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ofhundred francs he had about him,and threw him

into a sewer excavation.
Avigilantpoliceman noticed theirmovements, and

they were arreßted. They had been more than once
in trouble on account of petty thefts, but this was
their first offense of any magnitude. The law took
into consideration the strong provocation of their
misery, and was lenient. They were each con-
demned to St. Lazare for two years.

Among theprisoners there was an elderly English

woman, whose peccadilloes are unknown. The erring

daughter ofAlbion was a woman ofgood intelligence

and of more tban ordinary education. Amadine be-

came her cell-mate.

Before the girlleft the prison her companion had
;aught her to read and write and to speak English

and German.
These lessons, imbibed eagerly to relieve the mo-

notony of a dungeon, made a deep impression on the
pupil's mind. Her heart, corrupted as it was, was
not wicked. Inher new knowledge she saw a glimpse

ofabetter life,and was filled withhorror at her past.

She fled from itto London.

Before her prison earnings were exhausted, she ob-
tained employment as anurse in the familyof arich
shippingmerchant named Brockingham.

Within a year her employer's son fell madlyin

love withher. He proposed marriage; she accepted,

and they were united. She retained her position in

her husband's family until her pregnancy could no
longerbe concealed. Then young Brockingham re-
vealed all, and threwhimself uponhis father's mercy.

The Utter did as such men commonly do. He cast
the pair forth,penniless.

They were rich in love for one another, however.
The young man set to work manfully to support
both. After a time he obtained employment as
an agent for a manufacturing firm at the Isle of
Bourbon. His wife accompanied him to his post,

and was at his bedside when he died, fiveyears later,
already arich man.

Among the officials on the island was the Marquis
de Varbaray, ayoung spendthrift, who had been sent
away from Paris to recoup his dam&ged fortunes and
mend his broken morals. The expatriated patrician

had been afrequent visitor at the merchant's house,

and had been deeply smitten by the charms of Mrs.
Brockingham. When her husband died he offered to
rapplyhis pl«#e.

There was no vestige left in the elegant young

widow of the onetime stroller of tbe onter Boule-

vards. To the teachings of her prison companion

her quick mind had added stores ofother knowledge

behind which her loathsoma past disappeared as be-

hind a vail. She had, in short, advanced from a har-

lotto a fine lady.

Therespectability ofher late husband set aside any
queßtions as to herself. So, when she became the
marquise de Varbaray, society made do doubt ofher
worthiness of the title.

The Marquis returned toParis with her, and fora
time proved a most devoted husband. His oldhab-
itsgradually grew back on him, however. The dis-
sipations of the past began to draw him to the de-

baucheries of the present, until,in 1876, there was
no wilderblade in the wildcity than thenow middle-
aged Harquia de Varbaray.

However this may have troubled the neglected

wifeshe didnot openly exbibit her distress, itwas
only when she found that her husband's irregulari-

ties had engulfed his fartune and trenched on hers

and her childrens' that she began to act. His con-
nection with a wellknown cocotte of the Quartier
Breda was notorious. He promised but failed to
keep bis word. Toher renewed importunities he re-
sponded withinsults and finallywithblows.

This rou~ed the dormant tiger in her, the remnant
ofher old savage outcast lii'o a'l her education had

not stamped out, and she determined to face her
rival,to frightenher into suomisßion.

I lii!) woman was easily found. I>riving to her
;house one morning she discovered her in her hus-
band's arms. Yarbaray fled. His paramour faced

the wife she had irjured with a brazen front,and the
latter felt her senses leavingher.

Tbe woman for whose caresses her husband had

abandoned her was her old comrade inmisery, Fran-
coise.

The ex-harlot of the outer boulevards did not at

first recognize her ancient friend. She only saw in

her a woman over whom she had triumphed, and

whose respectability made that triumph all the

more glorious. This woman owned her husband's

name. Hib mistress owned his body and his soul.

Ascene whose violence can be better imagined than

described followed. It ended by the marquise re-
vealing herself and throwing herself completely on
her rival's mercy.

Itwas the worst course she could have taken. It

roused a bad woman's envy. Francoiso only hated

the oldcompanion who had been so much more for-

tunate thanherself.
"Tourhusband loves me," she said. "He is mine

without hope ofescape, unless Ichoose to let him go.

OfcourseIonly want his money. Pay me, then, ten

thousand francs and you can have him
—

and much
good may he do yon."
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