I should love it,” st

So Mr. and Mrs. Batterby joined the personally-conductec
received esoteric information concerning the monuments
off duty, devoted to their especial entertainment. He too.
francs fifty, wine included; to open-air cafés-concerts in
Batterby, who knew not French, to stertorous slumber; to
of whisky, to appreciative contemplation of Paris life. .
unostentatious generosity. He was out for a beano, he de:
the profits of the Agence Pujol, could contribute but moc
hospitality. Once or twice, delicately, he suggested withdr.

“But, my good M. Pujol,” said Fleurette, with childish ti
ourselves at all, at all.”

So Aristide, out of love for his friend, and out of he knew
to the cabarets of Montmartre—the Ciel, where one is serv
Néant, where one has coffins for tables—than all of which
grip Aristide’s hand tight in scared wonderment and Batt
undreamed of by the tourist, where Fleurette danced wit
startling assortment of alcohols. In a word, Aristide procut

“How do you like this, old girl?” Batterby asked one
unsophisticated visitor a dangerous place of entertainment

She smiled and laid her hand on his. She was a woman of
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“I ought to let you into a secret,” said he. “This is our hon

“Who would have thought it?”
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fleurette danced with aristide, as light as an autumn 1

“A fortnight ago she was being killed in a Bloomsbury bo:
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Fetch and Carrie. This one was Fetch. Well, she fetched n
eh?”

“Madame would grace any sphere,” said Aristide.

“I wish I had more education,” said Fleurette, humbly. “M
“We do sometimes, but you mustn’t mind us. Remember—
“The Grand Trianon,” replied Aristide.

“That’s it. When you were showing us the rooms. ‘What
poor soul gone to glory a couple of hundred years ago.”

The little mouth puckered at the corners and moisture gat
“Mais, mon Dieu, it was natural, the mistake,” cried Aristid
“Bien stir,” said Fleurette. “How was I to know?”

“Never mind, old girl,” said Batterby. “You're living all rig
of it would have killed her. She had a cough that shook he

After this Aristide learned much of her simple history, w.
drifted to Brest and died there, she had been adopted by
service of an English lady residing in the town, who after
lady to dismiss her, and she had taken the situation ir
conquering Batterby. She had not much chance, poor ch
manners were refined and her ways gentle and her voice
thought her the most exquisite flower grown in earth’s gar

One night, about three weeks after the Batterbys’ arrival i
an hour to a neighbouring café. He looked grave and troul

“I've been upset by a telegram,” said he, when drinks had
Cherbourg to-morrow evening. Now, I can’t take Fleuret
sha’n’t be away more than a month. I'll leave her plenty ¢
look here, old man, you’re my pal, aren’t you?”

He stretched out his hand. Aristide grasped it impulsively.
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“Why, of course, mon vieux!”
“If I felt that I could leave her in your charge, all on the sc

“She shall be my sister,” cried Aristide, “and I shall give
flung out his arms and looked round the café as if in sear¢
have never betrayed the sacred obligations of friendship. I

“You only need to have said ‘Right-o,” and I would have 1
Let us have another drink.”

When Aristide arrived at the Hotel du Soleil et de I’Ecoss
train. Fleurette he did not meet until he brought back ths
smiled bravely on Aristide. A woman could not stand in th

“By the way, what is Reginald’s business?” Aristide asked.
She did not know. Reginald never spoke to her of such thi:

“But he will make a lot of money by going to America,” st
long the day has been!”

It was the beginning of many long days for Fleurette. Regi
the return American mail brought no letter. The days pas
parties of the Agence Pujol; but the thrill had passed fror
out by herself into the streets and public gardens; but,
which struck cold terror into her heart. Most often she sat
for the post to bring her news.

“Mon Dieu, M. Pujol, what can have happened?”

“Nothing at all, chére petite madame”—question and an:
explained. The good Reginald has written and his letter t
Buenos Ayres—et, que voulez-vous? one cannot have letters

“If only he had taken me with him!”

“But, dear Mme. Fleurette, he could not expose you to t
Patagonia or Senegal or Baltimore, those wild places whe:
a letter soon—or else in a day or two he will come, with h
for whisky and soda. Be comforted, chére petite madame.”
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Aristide did his best to comfort her, threw her in the cor
entertainment. But the days passed, and Reginald Batterb
began to pine and fade.

One day she came to Aristide.

“M. Pujol, I have no more money left.”

“Bigre!” said Pujol. “The good Bocardon will have to give 1
“But I already owe for three weeks,” said Fleurette.
Aristide sought Bocardon. One week more was all the latte

“But her husband will return and pay you. He is my old ¢
are!”

But Bocardon, who had to account to higher powers, the
upon to give up her room. She wept with despair; Arist
proprietors would blame him for not using the legal right -

“Mon Dieu! mon Dieu! what is to become of me?” wailed F
“You forget, madame,” said Aristide, with one of his fine f
“But I can’t accept your money,” objected Fleurette.

“Tron de Uair!” he cried. “Did your husband put you in n
guardian, what right have you to question the arrangemen

Fleurette, too gentle and too miserable for intricate argum
“But it is your money, all the same.”

Aristide turned to Bocardon. “Try,” said he, “to convince ¢
the Agence Pujol.”

He disappeared into the bureau, where, secure from obse
pencil, wrote out something fantastic halfway between a «
of Reginald Batterby—the imitation of handwriting was c
means of a receipt stamp, which he took from Bocardon’s
in his hand. “Voila,” said he, handing it boldly to Fleurette
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Fleurette examined the forgery. The stamp impressed her.
“It was my husband who wrote this?” she asked, curiously
“Mais, oui,” said Aristide, with an offended air of challeng:
Fleurette’s eyes filled again with tears.

“I only inquired,” she said, “because this is the first time I
“Ma pauvre petite,” said Aristide.

“I will do whatever you tell me, M. Pujol,” said Fleurette, .

“Good! That is talking like une bonne petite dame raisonna
fighting to have next them when she goes to Paradise. H
213 bis, Rue Saint-Honoré. She will arrange our little affai

He gave his arm to Fleurette, and walked out of the h
accompanied him unquestioningly. Of course she might |
thousand francs, why should I exchange the comforts of
cabbages?” But I repeat that Fleurette was a simple soul
Pujol.

Away up at the top of No. 213 bis, Rue Saint-Honoré, wa
Bidoux, who, as she herself maintained, would have cut h
her daughter to the brigadier of gendarmes (sale voyou!).
God’s creatures?—Mme. Bidoux, although not quite appre
capacious bosom. She made her free of the cabbages and
tales of her father and mother, of her neighbours, of tt
Ariadne!), of the dirty thief of a brigadier of gendarm
picturesque death, through apoplexy, of the late M. Bido
could provide a bed for Fleurette, that bed was of roses. .
was ten feet by seven; but to provide it Aristide went to h:
roses, there ought to be a vote for the reduction of the Rec

It must not be imagined that Fleurette thought the bes
complaining of her little room under the stars, and she sa
drooped and drooped, and the cough returned and shook
terrors.
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“Meére Bidoux,” said he, “she must have lots of good, nour:

Mme. Bidoux sighed. She had a heart, but she also had a
she said.

“What does it matter what it costs? It is I who provide,” se

And Aristide gave up tobacco and coffee and the mild re
soul by taking half-franc tips from tourists—a source of ir
hitherto scorned haughtily—in order to provide Fleurette

All his leisure he devoted to her. She represented somet]
something of woman that was exquisitely adorable, apar
lightly with her fingers.

“Ah, you are good to me, Aristide.”

He felt a thrill such as no woman’s touch had ever cause
given her to him then and there to be his wife, what bond
on his return should find him loyal.

“Who could help being good to you, little Fleurette?” said
“But you put me in water and tend me so carefully.”

“So that you can be fresh whenever the dear Reginald comr
She sighed. “Tell me what I can do for you, my good Arist
“Keep well and happy and be a valiant little woman,” said

Fleurette tried hard to be valiant; but the effort exhaustec
to distract her from brooding. She lost the trick of laughte
the little room at the back, her blue childish eyes fixed or
He encouraged her to sit outside on the pavement of the
listened to them with uncomprehending ears. In despair A
conjured with cards; he juggled with oranges; he had a mc
pigs and ducks, till Mme. Bidoux held her sides with mii
dressing himself up in Mme. Bidoux’s raiment and personi

Fleurette smiled but listlessly at all these comicalities.
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One day she was taken ill. A doctor, summoned, said man’

“But, after all, what is the matter with her?”

aristide practised his many queer accomp

“She has no strength to struggle. She wants happiness.”

“Can you tell me the druggist’s where that can be procures
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The doctor shrugged his shoulders. “I tell you the truth. It

“My poor Mme. Bidoux, what is to be done?” asked Aris
happy?”

“If only she could have news of her husband!” replied Mm

Aristide’s anxieties grew heavier. It was November, when
The profits of the Agence Pujol dwindled. Aristide lived
Meanwhile Fleurette had her nourishing food, and grew 1
went in her presence, as if he were the god of her salvatio

One day Aristide, with an unexpected franc or two in his
of cigarette-papers—a cigarette rolled—how good it wou
the window. Among them were twelve Honduras stamps a

“Mon brave Aristide!” he cried. “If the bon Dieu does not se
them!”

He entered the shop and emerged, not with caporal and ci

That night he sat up in his little bedroom at No. 213 bis,
the head of his paper he wrote “Hotel Rosario, Hondur:
Honduras was, he had but a vague idea. For Fleurette, at
question any want of accuracy in local detail. Just before 1
many letters he had posted from remote parts of the globe
her that he had placed sufficient funds for her maintenan
she would be summoned to join her devoted husband.

“Mme. Bidoux was right,” said he, before going to sleep. “

The next day Fleurette received the letter. The envelope 1
take off the newness. It was in her husband’s handwriting.

“Are you happier now, little doubting female St. Thomas t
She smiled at him out of grateful eyes, and touched his ha
“Much happier, mon bon ami,” she said, gently.

Later in the day she handed him a letter addressed to Batt:
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“Will you post this for me, Aristide?”

Aristide put the letter in his pocket and turned sharply av
trustfulness. He went to his room. The poor little letter! H
his to destroy. So he threw it into a drawer.

Having once begun the deception, however, he thought it
interest her he drew upon his Provencal imagination. He
interior, who brought their lady wives chastely clad in
shaded Paris by the sea, where one ate ortolans and oyste
camels. It was not a correct description of Honduras, but,
With this it was necessary to combine expressions of affec
mind Batterby’s vernacular. To address Fleurette, impal
however, the artist prevailed. And then at last the man h
true, and passionate.

