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TWO FAIR DECEIVERS.

do you men talk about when
WHAT Hit at the open window8
smoking on summer evenings V Do you
suppose it Is of love ? Indeed, I suspect
It Is of money ; or, If not of money, then
at least of something that cither makes
money or spends it.

Cleve Sullivan has heen spending his
for four years in Europe, and he has just
been telling his friend John Selden how
he spent it. John has spent his in New
York he is inclined to think just as
profitably. Both stories conclude in the
same way.

" I have not a thousand dollars left,
John."

"Nor I, Clove."
" I thought your cousin died two years

ago; surely you have not spent all the
old gentleman's money already V" asked
Cleve.

" I only got twenty thousand ; I owed
half of It.

" Only $20,000 ! What did he do with
it?"

"Gave it to his wife," said John.
" He married a beauty about a year after
you went away, died in a few months
afterward, and left her his whole for-
tune. I had no claim on him. He edu-

cated me.gave me a profession, and $20,-00- 0.

That was very well ; he was only
my mother's cousin."

" And the widow where is she!"'
" Living at his country-scat- . I have

never seen her. She was one of the St.
Maurs of Maryland."

" Good family, an d all beauties. Why
don't you marry the widow ?"

" Why, I never thought of such a
thing."

" You can't think of anything better.
Write her a little note at once ; say that
you and I will soon be in her neighbor-
hood, and that gratitude to your cousin,
and all that kind of thing then beg
leave to call and pay respects, etc.

John demurred a good deal to the plan,
but Cleve was masterful, and the note
was written, Cleve himself putting It in
the post-offic- e.

This was on Monday night. On Wed-
nesday morning the widow Clare found
It with a dozen others upon her break-
fast table. She was a dainty, high-bre- d

little lady, with akind, hospitable tem-
per, well inclined to be happy in the
happiness of others.

But this letter couM not be answered
with the usual polite formula. She was
quite aware that John Selden had re-

garded himself for many years as his
cousin's heir, and that her marriage
with the late Thomas Clare had serious-
ly altered his prospects. Women easily
see through the best-lai- d plans of men,
and this plan was transparent enough to
the shrewd little widow. John would
scarcely have liked the

shrug and smile which terminated
her private thoughts upon the matter.

" Clementine, if you will spare a mo-
ment from your fashion paper, I want

. to consult you, dear, about a visitor."
Clementine raised her blue eyes, drop-

ped her paier, and said, " Who is it,
Pan?"

"It is John Selden. If Mr. Clare had
not married me, John would have in-
herited the Clare estate. I think he is
coming now in order to see if it is worth
while asking for, encumbered by his
cousin's widow."

" What selfishness! Write and tell
him that yon are just leaving for the
Suez Canal, or the Sandwich Islands, or
any other Inconvenient place."

" No ; I have a, better plan than that
Clementine, do stop reading a few

minutes. I will take that pretty cottage
at Byebank for the summer, and Mr.

Selden and his friend shall visit us there.
No one knowB us In the place, and I will
take none of the servants with me."

"Well?"
" Then, Clementine, you are to be the

widow Clare, and I your poor friend and
companion."

"Good I very good I 'Tlio Fair De-

ceivers' an excellent comedy. How I
shall snub Fan 1 And for once I shall
have the pleasure of outdresslng you.
But has not Mr. Selden seen you ?"

"No; I was married In Maryland
and went immediately to Europe. I
came back a widow two years ago, but
Mr. Selden has never remembered me
until now. I wonder who this friend Is

that he proposes to bring with him ?"
" Oh, men always think In pairs, Fan.

They never deckle on anything uutil
their particular friend approves. I dare
say they wrote the letter together.
What is the gentleman's name 5"'

The widow examined the note. My
friend Mr. Cleve Sullivan. ' Do you
know him, Clementine ?"

" No; I am quite sure that I never saw
Mr. Cleve Sullivan. I don't full lu love
with the name do you ? But pray ac-

cept the olTur for both gentlemen, Fan,
and write this morning, dear." Then
Clementine returned to the consideration
of the lace in coquillct for her new eve-

ning dress.
The plan so hastily sketched was sub-

sequently thoroughly discussed and car-

ried out. The cottage at Byebank was
taken and one evening at the end of
June the ladies took possession of it.
The new widow Clare had engaged a
maid in New York, and fell into her
part with charming ease and a very
pretty assumption of authority ; and the
real widow, in her plain dress and
pensive, quiet manners, realized effect-

ively the idea of a cultivated but de-

pendent companion. They had two
days in which to rehearse their parts and
get all the household machinery in order
and then the gentlemen arrived at Bye-
bank.