And every week Fleurette would smile and tell him the w
with a wrench of the heart, would add to the collection in

Once she said, diffidently, with an unwonted blush and h:
correct my mistakes?”

But Aristide laughed and licked the flap of the envelope .
would prefer your bad English to all the turned phrases of

“It is as you like, Aristide,” said Fleurette, with wistful eye

Yet, in spite of the weekly letters, Fleurette continued to d
of Mme. Bidoux. She lay on her bed in the little room, t
doctor, informed of her comparative happiness, again shrt

“She is dying, monsieur, for want of strength to live.”

Then Aristide went about with a great heartache. Fleurett
he returned and learned the tragic story? He would not e
Agence Pujol personally conducted the clients of the H¢
Empress Josephine he nearly broke down.

“What is the Empress doing now?”
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What was Fleurette doing now? Going to join the Empress
The tourists talked after the manner of their kind.

“She must have found the bed very hard, poor dear.”
“Give me an iron bedstead and a good old spring mattress.
“Ah, but, my dear sir, you forget. The Empress’s bed was s
It was hard to jest convincingly to the knickerbockered wi

“Most beloved little Flower,” ran the last letter that Fleure
come to you as soon as I can. Ces petits yeux de pervenche
etcetera.

Aristide went up to her room with a great bunch of chrys:
Bidoux, who, during Fleurette’s illness, had allowed her g
very much in love with the lady who sold sausages and «
was prophesying mendaciously. Fleurette took the flowers

“No letter for ce cher Reginald?”

She shook her head. “I can write no more,” she whispered
She closed her eyes. Presently she said, in a low voice:—
“Aristide—if you kiss me, I think I can go to sleep.”

He bent down to kiss her forehead. A fragile arm twined it
“She is sleeping,” said Mme. Bidoux, after a while.
Aristide tiptoed out of the room.

And so died Fleurette. Aristide borrowed money from the
few neighbours and himself saw her laid to rest. When the
and clasped him, weeping too, in her kind, fat old arms.

The next evening Aristide, coming back from his day’s wc
hands on broad hips.

“Tiens, mon petit,” she said, without preliminary greeting.
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imbecile. Read this.”
She plucked a paper from her apron pocket and thrust it i1
“Where did you get this, Mére Bidoux?”

“Where I got many more. In your drawer. The letters you
him.”

“Meére Bidoux!” cried Aristide. “Those letters were sacred!

“Bah!” said Mme. Bidoux, unabashed. “There is nothing
letters, et voila, et voila, et voila!” And she emptied her poc

And, after one swift glance at the first letter, Aristide had :

They were very short, ill-written in a poor little uncultiva
illusions she may have had concerning Batterby had soon
deserted her. Aristide’s pious fraud had never deceived he
written the secret patiently week after week, hoping ever
to open the idle letter, and wondering in her simple peas
the envelope unclosed.
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he read it, and blinked in an

“She died for want of love, parbleu,” said Aristide, “and th
des yeux de pervenche. Ah! nom d’un chien! It is only with n

He walked to the window and looked out into the grey str
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THE .

You have seen how Aristide, by attaching himself to the :
Pujol. As he, personally, was the Agence, and the Agence
faded into space, and when he made his appearance in tt
into the splendour of existence. Apparently the fitful care
employment turned up, Aristide took it and dissolved the
to Paris, there was always the Agence waiting to be resusc

It was during one of these periodic flourishings of the Age:

Business was slack, few guests were at the hotel, and of th
monument in the Place de la Bastille. They mostly wore tk
pleasure-seekers.

“My good Bocardon,” said Aristide, lounging by the bure
minute I shall take you out by main force and show you tt

At that moment the door of the stuffy salon opened, and
inquired his way to the Madeleine. Aristide turned on him

“Sir,” said he, extracting documents from his pockets wit
thither. My card. My tariff. My advertisement.” He pointe
patronage of this hotel. I undertake all travelling arrang
moderate.”

The Briton, holding the documents in a pudgy hand, L
solemnity, he looked at Bocardon.

“Monsieur Ducksmith,” said the latter, “you can repose ev:
“Umph!” said Mr. Ducksmith.

After another solemn inspection of Aristide, he stuck a p:
fat, heavy man of about fifty years of age, and his scanty !
some odd dog—a similarity greatly intensified by the eye
like a bloodhound’s; but here the similarity ended, for tl
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small and weak, dribbled away at the corners into the jo
grey tweeds, and wore a diamond ring on his little finger.

“Umph!” said he, at last; and went back to the salon.
As soon as the door closed behind him Aristide sprang intc

“Did you ever see such a bear! If I ever saw a bigger one ]
made into sausages!”

“Flégme britannique!” laughed Bocardon.

Half an hour passed, and Mr. Ducksmith made no reappe
found Mr. Ducksmith, glasses on nose, reading a newsp
woollen sock. Why they should be spending their first mos
little salon, Aristide could not imagine. As he entered, Mr.

“I have looked in,” said Aristide, with his ingratiating smil
“Madeleine?” the lady inquired, softly, pausing in her knit

“Madame,” Aristide came forward, and, hand on heart, 1
Ducksmith? Enchanted, madame, to make your acquain
correctness of his conjecture. “I am Monsieur Aristide :
disposal.”

He drew himself up, twisted his moustache, and met hes
turned to her husband.

“Are you thinking of going to the Madeleine, Bartholomew

“I am, Henrietta,” said he. “I have decided to do it. And I
and I are accustomed to all the conveniences of travel—]
arrangements. I prefer to travel at so much per head per d

He spoke in a wheezy, solemn monotone, from which all
softer in timbre, was likewise devoid of colour.

“My husband finds that it saves us from responsibilities,” s

“And over-charges, and the necessity of learning foreign l:
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not been to Paris before, owing to the impossibility of find

“Then, my dear sir,” cried Aristide, “it is Providence itse
Madeleine without the least discomfort or danger.”

“Put on your hat, Henrietta,” said Mr. Ducksmith, “while t

Mrs. Ducksmith gathered up her knitting and retired, Aris
for a faint flush came into her cheek and the shadow of a ¢

“I wish you to understand, Mr. Pujol,” said Mr. Ducksmit
luxuries; but I made a resolution many years ago, which
You will find me liberal but just.”

He was as good as his word. Aristide, who had never in I
the basis of so much per head per day, which Mr. Ducksm:

“Perhaps,” said he, after further conversation, “you will b
an inclusive estimate for the three of us. As I say, Mrs. D
and the Canaries, to the Holy Land, to Rome, and lovely L
enjoyment.”

“My dear sir,” said Aristide, “trust in me, and your path ar

Whereupon Mrs. Ducksmith appeared, arrayed for walkir
alighted in front of the majestic flight of steps. Mr. Ducl
rabbit-like, unspeculative gaze—he had those filmy blue e

“Umph!” said he.
Mrs. Ducksmith, dutiful and silent, turned away also.

“This sacred edifice,” Aristide began, in his best ciceron
Fame. It was afterwards used as a church. You will observ
—the fifty-six Corinthian columns. You will see they ar
architectural knowledge, I have memoria technica for the i
else, Doric. We will now mount the steps and inspect the i

He was dashing off in his eager fashion, when Mr. Ducksn

“No,” said he, solemnly. “I disapprove of Popish interiors.
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ﬂ_. iy “:\" =y : el
he might as well have pointed out the marvels of ku
dome to a couple of guinea-pigs



The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 122

He entered the waiting victoria. His wife meekly followed.
“I suppose the Louvre is the next place?” said Aristide.
“I leave it to you,” said Mr. Ducksmith.

Aristide gave the order to the cabman and took the little s
Rivoli he pointed out the various buildings of interest—
expressionless faces, two pairs of unresponsive eyes, met
pleasure-dome to a couple of guinea-pigs.

The cab stopped at the entrance to the galleries of the Lou
Victory stands, with the wind of God in her vesture, proc
and heralding the immortal glories of the souls, wind-swej

“There!” said Aristide.

“Umph! No head,” said Mr. Ducksmith, passing it by with
“Would it cost very much to get a new one?” asked Mrs. D
“It would cost the blood and tears and laughter of the hun

(“That was devilish good, wasn'’t it?” remarked Aristide,
possibility of a bushel.)

The Ducksmiths looked at him in their lacklustre way,
Aristide’s comments, scarcely glancing at the pictures, and
Notre Dame, where the same thing happened. The veneral
of the director of the Agence Pujol), stirred in their bo
Ducksmith said nothing.

As with pictures and cathedrals, so it was with their food
travellers they made a point of eating the food and drink
thought Aristide, they don’t clamour for underdone chops
repast. On the contrary, Mr. Ducksmith loved to talk—in
place himself in the position of those in authority and to
adopts the same method and declares what he would do, ¢
he find himself exercising the functions of the British Char

“What would you do, Mr. Ducksmith, if you were King of !
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“I should try to rule the realm like a Christian statesman,”
“I should have a devil of a time!” said Aristide.
“I beg your pardon?” said Mr. Ducksmith.

“I should have a—ah, I see—pardon. I should——" He lool
“I should decapitate your Mrs. Grundy, and make it comp
capital offence for any English cook to prepare hashed mu
ah! your English bread, which you have to eat stale so ¢
Dieu! how thirsty I have been there!—and I would make
should laugh three times a day, under pain of imprisonme

“I am afraid, Mr. Pujol,” remarked Mr. Ducksmith, seriou
the British Constitution, which foreigners are bound to ads

“To be a king must be a great responsibility,” said Mrs. Du

“Madame,” said Aristide, “you have uttered a profound f
Dieu! Nom de Dieu de nom de Dieu!”

After lunch they drove to Versailles, which they inspe:
established themselves for the rest of the day in the air]
woollen sock.

“Mon vieux!” said Aristide to Bocardon, “they are people ¢
gens invraisemblables.”

Paris providing them, apparently, with no entertainment
tour through France, to Aristide a pilgrimage of unimagin:
and began to work their way south. Nothing that Aristide
complaints, got up, entrained, detrained, fed, excursionecd
perhaps English newspapers and knitting), and uttered r
wonders through which they had passed. They did not ¢
impressed by no scene of grandeur, no corner of exquisite
forethought, all trouble, all afterthought, seemed to be the
would hold his head, wondering whether he or the Du
through a rose-garden.

Once only, during the early part of their journey, did a ¢
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from the bookstall of a station a pile of English newspape
Suddenly he folded a Daily Telegraph, and handed it over
capitals leaped to Aristide’s eyes:—

“DL

“I am the Ducksmith,” said he. “I started and built up the t
and now I am free and rich and able to enjoy the advantag

Mrs. Ducksmith started, sighed, and dropped a stitch.
“Did you also make pickles?” asked Aristide.

“I did manufacture pickles, but I made my name in jam. Ir
“It is that in every nursery in Europe,” Aristide declared, v
“I have done my best to deserve my reputation,” said Mr.
“Pécaire!” said Aristide to himself, “how can I galvanize th

As the soulless days went by this problem grew to be 2
weight. What could he do to stir their vitality? Should he
Mr. Ducksmith merely turn his rabbit-eyes, set in their blc
tour’s programme? Could he not fill him up with conflict
insidious potations. He drank only at meal-times, and spc
and induce him to wink. He himself was powerless. His r
taken them to nearly all the historic chateaux of Touraine
devoted his attention to the lady.

Mrs. Ducksmith parted her smooth black hair in the midd
but some desolate dressmaker had contrived to invest {
containing intertwined locks of a grandfather and grandm:
vague idea that they were travelling in France; but if Arist
She had no opinions. Still she was a woman, and Aristide
proceeded forthwith to make love to her.

“Madame,” said he, one morning—she was knitting in the
the salon with his newspapers—“how much more charmin

His audacious hand placed a deep crimson rose against
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effect.

“Magnificent! If madame would only do me the honour to
Mrs. Ducksmith took the flower hesitatingly.

“I'm afraid my husband does not like colour,” she said.
“He must be taught,” cried Aristide. “You must teach him.

He held the pin delicately between finger and thumb, ar
dress.

“I don’t know what Mr. Ducksmith will say.”

“What he ought to say, madame, is ‘Bountiful Providence,
Mrs. Ducksmith blushed and, to conceal her face, bent it o
“I don’t think you ought to say such things, Mr. Pujol.”

“Ah, madame,” said he, lowering his voice; “I have tried 1
little grey mouse”—the lady weighed at least twelve stone
thumped his chest; “my Provencal heart is stirred. It is enc

“I don’t quite understand you, Mr. Pujol,” she said, droppi
“Ah, madame,” he whispered—and the rascal’s whisper or
“I am too old to dress myself up in fine clothes,” she murn
“That’s an illusion,” said he, with a wide-flung gesture, “tt

Mr. Ducksmith emerged from the salon, Daily Telegraph i
together nervously. But the vacant eyes of the heavy man
in landscape or building.

Aristide went away chuckling, highly diverted by the su
might happen, at any rate, for the remainder of the tour t
of a jelly-fish. He noticed with delight that at dinner that
hair from the mid-parting. It gave just a wavy hint of coqt
and dropped her eyes. And during the meal, while Mr. Du
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table, the glances of conspirators. After dinner he approac
“Madame, may I have the privilege of showing you the mc
She laid down her knitting. “Bartholomew, will you come
He looked at her over his glasses and shook his head.

“What is the good of looking at moonshine? The moon itse

So Aristide and Mrs. Ducksmith sat by themselves outsid
effect on folks in love.

“Wouldn’t you like,” said he, “to be lying on that white bu
“What odd things you think of.”

“But wouldn’t you?” he insinuated.

Her bosom heaved and swelled on a sigh. She watched the

“I can tell you of many odd things,” said Aristide. “I can
cornfield laughs, and how the face of a woman who loves
plump hand, “you have been hungering for beauty and thi

She nodded.
“You have always been misunderstood.”

A tear fell. Our rascal saw the glistening drop with peculi:
resist him? He had, however, one transitory qualm of con:
to disturb those placid depths? Was it right to fill this wo:
slightest intention of playing Lothario and of wrecking tl
aims reassured him. When he wanted to make love to a wi

“Bah!” said he to himself. “I am doing a noble and disir
suspended animation. Tron de I’Air! I am playing the part
Aristide Pujol!”

So, having persuaded himself, in his Southern way, that k
by an approving conscience, to revive Mrs. Ducksmith’s so
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The poor lady, who had suffered the blighting influence o
outside, expanded like a flower to the sun under the soul
manner. Gradually she began to respond to Aristide’s su
Angouléme, daintiest of towns in France, she gazed at the
accord touched his arm lightly and said: “How beautiful!”

“Umph!” said he.

Once more (it had become a habit) she exchanged glance
dreamy sweep of the Charente.

“If he appreciates nothing at all, why on earth does he tra:
Her eyelids fluttered upwards for a fraction of a second.
“It’s his mania,” she said. “He can never rest at home. He 1
“How can you endure it?” he asked.

She sighed. “It is better now that you can teach me how tc
“Good!” thought Aristide. “When I leave them she can tea:

As Mr. Ducksmith appeared to be entirely unpercepti:
complimented Mrs. Ducksmith to his face. He presented |
make love to her. If she did not believe that she was the
was through no fault of Aristide. Mr. Ducksmith went b
awaited him. Sometimes, while Aristide was showing the
would extract a newspaper from his pocket and read with
cooks and housemaids. In these circumstances Mrs. Duck
progress of Mr. Ducksmith’s sock.

They arrived at Perigueux, in Perigord, land of truffles, o1
them to great slabs of pdté de foie gras, made in the hc
consumption and for exportation—and waited expectant
glance at the first mouthful, swallowed it, greedily devour

“Plou.”

Like Oliver, he asked for more.
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“Tiens!” thought Aristide, astounded. “Is he, too, developir

But, alas! there were no signs of it when they went their
Front, extolled by Aristide and restored by Abadie—a tert
France—gave him no thrill; nor did the picturesque, -
Renaissance facades in the cool, narrow Rue du Lys.

“We will now go back to the hotel,” said Mr. Ducksmith.
“But have we seen it all?” asked his wife.

“By no means,” said Aristide.

“We will go back to the hotel,” repeated her husband, in h

This was final. They drove back to the hotel. Mr. Duck:
standing in the vestibule.

“And you, madame,” said Aristide; “are you going to sacri:
She smiled—she had caught the trick at last—and said, in
With one hand he clasped her arm; with the other, in a sy;
“Let us drain together,” cried he, “the loveliness of Perigue

Greatly daring, she followed him. It was a rapturous esca
smiles round her lips and laughter in her eyes. Aristide, v
the picturesque streets of the old town with the gaiety of
heads into the murk of black stairways, talking (on the pa
the thresholds, hitherto taboo, of churches, and meeting tt

Her hand was on his arm when they entered the flagge
ironwork in the balconies, tourelles, oriels, exquisite Ren
window-openings above, through which was visible the ¢
well, the sides curiously carved. One side of the courtyar
voice troubled the serenity of the spot. On a stone bench a

“Voila!” said Aristide. “Here one can suck in all the past lil

“I have wasted twenty years of my life,” said Mrs. Duckst
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don’t know what my life has been, Mr. Pujol.”
“Why not Aristide when we are alone? Why not, Henriette

He too had the sense of adventure, and his eyes were ma
undivined by Aristide—over-excitement of nerves, perhap:

“Henriette! Henriette, ne pleurez pas.”

His arm crept round her—he knew not how; her head sai
thoughts as murder or arson; but for one poor little mon
sympathetic arm around one’s waist.

“Pauvre petite femme! And is it love she is pining for?”
She sobbed; he lifted her chin with his free hand—and wh

A bellow like that of an angry bull caused them to start as
face aflame, his rabbit’s eyes on fire with rage. He advanct

“I've caught you! At last, after twenty years, I’'ve caught y¢
“Monsieur,” cried Aristide, starting up, “allow me to expla
He swept Aristide aside like an intercepting willow-branct

“I have hated you for twenty years. Day by day I have hat
been too clever for me till now. Yes; I followed you from
hated you for twenty years—ever since you first betrayed

Mrs. Ducksmith, who had sat with overwhelmed head in h
“I betrayed you?” she gasped, in bewilderment. “My God!

He laughed—for the first time since Aristide had known F
his ears; and again he flooded the calm, stately courtyard
the low-born, petty tradesman, using the language of the ]
he had found it. He called her names....



The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 130

“i’ve caught you! at last, after tv
i’ve caught you!”
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Aristide interposed, his Southern being athrob with the ins
“Say that again, monsieur,” he shouted, “and I will take y¢

The two men glared at one another, Aristide standing b
herself between them.

“For Heaven’s sake,” she cried, “listen to me! I have done :
Mr. Ducksmith laughed again, and his laugh re-echoed rot

“You’d be a fool not to say it. But now I’ve done with yot
you a thousand pounds never to see her again.”

“Goujat! Triple goujat!” cried Aristide, more incensed than

Mrs. Ducksmith, deadly white, swayed sideways, and Aris
looked at them for a second, laughed again, and sped th:
and gently pushed the solicitous Aristide away.

“Merciful Heaven!” she murmured. “What is to become of

The last person to answer the question was Aristide. For o
cared not the snap of a finger, and who, he knew, cared n
to arouse emotion in these two sluggish breasts he had dc
and he had fired a charge of dynamite.

He questioned her almost stupidly—for a man in the comr
frankness of a lost soul. And then the whole meaning—
estrangement had followed the birth of their child nearly
generous blood of his heart froze as the vision came to h
unexpressed, dull, implacable resentment against the wo:
blank amazement at the preposterous charge was proof e
the cancer to eat away his vitals, and he had watched an
wonder he could not rest at home; no wonder he was dr
word of a foreign language, knew no scrap of history, h:
State-educated English lower classes is, of everything that
as helpless as a ballet-dancer in a cavalry charge, he lc
pilgrimage. For twenty years he had shown no sign of jo
have been more unemotional. The unsuspected volcano
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crying child of a man like Aristide Pujol in front of a Duck
“What is to become of me?” wailed Mrs. Ducksmith again.

“Ma foi!” said Aristide, with a shrug of his shoulders. “W
time? Tiens!” he added, kindly laying his hand on the so
world is as good as we hope, so nothing is as bad as we fe:

She weepingly acquiesced. They walked through the qui
back to condign punishment at school. When they reached

Aristide tugged at his Vandyke beard in dire perplexity. Tl
deal with it as best they could. But what was he to dc
gramophone of garrulity, entering by the street-door ani
apartment with a balcony outside the French window. C
stood for a while, pondering deeply. Then, in an absent v
He paused, glanced through the open window, and there t



133 The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol

there he saw a sight which for the moment paralyz

Recovering command of his muscles, he tiptoed his wa



The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 134

Ducksmith’s, and then came Mrs. Ducksmith’s. It was M
laughter, his eyes glowed, he threw his hat in the air and
idea, he flung his few articles of attire and toilet necessar
tapped softly at Mrs. Ducksmith’s door. She opened it. He

“Madame,” he whispered, bringing to bear on her all the
what I tell you. You will obey me implicitly. You must nc
for them.”