Fan and Clementine were quite ready
for their first call ; the latter in a rich
and exquisite morning costume, and the
former in a simple dress of spotted lawn.
Clementine went through the introduc-
tions with consummate ease of manner,
and in half an hour they were a very
pleasant party. John's " courtship" af-

forded an excellent basis for informal
companionship, and Clementine gave it
prominence. Indeed, in a few days John
began to find the relationship tiresome;
it had been, " Cousin John do this,"
and " Cousin John, come here," contin-
ually ; and one night when Cleve and
he sat down to smoke their final cigar,
he was irritable enough to give his ob-

jections the form of speech.
" Cleve, to tell you the truth, I do not

like Mrs. Clare."
" I think she is a very lovely woman,

John."
" I say nothing against her beauty,

Cleve; I don't like her, and I have no
mind to occupy the place of that beautiful

d Miss Marat fills. The way Cous-

in Clare ignores or snubs a woman to
whom she is every way inferior makes
me angry enough, I assure you."

"Don't fall In love with the wrong
woman, John."

" Your advice is too late, Cleve ; I am
in love. There is no use in us deceiving
ourselves or each other. You seem to
like the widow why not marry her ?

I am quite willing you should."
"Thank you, John; I have already

made some advances that way. They
have been favorably received, I think."

" You are so handsome, a fellow has
no chance against you. But we shall
hardly quarrel, if you do not Interfere
between lovely little Clement and my-

self."
" I could not afford to smile on her,

John; she is too poor. And what on
earth are you going to do with a poor
wife? Nothing added to nothing will
not make a decent living."

" I am going to ask her to be my wife,
and if she does me the honor to say
' Yes,' I will make a decent living out of
my profession."

From this time forth John devoted
himself with some ostentation to his
supposed cousin's companion. He was
determined to let the widow perceive
that he had made his choice, and that
be could not be bought with her money.
Mr. 'Selden and Miss Marat were always
together, and the widow did not inter

1

fere between her companion and her
cousin. Perhaps she was rather glad of
their close friendship, for the handsome
Cleve made a much more delightful
attendant. Thus the party fell quite
naturally Into couples, and the two
weeks that the gentlemen had first fixed
as the limit of their stay lengthened into
two months.

It was noticeable that as the hulies be-

came more confidential with their lovers,
they had less to say to each other ; and
it begun at last to be quite evident to tho
real widow that the play must end for
the present, or tho denouement would
come prematurely. Circumstances favor-
ed her determination. One night Clem-

entine, with a radiant face, came into
her friend's room, and said, " Fun, I
have something to tell you. Cleve has
asked mo to marry him."

" Now, Clement, you huve told him
all ; I know you have."

" Not a word, Fan. He still believes
me tho widow Clare."

" Did you accept him ?"
"Conditionally. I am to give him a

final answer when we go to the city In
October. You are going to New York
this winter, are you not?"

" Yes. Our little play progresses fine-

ly. John Selden asked me to be his
wife

"I told you men think and act In
pairs."

" John is a noble fellow. I pretended
to think his eoucln had d him,
and he defended him until I was asham-
ed of myself; he absolutely sald,Clement,
that you were a sufficient excuse for Mr.
Clare's will. Then he blamed his own
past idleness so much, and promised if I
would only try and endure the slings
and arrows' of your outrageous temper,
Clement, for two years longer, he would
have made a home for me in which I
could be happy. Yes, Clement, I should
marry John Selden If we had not a five-doll- ar

bill between ub."
" I wish Cleve had been a little more

explicit about his money affairs. How-
ever, there Is time enough yet. When
they leave what shall we
do?"

" We will remain here another month ;

Levine will have the house ready for me
by that time. I have written to him
about refurnishing the parlors."

So next day the lovers parted, with
many promises of constant letters and
future happy days together. The inter-
val wob long and dull enough ; but it
passed, and one morning both gentle-
men received notes of invitation to a
small dinner party at the widow Clare's
mansion in Street. There was a
good deal of dressing for this party.
Cleve wished to make his entrance into
his future home as became the prospec
tive master of a million and a half of
money, and John was desirous of not
suffering in Clement's eyes by any com-
parison with the other gentlemen who
would probably be there.