She looked at him with a scared face. “But what am I goin
“You are going to revenge yourself on your husband.”
“But I don’t want to,” she replied, piteously.

“I do,” said he. “Begin, chére madame. Every moment is pr

In a state of stupefied terror the poor woman obeyed hinr
violent and gesticulatory conversation with the landlord .
After that he lit a cigarette and smoked feverishly, walki
Ducksmith was placed upon the cab. Mrs. Ducksmith appe

The man in the green baize apron knocked at Mr. Ducksm
“I have come for the baggage of monsieur,” said he.
“Baggage? What baggage?” asked Mr. Ducksmith, sitting t

“I have descended the baggage of Monsieur Pujol,” said
naturally thought monsieur was going away, too.”

“Going away!” He rubbed his eyes, glared at the porter, a
empty, too. Shrieking inarticulate anathema, he rushed do

Not a soul was in the vestibule. No cab was at the door. M
“Where are they?”

“They must have gone already. I filled the cab. Perhaps M



135

The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol

“Where have they gone to?”
“In Perigueux there is nowhere to go to with baggage but

A decrepit vehicle with a gaudy linen canopy hove in sigl
He sprang into it and drove to the station.

There, in the salle d’attente, he found Aristide mounting gu
“You blackguard! Where is my wife?”

“Monsieur,” said Aristide, puffing a cigarette, sublimely :
your wife. You offered me a thousand pounds to take he
thousand pounds, but, since you are here——”

He smiled engagingly and held out his curved palm. M
bloodhound jowls.

“My wife!” he shouted. “If you don’t want me to throw yo

A band of loungers, railway officials, peasants, and other
English, which they did not understand, they could only h

“My dear sir,” said Aristide, “I do not understand you.
suspicion. She meets a sympathetic soul, and you come
suspicion. You tell me you will give me a thousand pounc
Ma foi! it is not reasonable.”

Mr. Ducksmith seized him by the lapels of his coat. A gasp
the eyes now bloodshot.

“My wife!” he said hoarsely. “I want my wife. I can’t live v
“You had better search the station,” said Aristide.
The heavy man unconsciously shook him in his powerful ¢

“Give her to me! Give her to me, I say! She won’t regret it.
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mr. ducksmith seized him by the lapels of h:

“You swear that?” asked Aristide, with lightning quicknes:
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“I swear it, by God! Where is she?”

Aristide disengaged himself, waved his hand airily toward
“In the salon of the hotel, waiting for you to prostrate you
Mr. Ducksmith gripped him by the arm.

“Come back with me. If you're lying I'll kill you.”

“The luggage?” queried Aristide.

“Confound the luggage!” said Mr. Ducksmith, and dragged

A cab brought them quickly to the hotel. Mr. Ducksmit
entering, found them locked in each other’s arms.

They started alone for England that night, and Aristide re
credit for having worked a miracle.

“One thing I can’t understand,” said I, after he had told m:
when you looked into Mr. Ducksmith’s bedroom?”

“Ah, mon vieux, I did not tell you. If I had told you, you w
heart of a stone. I saw Ducksmith wallowing on his bed
mountain of insensibility can weep and sob in such agony,

“Then,” said I, “why on earth didn’t you go and fetch Mrs.
He started from his chair and threw up both hands.

“Mon Dieu!” cried he. “You English! You are a charming p
whisky and soda.”




The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 138

THE ADV

It may be remembered that Aristide Pujol had aged parer
desolation of Aigues-Mortes, the little fortified, derelict
unimaginative wonder as a pair of alligators might regai
soared high above their heads in all phases of thought ar
without Aristide struggling somehow south to visit ses viet
one or two at least were sure to find their way to Aigues-
Paris hat for the old lady’s Sunday wear. Monsieur and M
Aristide was entirely incomprehensible, but he was a good

But once Aristide nearly killed his old people outright. An
scrutinized with starting eyes turned out to be two one-tt
Bank of France? They stood paralyzed and only recoverec
did not explain things very clearly. He was in Aix-les-Bair
Hotel de ’Europe, where Queen Victoria (they had hear
splendid beau-monde, and if ses vieux would buy a few cal
would deem it the privilege of a devoted son. But Pujol s
waste it in profligate revelry. He took the eighty pounds
which he carried home in a bag curiously bulging beneatt
the conjugal bed.

“If only he hasn’t stolen it,” sighed the mother.
“What does it matter, since it is sewn up there all secure?”

The Provencal peasant is as hard-headed and practical as
whatever upon his generation; but in his progeniture he
over, which, though ethnologically an entirely new prog
friend, Aristide Pujol.

Now, Aristide, be it said at the outset, had not stolen the 1
he said that he was staying at the Hotel de I’Europe, A
correction that the august lady rented the annexe, the V
annexe are the same thing) nor did he lie in boasting of
write, the only, time in his life he realized the gorgeous
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drink champagne—not your miserable tisane at five francs
marked on label, fabulously priced; he could dine lavishly
and the fair; he could clothe himself in attractive raiment
what he paid; he could also distribute five-franc pieces 1
expansive temperament; and why not, when he was draw:
had to do was to believe in the cards on which you staked

He had drifted into Aix-les-Bains from Geneva on the lame
a couple of louis in his pocket forlornly jingling the tale ¢
of baptism, marriage, sanity and bank-balance before bei1
line for the tables. I am afraid Aristide was a gambler. I
Providence holding the bank. Before the night was over h
the end of a week his garments were wadded with ban
computation. He was a celebrity in the place and people 1
high and the end of his pointed beard sticking joyously up

We see him one August morning, in the plentitude of his
wore white buckskin shoes—I begin with these as they we
white flannel suit with a zig-zag black stripe, a violet tie
the Matin; the fingers of his left hand held a fragrant corc
couple of ladies who sat near by, one a mild-looking Ei
twenty-four. That Aristide should fly to feminine charms,
at Miss Errington’s feet was the obvious result. Her charm
a little mouth like crumpled rose petals (so Aristide him
again), a straight little nose, appealing eyes of the deepe:
brow. She had a graceful figure, and the slender foot belot

Aristide talked. The ladies listened, with obvious amuse
wealth, the careless player who took five-hundred-louis t
necessary to explain himself. I am afraid he deviated from

“What perfect English you speak,” Miss Errington remarke
voice was a soft contralto.

“I have mixed much in English society, since I was a chi
your county families and members of Parliament.”

Miss Errington laughed. “Our M. P.’s are rather a mixed lo
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“To me an English Member of Parliament is a high-bred cc
“Unfortunately we have to recognize them,” said the elder

“Not socially, madame. They exist as mechanical facto:
Montmorencys and the Colignys boiled in his veins. “W
daughters. We only salute them with cold politeness when

“It’s astonishing,” said Miss Errington, “how strongly the
de Lussigny, for instance——"

A frown momentarily darkened the cloudless brow of Aris
“With Monsieur de Lussigny,” he interposed, “it is a matte
“And with you?”

“The reasoned philosophy of a lifetime, mademoiselle,” an
“How long have you known Monsieur de Lussigny, madan

She looked at her daughter. “It was in Monte Carlo the w:
and Paris. We came across him, just lately, at Trouville. I t

“He’s a great gambler,” said Aristide.
Betty Errington laughed again. “But so are you. So is mam
“We gamble for amusement,” said Aristide loftily.

“I'm sure I don’t,” cried Miss Betty, with merry eyes—and
want desperately to win, and when the horrid croupier ral

“And when you win?”
“I'm afraid I don’t think of the croupier at all,” said Miss B

Her mother smiled indulgently and exchanged a glance w:
confirmed friendly relations with the mother. What were
For all his southern blood, Latin traditions and devil-may-
unique English standard of morality, was a decent soul;
childish adoration of the frank, fair-cheeked, northern gc
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little devil of a chasseur in the Marseilles café, he had ac
extended to English ladies generally. Owing to the queer
whom he had associated on terms of equality. He had, th
thoughts of marriage had as yet not entered his head. Yot
different angles. The Anglo-Saxon of honest instincts, attr
them infinitely remote, he makes romantic love to her in
dumb and dismal as a freshly hooked trout. The equal
adventure. He makes love to her, just because it is the na
present. The rest doesn’t matter. He leaves it to chance.
altogether—but of the more superficial sexual attractions
undoing, and which the Latin light-heartedly regards as
respectful love in the world to Betty Errington, because h
of view, I talked to him on the subject. “You English wh
insulting to Miss Betty Errington—tiens!—a purple hyacin
woman is like a shower of rain to hyacinths. It passes, it :
when will you comprehend?”

All this to make as clear as an Englishman, in the confide
towards the sweet and innocent Betty Errington with her
contralto voice, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera, as per forey
the Pujolic hyperbole, by which I, the unimportant narratc

“I'm afraid I don’t think of the croupier at all,” said Betty.

“Do you think of no one who brings you good fortune?” a
regarded her earnestly. “Last night you put five louis into

“And I won forty. I could have hugged you.”

“Why didn’t you? Ah!” His arms spread wide and high. “W
“Betty!” cried Mrs. Errington.

“Alas, Madame,” said Aristide, “that is the despair of our ¢
“You’ll forgive me, Monsieur Pujol,” said Mrs. Errington d
“If you will forgive me, in your turn,” said Aristide, “I see

A man approached the group and with profuse gestures t
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head on which the closely cropped hair stood brush-fashi
given by a moustache with ends waxed up to the eyes a1
things—and valets like the rest of us are fallible) in what v

“Madame—Mademoiselle.” He shook hands with charmin
ceremony. “May I be permitted to join you?”

“With pleasure, Monsieur de Lussigny,” said Mrs. Erringto:
Monsieur de Lussigny brought up a chair and sat down.
“What time did you get to bed, last night?” asked Betty Er

“Soon after we parted, mademoiselle, quite early for me b
got up at dawn.”

Miss Betty’s glance responsive to the compliment filled A
with Brazilian Rastaquouéres and perfumed Levantine nor

“If Mademoiselle can look so fresh,” said he, “in the artif
innocence of her Somersetshire home?”

“You cannot imagine it, Monsieur,” said the Count; “but I

“I hope Monsieur Pujol will visit us also in our country hs
but it is old-world and has been in our family for hundred:

“Ah, these old English homes!” said Aristide.
“Would you care to hear about it?”
“I should,” said he.

He drew his chair courteously a foot or so nearer that of
himself close to Miss Betty. Aristide turned one ear polite
conversation between the detached pair.