Scarcely had they entered the drawing-

-room when the ladles appeared, the
true widow Claro no longer in the un-

assuming toilet she bad hitherto worn,
but magnificent in white crepe lisse and
satin, her arms and throat and pretty
head flashing with sapphires and dia-

monds. Her companion had assumed
now the role of simplicity, and Cleve
was disappointed with the first glance
at ner plain wnite uuambry gauze
dress.

John had seen nothing but the bright
fuce of the girl he loved and the love-lig- ht

in her eyes. Before she could speak
he had taken both her hands and whis-
pered, " Dearest and best and loveliest
Clement."

Her smile answered him first. Then
she said : " Pardon me, Mr. Selden, but
we have been in masquerade all summer,
and now we must unmask before real
life begins. My name is not Clementine
Marat, but Fanny Clare. Cousin John,
I hope you are not disappointed." Then
she put her hand into John's, and they
wandered off into the conservatory to
finish their explanation.

Mr. Cleve Sullivan found himself at
that moment in the most trying circum-
stance of his life. The real Clementine
Marat stood looking down at a flower on
the carpet, and evidently expecting him
to resume the tender attitude he had
been accustomed to bear toward her.
He was a man of quick decisions where
his own interests were concerned, and
it did not take him half a minute to re

view Ills position and determine what to
do. This plain blonde girl without for--

tune was not the girl he could marry ;

she had deceived lilm, tyo he had a
sudden and severe spasm of morality ;

his confidence was broken ; he thought
It was Very poor sport to play with a
man's most sacred feelings', he bad been
deeply disappointed and grieved,
etc., etc

Clementine stood perfectly still, with
her eyes fixed on the carpet and her
checks gradually fiuhlng,as Cleve made
his awkward accusations. She gave him
no help and she made no defense, and It
soon becomes embarrassing for a man to
stand in the middle of a large drawing-roo- m

and talk to himself about any girl.
Cleve felt It so.

" Have you done, sir ?" at length she
asked, lifting to his face a pair of blue
eyes scintillating with scorn and anger.
"I promised you my final answer to
your suit when we met lu New York.
You have spared me that trouble. Good-evenin- g,

sir."
Clementine showed to no one her dis-

appointment, and she probably soon re-

covered from It. Her life was full of
many other pleasant plans and hopes,
and she could well afford to let a selfish
lover pass out of it. She remained with
her friend until after the marriage be-

tween her and John Seldcn had been
consummated ; and then Cleve saw her
name among the list of passengers sail-

ing on one particular day for Europe.
As John and his bride left on the same
steamer, Cleve supposed, of course, she
had gone in their company.

" Nice thing it would have been for
Cleve Sullivan to marry John Selden's
wife's maid, or something or other I

John always was a lucky fellow. Some
fellows are always unlucky in love a-
ffairsI always am."

Half a year afterward he reiterated
this statement with a great deal of un-

necessary emphasis. He was just but-
toning his gloves preparatory to starting
for his afternoon's drive, when an old
acquaintance hailed him.

" Oh, it's that fool Belmar," he mut-
tered; "I shall have to offer him a ride.
I thought he was in Paris. Hello, Bel- -

mar, wnen uid you get back r lluve a
ride?"

" No, thank you. I have promised
my wife to ride with her this afternoon."

" Yourwuel Wnen were you mar
ried V"

" Last month, In Paris."-"An-

the happy lady was"
wny, i tnougnt you Knew; every

one Is talking about my good fortune,
Mrs. Belmar is old Paul Marat's only
child."

"What?"
" Miss Clementine Marat. She brings

me nearly $3,000,000 In money and real
estate, and a heart beyond all price."

" How on earth did you meet her ?"
"She was traveling with Mr. and

Mrs. Selden you know John Selden
Hue nas uvea with Mrs. eeluen ever
since she left school; they were friends
when they were girls together."

Cleve gathered up his reins, and nod-
ding to Mr. Frank Belmar, drove at a
finable rate up the Avenue and through
the Park. He could not trust himself
to speak to any one, and when he did,
the remark which he made to himself
in strict confidence was not flattering.
For once Mr. Cleve Sullivan told Mr.
Cleve Sullivan that he had been badly
punished, and that he well deserved It.
Harper's Weekly.

Miseries of Soldiering.