Presently a novel fell from the lady’s lap. Aristide sprang t
was nearing lunch time. She rose, too. Aristide took her a

“My dear Mrs. Errington,” said he, in English. “I do not
beautiful daughter is so young and inexperienced, and I ai
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against admitting the Comte de Lussigny too far into your
She turned an anxious face. “Monsieur Pujol, is there anyt
Aristide executed the large and expressive shrug of the Sot

“I play high at the tables for my amusement—I know tt
reputation is not spotless.”

“You alarm me very much,” said Mrs. Errington, troubled.
“I only put you on your guard,” said he.

The others who had risen and followed, caught them up.
alone, looked at each other.

“Monsieur.”
“Monsieur.”

Each man raised his hat, turned on his heel and went his 1
facing the white Etablissement des Bains, with a stern se:
fall a prey to so detestable a person as the Comte de Lu
favoring him, stood at his elbow. She guided him straigt
though comely youth deep in thought, in front of an unt:
said: “Good morning, sir. Will you join me?”

Aristide graciously accepted the invitation and sat dow
Georgia, a curious compound of shrewdness and simplicit
factory in partnership with another youth and had a cons
old stained-glass in Europe. But he had crossed the At
immoderately, had rested for a span at Aix-les-Bains to
ingenuous age. He had also, quite recently, come across tl
Now, the fact that North is North and South is South anc
these days when I can retire from the dull but exacting ¢
subject. Anyhow, I hold the theory that the Northerners o
common characteristic, and that it is this common charact
understand South. I will not go further into the general pr
the Frenchman of the South found themselves in essential
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“I used rather to look down upon Europe as a place wher
volcano, but it isn’t. It’s alive. My God! It’s alive. It’s Hell
would come over and just see. There’s a lot to be learne
taught me last night that I couldn’t. He cleaned me out of

“How?” asked Aristide, sharply.
“Ecarté.”

Aristide brought his hand down with a bang on the tabl
Miller; but the youth knew by instinct that they were usefi

“Ecarté! You played ecarté with Lussigny? But my dear yo
“Of course,” said Miller. “I used to play it as a child with r
“Do you know the jeux de régle?”

“The what?”

“The formal laws of the game—the rules of discards——"

“Never heard of them,” said Eugene Miller.

“But they are as absolute as the Code Napoléon,” cried Ar
knowing the moves.”

“Can’t help it,” said the young man.

“Well, don’t play ecarté any more.”

“I must,” said Miller.

“Comment?”

“I must. I've fixed it up to get my revenge this afternoon—
“But it’s imbecile!”

The sweep of Aristide’s arm produced prismatic chaos amc
table. “It’s imbecile,” he cried, as soon as order was apol
taken off.”
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“T've fixed it up,” said Miller. “I've never gone back on an

Aristide argued. He argued during the mechanical abso:
currant syrup he rose and took the Gadarene youth to
concession was that Aristide should be present at the er
French game) to guide his play. Aristide agreed and cramr

The Count looked rather black when he found Aristide F
game. The three sat down, Aristide by Miller’s side, so
advisable to play. The game began. Fortune favored Mr. E

“You are bringing your own luck to our friend, Monsieur
“He needs it,” said Aristide.
“Le roi,” said the Count, turning up the king.

The Count won the vole, or all five tricks, and swept the ¢
besides being an amazingly fine player, held amazingly f
tugged at his beard in agitation. Suddenly, as the Count de

“You cheat, monsieur. You cheat!”
“Monsieur!” cried the outraged dealer.
“What has he done?”

“He has been palming kings and neutralizing the cut. I've
Maintenant je vous tiens!”

“Monsieur,” said the Comte de Lussigny with dignity, stui
friends will call upon you.”

“And Monsieur Miller and I will kick them over Mont Rev:

“You cannot treat gens d’honneur in such a way, monsieur
cheat, you?”

“I can’t say that I did,” replied the young man. “On the otl

“But you did not see anything! Bon!”
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“But I saw. Isn’t that enough, hein?” shouted Aristide br:
easier than to cheat young foreigners who don’t know t
misses. Ah, sale escroc! You never thought you would have
you—" he didn’t, but that doesn’t matter—“your dossi
Lepine is my intimate friend. Every autumn we shoot toge

The Comte de Lussigny twirled the tips of his moustache a
“My friends shall be officers in the uniform of the French .

“And mine shall be two gendarmes,” retorted Aristide. '
money!”

“That’s of no consequence. He didn’t get away with mucl
can do you a return service, just ask.”

Aristide went out to look for the Erringtons. But they wer
hall of the hotel. He dragged her into a corner and in his i

“My daughter’s engaged to him. I’'ve only just learned,” sh

“Engaged? Sacrebleu! Ah, le goujat!”—for the second he -
Voyons! This engagement must be broken off. At once! Yot

“She will hear of nothing against him.”
“You will tell her this. It will be a blow; but——"

Mrs. Errington twisted a handkerchief between helpless f
Monsieur Pujol, what can I do? You see she has an indepes

“I will meet his two friends,” exclaimed Aristide magnifice
“Oh, a duel? No! How awful!” cried the mild lady horror-s

He thrust his cane dramatically through a sheet of a new.
that”—Aristide had never handled a foil in his life—“and
such an execrable fellow.”

“But you mustn’t fight. It would be too dreadful. Is there n

“You must consult first with your daughter,” said Aristide.
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He dined in the hotel with Eugene Miller. Neither the Erri
he found the elder lady waiting for him in the hall. Th
explained, having had a terrible scene with Betty. Nothin
slanderous tongues; the noblest and purest did not escape
noticed too that he had always avoided the best French pe

“And the unhappy girl has written him compromising lette
“They must be got back.”

“But how? Oh, Monsieur Pujol, do you think he would tak
“A scoundrel like that would take money for his dead mot
“A thousand pounds?”

She looked very haggard and helpless beneath the blue ar
of rural England who comes abroad to give her pretty
innocent as her own sequestered village.

“That is much money, chére madame,” said Aristide.
“I am fairly well off,” said Mrs. Errington.

Aristide reflected. At the offer of a smaller sum the Cou
certain thousand pounds would be a great temptation. Anc

“Madame,” said he, “if you offer him a thousand pounds
common adventurer, I stake my reputation that he will ac«

They walked along for a few moments in silence; the oper
August air. After a while she halted and laid her hand on't

“Monsieur Pujol, I have never been faced with such a thin;

“Madame,” said he, “my life is at the service of yourself
friend in this dreadful place,” she said brokenly. “Let me g

She entered the lift. Aristide waited. Presently the lift desc

“Here is a bearer cheque, Monsieur Pujol, for a thousand -
with you.”
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She left him and went upstairs again in the lift. Aristide at
black, soft-felt evening hat at an engaging angle on his he
the petits-chevaux table—these were the days of little h
marked 5, waited for the croupier to push him his winnir
room. A bank was being called for thirty louis at the end t

“Quarante,” said Aristide.
“Ajugé a quarante louis,” cried the croupier, no one bidding

Aristide took the banker’s seat and put down his forty lo
The two men glared at each other defiantly. Someone we
the table. The regular game began. Aristide won, lost, wc
the hand against the bank is played by the members of the

Suddenly, before dealing the cards, Aristide asked, “A qui
“C’est a Monsieur,” said the croupier, indicating Lussigny.

“Il y a une suite,” said Aristide, signifying, as was his right
does not please me.”

There was a hush at the humming table. The Count grew
gold, and tossing a couple of louis to the croupiers, left th:
had taken the stage, commanded the situation. He had
Lussigny sat down beneath it like a lamb. He swaggered ¢
the moonlit deserted garden beyond, where he waited gl
during the absorbing interest of the newly constituted be
Aristide. He found him smoking a large corona and loungi

“Ah, it’s you,” said he without moving.

“Yes,” said the Count furiously.

“I haven’t yet had the pleasure of kicking your friends ove
“Look here, mon petit, this has got to finish,” cried the Cou

“Parfaitement. 1 should like nothing better than to finish.
whole Casino as witnesses. You’ll find a chair over there. I
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He was enjoying himself immensely. The Count glared at |
“Why do you insult me like this?”

“Because,” said Aristide, “I’ve talked by telephone this eve
“You lie,” said the Count.

“Vous verrez. In the meantime, perhaps we might have a li
“No,” said the Count emphatically.

“You permit me then?” He drank a great draught. “You ar

He talked. He put before the Count the situation of the b
astuteness he had admired as a boy in the melodramas tha

“Look,” said he, at last, having vainly offered from one
“Look——" He drew the cheque from his note-case. “He
Errington herself. The letters, and a little signed word, j
children. I am not worthy of you. I give you back your prc

“Never in life!” exclaimed the Count rising. “You continue
Aristide for the first time abandoned his lazy and insolent

“And T’ll continue to insult you, canaille that you are,
doorway. “You are dealing with Aristide Pujol. Will you n«

“Never in life,” said the Count, and he moved swiftly away
Aristide caught him by the collar as he stood on the covert
“I swear to you, I'll make a scandal that you won’t survive
The Count stopped and pushed Aristide’s hand away.

“I admit nothing,” said he. “But you are a gambler and so
“Eh?” said Aristide, staggered for the moment.

The Comte de Lussigny repeated his proposition.
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“Bon,” said Aristide. “Trés bon. C’est entendu. C’est fait.”

If Beelzebub had arisen and offered to play beggar-my-ni
and soda and the Mumm Cordon Rouge and the Napoleon

“I have a large room at the hotel,” said he.
“I will join you,” said the Count. “Monsieur,” he took off k

Aristide trod on air during the two minutes’ walk to the H
drinks and went to his palatial room on the ground floor. |
corona which was ceremoniously accepted. Then he tore t

“Monsieur,” said he, still shuffling. “I should like to deal t1
“Volontiers,” said the Count.

Aristide took up the pack, dealt three cards to the Count, f
of Hearts as the eleventh card.

“Monsieur,” said he, “expose your hand and I will expose 1
Both men threw their hands face uppermost on the table. .
He looked at his adversary with his roguish, triumphant st
“The ordinary card player does not know how to deal like

“But I am not ordinary in anything, my dear sir,” laughes
your absurd proposal? Voyons, I only wanted to show you
packet on the table. “You will permit me? I do not wish to

“What you like,” said the Count, coldly. Aristide scribblec
and handed the paper and fountain pen to the Count.

“Will you sign?”
The Count glanced at the words and signed.
“Voila,” said Aristide, laying Mrs. Errington’s cheque besid

“Good,” said the Count. “But you will excuse me, monsieu
if I lose, I shall evidently have to leave Aix to-morrow mot
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“That’s reasonable,” said Aristide.

He drew out his fat note-case and counted twenty-five o
cards he had ever played. In the first place he was playir
Secondly he was pitted against a master of ecarté. And
suspected him of fraudulent designs. So as they played, e
intensity.