TVTits. BOSA GBIFFITH, wife of
1Y1 Captain D. A. Griffith, Third Uni.
tee States Infantry sends an account of
the terrible march of the regiment to
their new post at Missoula. The account
says : " The regiment, which had been
stationed in the south for some years,
was ordered to the Pennsylvania coal
region during the strike riots last sum-

mer, and was then suddenly ordered
West to assist in subduing Chief Jo-

seph and his Nez Perches Indians. They
went lo Corinne, U. T., and from there
were ordered to Montana, several of the
companies being ordered to Helena, and
the balance of the regiment to the new
post at Missoula. The hardships endur
ed by the troops during the tramp of
over six hundred miles were terrible,
The men of the command were

by reason of their long residence
in New Orleans, for the rigors of early
winter in the Bocky mountains. Dur

ing a part of the journey they were ex.
posed to a violent snow storm, with the
thermometer 45 degrees below zero. Not
an officer or soldier in the regiment was
provided with over-shoe- s or gloves. Not
a few of the men were nearly barefooted
and added to the agony of freezing feet
was the additional torture of being forc-
ed to grip the cold steel of their muskets
with naked hands day after day. When
the regiment left New Orleans there
were not $5 In the possession of officers
and men. The women and children be
longing to the command, Including the
wives and offspring of the officers, num-
bered thirty-two- , and transportation for
these of course had to be secured at In-

dividual expense. It is said that but for
the timely aid of friends, who, under-
standing the impecunious condition of
the rank and file, advanced a little mon-

ey out of their own private means, these
dependent and destitute followers of the
camp must have suffered abandonment
In their time of greatest need. On the
march northward to Corinne several of
the men fell sick under the terrible ex-

posure, and for weeks their lives were
almost despaired of. The transportation
outfit allowed the command was limited
to three ambulances. As there was not
a dollar of money in the regiment, the
simplest wants of the sick could not be
gratified, as the Isolated ranchmen and
hunters in that country refused to part
with anything when the cash was not
forthcoming. Finally, as the regiment
was nearlng the end of their march,
ragged, footsore, penniless and shivering,
some of the officers sold their pay-roll-s

but not without the sacrifice of a dis-

count of 25 per cent, on the dollar.

Hasty Funerals.

FEW months ago a young and beau-

tifulA woman, on the eve of her mar-
riage with the man she loved, was buried
in the neighborhood of Modi, in Pied-

mont, in accordance with the doctor's
certificate. The doctor was of the opin-
ion that the girl had died from excite-
ment over-jo- y, it is said, at the pros-

pect of being married ; but the legal
name for the catastrophe was disease of
the heart, and with this verdict her
place in society was declared vacant.
When the first shovelful of earth was
thrown down on the coffin, strange
noises were heard proceeding therefrom,
"as of evil spirits disputing over the
body of the dead." The grave-digger-s

took to flight, and the mourners began
praying : but the bridegroom insisted on
the coffin being unnailed. This was
done, but too late. The girl was found
in an attitude of horror and pain im-

possible to describe her eyes wide open,
her teeth clenched, her hands clutching
her hair. Life was extinct ; but when
laid in her shroud the day before her
eyes were closed, and her hands were
folded on her breast, as if In prayer.

In some instances the victims of trance
have been known to rise out of their cof-

fins. A case is recorded of a young lady
in Leipzig, who, being reported dead
during a nervous attack, was placed in
her coffin in her parents' house and
there kept, duly dressed for the grave,
with the lid of the coffin still unnailed.
While the family were at supper, she
appeared in her winding sheet at the
parlor door, pale and frightened, but
fair to see as before her supposed death.
Father and mother and sisters started
up with criea of horror, and rushed out
of the room by another door, believing
her to be a ghost. It was only after a
long interval, during which they enter-
ed and found her at the table eating and
drinking, that they persuaded them-
selves that the girl still lived. They
found her coffin empty ; ergo, the ghost
in the parlor was a living soul. The
doctor, the priest, and the undertaker
saw the error of their ways, and the
deed was cancelled w hich declared the
lady a corpse. In the following year
another deed was madi; out for the same
lady, and the same priest officiated, but
not the doctor nor the undertaker. The
lady was married, and lived to be the
mother of many children.

tSt A lawyer of Strosburg, being in a
dying state, sent for a brother lawyer to
make his will, by which he bequeathed
his estate to the Hospital for Idiots.'

His brother advocate expressed his sur-

prise at his request.
"Why not bestow it upon them?"

said the dying man ; "you know I ob-

tained my money from fools, and to
fools it ought to return."