Aristide lost the first game. He wiped the sweat from his f
began. They played slowly, carefully, with keen quick
moustache showed his teeth like a cat’s. Aristide lost se
phrases necessary for the conduct of the game. At last the
Before turning up the eleventh card he paused for the frac
was not the King.

“J’en donne.”
“Non. Le roi.”
The Count played and marked the King. Aristide had no tr
He sat back white, while the Count smiling gathered up th
“And now, Monsieur Pujol,” said he impudently, “I am wil

Aristide jumped to his feet. “Never!” he cried. Madness s
left wherewith to repay Mrs. Errington if he lost, he shout:

“All right,” said the Count.
“Begin, you.”

Aristide watched his hand like cat, as he cut. He cut an
laughed aloud. Then he stopped short as he saw the Coun
grabbed them first, the other man’s hand on his.

“Canaille!”

He dashed his free hand into the adventurer’s face. The m
for an undecided second, and then bolted from the room.
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“Whew!” said Aristide, sinking into his chair and wiping h

He looked at his watch. It was only ten o’clock. It had se:
stood confronted with anti-climax. After a while he went
glass windows in the dim-lit grounds of the Villa, sat dow:
into the listening ear of the young man from Atlanta.

On the following morning, as soon as he was dressed, he 1
train.

“Good,” said Aristide.
A little later Mrs. Errington met him in the lounge and acc

“I have no words to thank you, Monsieur Pujol,” she said -
of you.”

“It was nothing.” He shrugged his shoulders as if he we
daughter, Madame?”

“Poor Betty! She is prostrate. She says she will never hold
“It is young and will be mended,” said Aristide.

She smiled sadly. “It will be a question of time. But she
saved her.” She sighed. There was a brief silence.

“After this,” she continued, “a further stay in Aix would be
our quiet home in Somerset.”

“Ah, madame,” said Aristide earnestly. “And shall I not ha

“You will come and stay with us in September. Let me s
down?” she dictated: “Wrotesly Manor, Burnholme, Somet

She extended her hand. He bowed over it and kissed it in ]

The Erringtons left that evening. Aristide waylaid them as
he presented to Betty, whose pretty face was hidden by a1

“No,” she said in a low voice, but most graciously, “Au rev
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For the next few days Aix seemed to be tame and colour
knew that he was going to win; and he did not win. He Ic
the cheque, at the Crédit Lyonnais, he had only fifty poun
great resolution. He would gamble no more. Already he w
not go to his good friends the Bocardons at Nimes, bringit
There he would look about him. He would use the thc
Erringtons in England, and if the beautiful Miss Betty smi.
conscience.

So, jauntily swinging his cane, he marched into the office
“Ah, your cheque, monsieur, that we were to collect. I am
“How come back?”

“It has not been honoured. See, monsieur. ‘Not known. No
“Comprends pas,” faltered Aristide.

“It means that the person who gave you the cheque has nc
Aristide took the cheque and looked at it in a dazed way.
“Then I do not get my twenty-five thousand francs?”
“Evidently not,” said the cashier.

Aristide stood for a while stunned. What did it mean? Hi
was an evil dream. With a heavy weight on the top of hi
separating the Bank from the café on the Place Carnot. ]
désire?” Aristide waved him away absently. Yes, it was so
But even rich English people do not carry about with the
meanwhile, his thousand pounds....

The little square blazed before him in the August sunshinc
Roman Arch of Titus, gray and venerable. There were th
eleven on its black face was the clock of the Comptoir Nat
from the Comptoir National was the well knit figure of the

“Nom de Dieu,” murmured Aristide. “Nom de Dieu de nom ¢
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Eugene Miller, in a fine frenzy, threw himself into a chair
“See here. Can you understand this?”

He thrust into his hand a pink strip of paper. It was a che
Errington, and marked “Not known. No account.”

“Tonnerre de Dieu!” cried Aristide. “How did you get this?’

“How did I get it? I cashed it for her—the day she went
wanted to pay her hotel bill—and she gave me the addre
Fifteenth of September. Said that you were coming. And
blinkers and harness and a man with a whip.”

He went on indignantly. Aristide composed his face into :
upheaval. He saw it all, the whole mocking drama....

He, Aristide Pujol, was the most sweetly, the most comple

The Comte de Lussigny, the mild Mrs. Errington and tt
conspired, as soon as he had accused the Count of cheati
Lussigny, when insulted at the tables, had sat like a tame

of adventurer. No wonder he had refused to play for the ¢
consent to sell the papers on the stipulation that he shc
nothing, afraid of the use that Aristide might make of a
Finally he had desired to get hold of a dangerous cheque.
wonderful thousand pounds. He reflected, still keeping an
he had paid his hotel bill, he would be as poor on quitt
beginning with Aristide Pujol, is now and ever shall be....

“But I have my clothes—such clothes as I've never had ir
and all sorts of other things. Tron de Uair, I'm still rich.”

“Who would have thought she was like that?” said he. “Ar
For nothing in the world would he have confessed himself

“I don’t care a cent for the hundred pounds,” cried the yot
per annum.” (Aristide, not I, is responsible for the statistic
I hate it. I do, sir. I want a nurse to take me round.”
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Aristide flashed the lightning of his wit upon the young m.

“You do, my dear young friend. I'll be your nurse, at a w
Miller was startled. “Yes,” said Aristide, with a convincii
things in Europe—from Tromso to Cap Spartivento that yc
them all.”

“I particularly want to see those in the church of St. Sebal«
“I know them like my pocket,” said Aristide. “I will take y
“But, Mr. Pujol,” said the somewhat bewildered Georgian.

“I am more than a man. I am a soldier. I am a soldier of F
all worldly goods, two hundred and fifty dollars, with w
slapped his chest, “I am the only honorable one on the Co:

The young man fixed upon him the hard blue eyes, not
factory of Atlanta, Georgia.

“I believe you,” said he. “It’s a deal. Shake.”
“And now,” said Aristide, after having shaken hands, “con
He rose, stretched out both arms in a wide gesture and sm

“We lunch. We eat ambrosia. Then we go out together anc
and the good Father Abraham and Louis Quatorze. Viens, 1

Practically penniless and absolutely disillusioned, the ama

THE ADVEN"
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My good friend Blessington, who is a mighty man in the I
employé, an Admirable Crichton of a myriad accomplish
about between London, Bordeaux, Marseilles and Algiers
my acquaintance.

“I know the very man you’re looking for,” said I.

“Who is he?”

“He’s a kind of human firework,” said I, “and his name is .
I sketched the man—in my desire to do a good turn to Ari:
“Let me have a look at him,” said Blessington.

“He may be anywhere on the continent of Europe,” said 1.
“A week. Not longer.”

“I’ll do my best,” said I.

By good luck my telegram, sent off about four o’clock, fo
dash for fortune (he told me afterwards a wild and disast
had once more resumed the dreary conduct of the Ager
abandoned the Agence Pujol as a cat jumps off a wall, anc
whom he had served this trick several times before, paic
London, bought, lunatic that he was, a ripe Brie cheese,
journey, and turned up at my house at eight o’clock the
smile that ever irradiated the face of man. As a matter of f
“Here I am, my dear friend, and here is something French

— — —said L.

If you were awakened by a Brie cheese, an hour before yc¢
the tears ran down his beard.

As soon as it was decent I sent him into the city to intervi
himself into my arms; before I could disentagle myself, he

“Me voici,” he said, “accredited representative of the great
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I control. I see that the Great British Public can assuage it
vintages. I count barrels. I enter them in books. I smile a
but good sound wine.’ It is diplomacy. It is as simple as ki
a stray cat. And all due to you, mon cher ami. I am gratefu
me! Say you believe me.”

He looked at me earnestly.
“I do, old chap,” said I.

I had known Aristide for some years, and in all kinds of 1
rendered him, at our first meeting, in delivering him out
favors to come was, in the case of Aristide, a cynical and i
adventures I have to relate, let me make an honest and co:

During the course of an interesting and fairly prosperot
among them all Aristide stands as the one bright star who
he has refused. I believe there is no man living to whos
principle which has carried him untarnished through mar
the transcendental materialised, and Aristide (save by the
he honestly thought was value received. If he met a man v
once have offered himself as guide. The man would have
that the ascent of Primrose Hill was equal to any lunar :
Seven Stars; and the gift to that man of Aristide’s dynami
extinct volcano we know to be the moon.

“The only thing I would suggest, if you would allow me
dazzling but devastating coup of your own.”

He looked at me in his bright, shrewd way. “You think it t
“Exactly.”
“I will read The Times and buy a family Bible,” said Aristi

A week after he had taken up his work in the City, und
Saturday and he came to lunch at my house.

“Tiens!” said he, when he had recounted his success in the
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“Yes,” said I, with a jerk of memory. “Time passes quickly.
“It is three years since I lost little Jean.”

“Who is little Jean?” I asked.

“Did I not tell you when I saw you last in Paris?”

“No.”

“It is strange. I have been thinking about him and my hea:
cigar and began.

It was then that he told me the story of which I have a
automobile as the peripatetic vendor of a patent corn cure
through the wilderness between Salon and Arles; how ins
him from town to town, a motor accessory sometimes em
Provence when, the wheezing automobile having uttered
petit Jean, he left him with a letter and half his fortune o
had manifested great interest in the baby and himself; an
rain, his pockets light and his heart as heavy as lead.

“And I have never heard of my little Jean again,” said Aris
“Why didn’t you write?” I asked.

“I knew their names, Honeywood; Miss Janet was the eld¢
able to remember. It was near London—they used to con
have racked my brain for it. Sacré mille tonnerres!” He
Railway Guide lying on my library table. “Imbecile, pig,
through all the stations near London on every line, I shall

“All right,” said I, “go ahead.”

I lit a cigarette and took up a novel. I had not read very fa
flourished the Bradshaw over his head.

“Chislehurst! Chislehurst! Ah, mon ami, now I am happy
embrace him.”

He held out his hand.
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“Where are you off to?” I demanded.
“The Chislehurst, where else?”

“My dear fellow,” said I, rising, “do you seriously suppose
that foreign brat’s upbringing?”

“Mon Dieu!” said he taken aback for the moment, hypott
idea to the winds. “Of course. They have hearts, these
Bradshaw again, then at his watch. “I have just time to cat

“But,” I objected, “why don’t you write? It’s the natural th

“Write? Bah! Did you ever hear of a Provencal writing wt
from my ken.

Aristide on his arrival at Chislehurst looked about the ple:
in russet and gold—and decided it was the perfect envirc
house with a trim garden in front of it looked just the k
parlour-maid, in spotless black and white, tutelary nymy
Anne, opened the door.

“Miss Honeywood?” he inquired.

“Not here, sir,” said the parlour-maid.

“Where is she? I mean, where are they?”

“No one of that name lives here,” said the parlour-maid.
“Who does live here?”

“Colonel Brabazon.”

“And where do the two Miss Honeywood live?” he asked v
But English suburban parlour-maids are on their guard ag:

“I don’t know.”



The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 160

“How can I find out?”
“You might enquire among the tradespeople.”
“Thank you, mademoiselle, you are a most intelligent yow

The door shut in his face. Aristide frowned. She was a |
woman. But his quest being little Jean and not the eternal
shops.

“Oh, yes,” said a comely young woman in a fragrant ba
Cottage. We used to supply them. They left Chislehurst tw

“Sacré nom d’un chien!” said Aristide.

“Beg pardon?” asked the young woman.

“I am disappointed,” said Aristide. “Where did they go to?
“I'm sure I can’t tell you.”

“Do you remember whether they had a baby?”

“They were maiden ladies,” said the young woman rebuki:
“But anybody can keep a baby without being its father or -
The young woman gazed through the window.

“You had better ask the policeman.”

“That’s an idea,” said Aristide, and, leaving her, he caught

The constable knew nothing of maiden ladies with a bat
back from the road, with a neat semi-circular gravelled p
brick residence of Colonel Brabazon did it look, with its a
and interviewed another trim parlour-maid. More suscepti
who came out into the porch. Yes, Honeywood was the r
knew nothing about a child. Messrs. Tompkin & Briggs,

thanked him and made his way to Messrs. Tompkin & B
being Saturday afternoon, were golfing the happy hours a
eye and flickered his fingers and spoke richly. The youth i
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the pages.

“Honeywood—Miss—Beverly Stoke—near St. Albans—He:
Aristide made a note of the address. “Is that all you can te
“Yes,” said the youth.

“I thank you very much, my young friend,” said Aristide,
on the table to shimmer before the youth’s stupefied eyes,

“You had much better have written,” said I, when he cam
you.”

“You have no idea of business, mon cher ami”—(I—a succe
had written to-day, the letter would have reached Chislehi
I should not get any news till Wednesday. I go down to I
little Jean! The secret of business men, and I am a busines
secret of business is no delay.”

He darted across the room to Bradshaw.
“For God’s sake,” said I, “put that nightmare of perpetual 1

“Very good,” said he, tucking the brain-convulsing volume
‘Ha! now I am British. Now I am very respectable!” What e

“Rent a pew in a Baptist chapel,” said I.

After a three-mile trudge from St. Albans Aristide, followi
common decked here and there with great elms splendic
perplexity—for on each side, beyond the green, were i1
signified their disapproval of his presence. A Sundayfied
nearly fell off the bicycle, but British doggedness saved hii
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“Beverly Stoke? Will you have the courtesy——"
“Here,” bawled the youth, with a circular twist of his heac

Aristide looked to left and right at the little houses beyc
perky—but all poor and insignificant. As his eyes became
common. He struck across and accosted one, an elderly we

“That house over there—the third beyond the poplar.”
“And little Jean—a beautiful child about four years old?”
“That I don’t know, sir. I live at Wilmer’s End, a good half

Aristide made for the third house past the poplar. First the
humble whitewashed cottage with a small leaded casemei
the residence of Miss Janet and Miss Anne. Its appearan
neither knocker nor bell, he rapped with his knuckles. The

She regarded him for a moment in a bewildered way, then
“You? You—Mr. Pujol?”

“Oui, Mademoiselle, c’est moi. It is I, Aristide Pujol.”

She put her hands on her bosom. “It is rather a shock seeii

She led the way into a tiny parlour, very clean, very simg
than when he had seen her at Aix-en-Provence. A few lin
reddish hair, and, though still buxom, she had grown thim

“Miss Honeywood,” said Aristide. “It is on account of little
She turned on him swiftly. “Not to take him away!”

“Then he is here!” He jumped to his feet and wrung both 1
I felt it. When such an inspiration comes to a man, it is the

“Yes,” said Miss Anne.

Aristide threw out his arms. “Let me see him. Ah, le cher p
of my body that night and laid at your threshold.”
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“Hush!” said Miss Anne, with an interrupting gesture. “Yc
very ill.”

“Il? Dangerously ill?”
“I'm afraid so.”

“Mon Dieu,” said he, sitting down again in the oak settle.
betokened deepest misery and dejection.

“And I expected to see him full of joy and health!”

“It is not my fault, Mr. Pujol,” said Miss Anne.

He started. “But no. How could it be? You loved him wher
Miss Anne began to cry. “God knows,” said she, “what I sh
“All? But there is your sister, the dear Miss Janet.”

Miss Anne’s eyes were hidden in her handkerchief. “My pc
“I am very sorry. I did not know,” said Aristide gently.
There was a short silence. “It was a great sorrow to you,” |

“It was God’s will,” said Anne. Then, after another pause,
do you come to be here?”

Aristide replied in a hesitating way. He was in the prese:
and he became the simple and childish creature that h
abandonment of little Jean, for his silence, for his sudder
regarded him with her honest candour.

“Janet and I both understood,” she said. “Janet was giftec
some unkind things about you; but we didn’t believe them
letter—we cried over it—and when she tried to poison oui
us a child.” But, Mr. Pujol, why didn’t you take us into you

“My dear Miss Anne,” said Aristide, “we of the South do tl
in two seconds. We are not less human than the Northerne
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“That is almost what dear, wise Janet told me,” said Miss .

“Then you know in your heart,” said Aristide, after a whi
deserted little Jean?”

“I do, Mr. Pujol. My sister and I have been footballs, 1
Chislehurst?”

“Yes,” said Aristide.
“And you see this. There is a difference.”
“What has happened?” asked Aristide.

She told him the commonplace pathetic story. Their fathe
many years they had enjoyed a comfortable income. Ther
been saved from the wreckage. The cottage at Beverly St
their fallen fortunes and little Jean. And then Janet ha:
cottage had its disadvantages. She, Anne herself, was as st
“However”—she smiled—“one has to make the best of this

“Parbleu,” said Aristide.

Miss Anne went on to talk of Jean, a miraculous infant
merriest fellow.

“At nine months old he saw that life was a big joke,” said .

“There’s not much laugh left in him, poor darling,” she si
the night before last she thought she had lost him.

She sat up and listened. “Will you excuse me for a momen

She went out and presently returned, standing at the doc
her lips—“you must be very, very quiet.”

He followed her into the next room and looked about hin
cot beside the big bed, he saw the sleeping child, his b1
features. An old woolly lamb nose to nose with him shat
Anne’s permission with a glance, laid it down gently on th
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His eyes were wet when they returned to the parlour. So v

After a while, conscious of hunger, he rose to take leave.
in the afternoon? Miss Anne reddened. It outraged her ser
And yet——

“Mr. Pujol,” she said bravely, “I would ask you to stay tc
illness, I haven’t given much thought to housekeeping. Th:
all those miles—I am so distressed——"

“But, mademoiselle,” said Aristide. “You have some bread
the most precious banquet of all.”

“I can do a little better than that,” faltered Miss Anne. “I h

“Eggs—bacon!” cried Aristide, his bright eyes twinkling a1
the cooking. You shall rest. I will make you an omelette
eaten since you were in France—and even there I dout
omelette, he darted towards the door. “The kitchen—it is 1

“But, Mr. Pujol——!” Miss Anne laughed, protestingly. Wt
“It is the room opposite Jean’s—not so?”

She followed him into the clean little kitchen, half amusec
fire. And your frying-pan?” He dived into the scullery.

“Please don’t be in such a hurry,” she pleaded. “You will
Besides, I want to learn how to do it.”

“Trés bien,” said Aristide, laying down the frying-pan. “Yor
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So he helped Miss Anne to lay the cloth on the gate-legg:
tinned tongue and a couple of bottles of stout. After whic
him shred the bacon and break the eggs with his thin, ski
creation into the dish.

“Now,” said he, pulling her in his enthusiasm, “to table wl

Miss Anne laughed. She lost her head ever so little. The d.
at this unhoped for inrush of life and colour, who shall '
florid complexion shone on her cheek as they sat down to

“It is I who help it,” said Aristide. “Taste that.” He passed
“It’s delicious.”
It was indeed the perfection of omelette, all its suave juicii

“Yes, it’s good.” He was delighted, childlike, at the succe
meal. She lost all consciousness that he was a strange me
man, too, who had once behaved in a most outrageous
attraction he made you feel that you had known him for y

“Miss Anne,” said he, smoking a cigarette, at her urgent in
She gasped. “You lodge in Beverly Stoke?”

“Why yes,” said Aristide, as if it were the most natural th
here and go back to London every night, and I can’t stay
the relation of a father. I must help you to nurse him and 1

“You would kill the darling in five minutes,” interrupted M

He waved his forefinger in the air. “No, no, I have nursed
go to bed last?”

“I don’t know,” she answered in some confusion. “The dit
corner now. Please don’t worry. And as for your coming tc

“Of course, if you formally forbid me to do so, mademoise
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“How can you say a thing like that? Haven’t I shown you t

“Dear Miss Anne,” said he, “forgive me. But what is that
concentrated all I care for in the world. Why shouldn’t I li*

“You would be so dreadfully uncomfortable,” said Miss An
“Bah!” cried Aristide. “You talk of discomfort to an old clii
“The Hotel of the Beautiful Star? Where is that?” asked ths

“Wherever you like,” said Aristide. “Your bed is dry leave
are fortunate, is ornamented with stars.”

She looked at him wide-eyed, in great concern.

“Do you mean that you have ever been homeless?”

He laughed. “I think I've been everything imaginable, exce
“Hush!” she said. “Listen!” Her keen ear had caught a chil

She hurried out. Aristide prepared to light another cigare
blew out the match, replaced the cigarette in his case, and
He took the things noiselessly into the kitchen, shut the
creature in the world, he stole down the stone passage int«

An hour afterwards he knocked at the front door, Anne Hc
“I have arranged with the good Mrs. Buttershaw. She lives
Anne regarded him in a humorous, helpless way. “I can’t |
“What is it?”

“Don’t wash up for Mrs. Buttershaw.”

So it came to pass that Aristide Pujol took up his residenc
St. Albans, and trudging back every evening three miles t



The Joyous Adventures of Aristide Pujol 168

every evening after a digestion-racking meal prepared by
food for little Jean and demanded an account of the preci
a sturdy urchin, and, to Aristide’s delight, resumed the no1

“Moi, je suis papa,” said Aristide. “He has got to speak Fr
and Arles should not speak French and Provencal; we’ll le:

“I don’t quite see how he can call you that, Mr. Pujol,” sai

“And why not? Has the poor child any other papa in the
you want us to bring him up an orphan? No. You shan’t t
hands against his bearded face, “you couldn’t bear such a

“Papa,” said Jean, with a grin.
“There, he has settled it,” said Aristide. “Moi je suis papa. /
“I am Auntie Anne,” she replied demurely.

Saturday afternoons and Sundays were Aristide’s days of d
paraded the child in the market places of France while he
by the common, which was the whole of Beverly Stoke
automobile that had perished of senile decay at Aix-en-F
Albans, Watford—nay London itself!

“I wish I could take him to Dulau & Company,” said he.
“Good Heavens!” cried Miss Anne in alarm, for Aristide w:

“What would I do with him?” replied Aristide, picking th
use him to strike the staff of Dulau & Company green wit
Blessington to the office boy, could produce a hero like thi

“Yes, papa,” said Jean.

“He knows it,” shouted Aristide with a delighted gesture
wonderful child in the universe.”

This, as far as Anne was concerned, was a proposition 1
Aristide, who smiled at her, and Jean, seeing them happy,
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In a very short time Aristide, who could magically manuf:
a dog and quack like a goose, who could turn himself in
infantile ecstasy, established himself in Jean’s mind as a |
his affection for Auntie Anne, but he was swept off his lit
woollen jersey and knee breeches and had not his nose
Aristide’s morning kiss, he would have thought that chao:
dressed in time; until at last, so greatly was she affected
herself: “In another minute he will be here,” or: “He is a nn

So Aristide, in his childlike way, found remarkable happi
autumn. Aristide waxed enthusiastic over the English c
Blessington, who spoke of him to me in glowing terms. A
realized that, for the first time in his life, he had taken uj
little Jean. Jean’s future was in his hands. Jean was to be
have to be educated. “And, my dear friend,” said he, whe:
that I loathed the brat, until I met the brown-skinned, bla
—“my dear friend,” said he, “an architect, to be the arch:
word of the classic, the last word of the modern. He must
in England a gentleman. He must go to one of your gre:
must go to Cambridge or Oxford. Ah, I tell you, he is to be
Petrea of Provence, between Salon and Arles, for nothing.
I dressed him in my pyjamas and made a Neapolitan cap i
bon Dieu intended. Poor Miss Anne Honeywood with her
little Jean.”

By means of such discourse he convinced Miss Anne that
as the child’s agent in advance. Very much bewildered by
agreed to allow him to contribute towards Jean’s upbringi

“Dear Miss Anne,” said he, “it is my right. It is Jean’s right
“Of course,” said Miss Anne.

“Eh bien! we will work together. You will give him what c:
the accredited agent of Dulau et Compagnie, Wine Shippei

So, I repeat, Aristide was entirely happy. His waking drea
Tower St., E. C., was the evening welcome from the simpl
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no bigger than the never-entered and nerve-destroying sa
chintz. At Aigues Mortes the salon was a comfortless, taste
a pride and a terror to the inhabitants. But here everythin:
her hair and the square of Brussels lace that rose and fell
the evenings, Anne had taken to dressing for her sketch
years before had made her touch upon Jean seem a consec
and thoughts, he found himself in fragrant places that we
been at fierce grips with Fortune all his life from ten to
Honeywood’s presence his soul was singularly at peace. B
fashion, more laughter-loving, every day.

The Saint Martin’s summer lasted to the beginning of T
Honeywood.

One Saturday afternoon, when the rain was falling disma
heightened colour no longer gave youth to her cheek; an
looked at her questioningly. Was anything the matter witk
springing like a puppy into Aristide’s arms. Anne turned 1
lie down, she left the two together. Returning after a cou
the erection of card pagodas. She bit her lip and swallowe
so grieved. Jean must be very quiet and drink up his mi
Then Anne carried off Jean to bed, refusing Aristide’s hel
crawly tin insects which he had provided for the child’s
afternoon Anne tore the twain asunder. Aristide looked m
the enigma of woman. A man, feeling ill, would have bee
declined assistance. Surely women were an intellect-bafflii

She came back, having put Jean to bed.

“My dear friend,” she said, with a blurt of bravery, “I h¢
Stoke.”

“Ah!” cried Aristide, “is it I, then, that give you a headach

“It’s not your fault,” she said gently. “You have been eve
that you must go.”

“I don’t understand,” said he, puzzled. “I must go away be
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“It’s nothing to do with headaches,” she explained. “Don’t
“About you and me?”

“Yes,” said Miss Anne, faintly.

“Saprelotte!” cried Aristide, with a fine flourish, “let them !
“Against Jean and myself?”

The reproach brought him to his feet. “No,” said he. “No. !
infamous. What do they say?”

“How can I tell you? What would they say in your own co
“France is France and England is England.”

“And a little cackling village is the same all the world ove
the sake of my good name and Jean’s.”

“But let us leave the cackling village.”
“There are geese on every common,” said Anne.

“Nom de Dieu!” muttered Aristide, walking about the tiny
arms wide. “But without Jean and you life will have no r
what they are saying, the miserable peasants with souls of

But Anne could tell him no more. It had been hateful anc
discussion she held out her hand, large and generous like ]

“Good-bye”—she hesitated for the fraction of a second—*
to London now and then to see you. We will find some wa

Aristide went back to his comfortless lodgings aflame wit
and sour-visaged woman, and hurled at her a tornado of
fact that in the matter of sheer uncharitableness, unkindne
could have brought down upon it the righteous indignai
Honeywood’s life in the village had been that of a pariah ¢

“And now you’ve spoke of it yourself,” said Mrs. Butters
church regularly, and I don’t want to be mixed up in such
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other lodgings, the better.”

For the first and only time in his life words failed Arist
convulsively clutching the air.

“You—you—you—you naughty woman!” he gasped, and,
his tinier bedroom and in furious haste packed his portma

“I would rather die than sleep another night beneath you
money.” He flung a couple of gold coins on the floor and ¢

He hammered at Anne Honeywood’s door. She opened it i
“You?—but——" she stammered.

“I have come,” said he, dumping his portmanteau in the |
reserved for those who are not good enough for hell. In h
know how they insult you. I know what they say. You ca
have my valise here. I walk to St. Albans and I come bac
cottage. You come with me. We take a train to London.
Madam Gougasse. After that we will think.”

“That’s just like you,” she said, smiling in spite of her tro'
reverse.”

“But it’s I who am doing all the thinking for you. I have

seizing both her hands, kissed them one after the other. °
Remember Lot’s wife!” He flourished his hat and was gon
after him, but he too remembering Lot’s wife would not
unseen puddles. It was an adventure such as he loved. !
dragon of calumny? And in an automobile, too! His imagi1

At a garage in St. Albans he readily found a car for hire.
proprietor, dull and unimaginative tradesman, declined
uncloaked, admitted him.

“You are not ready?”

“My dear friend, how can ——?

“You are not coming?” His hands dropped to his sides and
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“Let us talk things over reasonably,” she urged, opening tt
“But I have brought the automobile.”

“He can wait for five minutes, can’t he?”

“He can wait till Doomsday,” said Aristide.

“Take off your dripping coat. You must be wet through. O

He took off his overcoat dejectedly and followed her into
she abandon her home at a moment’s notice? Failing t
“Suppose we did run away together in your romantic fashi

“You are right,” said Aristide. “I had not thought of it.”

He knew himself to be a madman. It was not thus that la
was unthinkable. And, meanwhile, what would become o:
where he had been so happy, and at the sweet-faced wom
the precious things that had been his life for the past two
by dissolving mist. A great gladness gathered round his he
first time noticed that her eyes were red.

“You have been crying, dear Anne,” said he, using her nan

A man ought not to put a question like that at a woman’s
eyes upon her and the colour mounted and mounted and ¢

“I don’t like changes,” she said in a low voice.
Aristide slipped noiselessly to the side of her chair and kne
“Anne—my beloved Anne!” said he.

And Anne neither moved nor protested, but looked away f

And that is all that Aristide told me. There are sacred a
mention that they forgot all about the unfortunate chauffe
St. Albans hotel in joyous solitude.
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The very next day he burst in upon me in a state of bliss b

“But there is a tragic side to it,” he said when the story w:
representative of Dulau et Compagnie.”

“The very best thing that could happen for your domestic
“What? With my heart”—he thumped his heart—*“with mjy
“So long as your heart hurts,” said I, “you know it isn’t de:

A short while afterwards they were married in London. I
own church at Chislehurst performed the ceremony. The
rascal husband. How could she help it?

As soon as the newly wedded pair had received the exh
consternation of the officiating clergy, the verger, and Anr

“Ah, mon petit. It was a lucky day for both of us when I pic
when you’re saying your prayers, mon brave, and say, ‘Goc

Jean obediently adopted the attitude of the infant Samuel
“God bless father and mother,” said he, and the childish tr

There was a span of silence and then all the women-folk fe

[A] The Adventures of the Foundling.
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THE G

Author of “The I
Cloth
1

“Mr. Locke has succeeded in uniting with the firm careful
delightful; therefore it is easy to make the deduction that *

“Among the novels of the past five years no books have r
those of William J. Locke. This latest addition to his shel
man and for humanity. Mr. Locke is a born story-teller anc

“The book contains a mass of good material, with original

“A story containing the essence of humanity, with an abt
man, and especially upon woman.”—Boston Evening Transc

“It contains even more of the popular qualities than are us

“Mr. Locke’s flights into the realms of fancy have been a !
his remarkable characterization of inconsequent people gi'

“Never has he drawn so deeply from that well that is the .
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not altogether mistaken, ‘The Glory of Clementina’ will als
“A fascinating story with delicate, whimsical touches.”—A

“The book seems destined to live longer than any written
Enquirer

JOHN L.,

Gi

Author of “The Innocen
Cloth
Frontispiec:

“Mr. Chesterton has undertaken in this quaint narrative
author’s war upon artificial attitudes which enclose the li
here in a parable—a parable of his own kind, having abo
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low comedy which one finds in Dickens and Shakespeare
forced upon your attention a possible view of the life wo1
Times

“One of the oddest books Mr. Chesterton has yet given us.’

“The fun of the book (and there is plenty of it) comes qui
Epigrams, witticisms, odd fancies, queer conceits, singular

“One of the most humorous tales of modern fiction, combi

“The book is certain to have a wide circulation, not only
worth.”—Buffalo Commercial

“There can be no doubt as to the iridescent brilliance of th
—fairly bristles with merriment. The book is a compact m

JOHN L.
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