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TERE DISPATCH. 

THE JEWELS. 

BY GUY DE MAUPAS
SANT. 

Translated for the New York E
vening Post by 

Julia de Kay. 

She was a handsome girl, born, by a mis- 

take of destiny, into a family of 
hard work- 

ers. She had no fortune, no hope o
f any, no 

.chance of meeting rich suitors
, and so she let 

herself be married to a young employe in
 the 

Board of Public Education. 

She dressed simply because sh
e could not 

afford to dress expensively. Consequently 

she was very discontented, thinking herself 

worthy of the highest luxury and e
legance. 

She despised the cheap flat in which she 

lived, with its bare walls, shabby furniture, 

and hideous hangings—all these things.
 gen- 

erally Matter of indifterence to a wom
an of 

her class, were positive torture to her —and 

so she gave herself up to absurd, impossible 

dreams. She dreamed of gorgeous ante
rooms, 

hung with Oriental fabrics, lighted with ca
n- 

dles in bronze sconces, of servants in livery 

and powder, dozing in armchairs, drowsy 

with the heat and perfume of the place. She 

dreamed of great salons, draped with g
leam- 

ing silk, of tables loaded with priceless bric- 

a-brac, of little coquettish boudoirs and five-
 

o'clock teas with intimate, chosen friends, 

and all the distinguished and sought-after 

men eager to gain admittance to the charme
d 

circle. When she sat down to dinner at the 

little gud table, covered with a cloth that 

had seen three days’ service, opposite to her 

husband, who himself removed the cover of 

the soup tureen, declaring with an air of 

perfect content, “What a delicious soup ! 

Nothing is better than vegetable soup,” she 

would decline the soup, and dream of dainty 

little dinners in a dining room hung with 

tapestries, the table brilliant with glass and 

silver, and viands served on wonderful dishes. 

She had nothing-—no money, no jewels, no 

toilettes. As she really cared for nothing 

else, her life seemed worthless to her. She 

longed to be envied, fascinating, and sought 

after, and she believed that she would be all 

these if she could dress as she wished to. 

She had given up visiting her one rich friend, 

a former schoolmate; the contrast in their 

surroundings was too painful to her. For days 

at a time she wept from sheer dispair. 

One night her husband came home, beam- 

ing with delight, a large envelope in his 

hand. ‘Here is something for you,” he 

said. She tore open the envelope and found 

a printed card that read : 

“The Minister of Public Instructien and 

Mme. George Rampanneau request the plea- 

sure of M. and Mme. Lowsel’s company, at 

the house of the Mimster, on Monday eve- 

ning, 18th January.” 

Instead of the delight which her husband 

had anticipated, she threw the paper on the 

table and said crossly: 

“What good is that to me?” 

“Why, my dear, I thought you would be 

You go out so seldom, and it will 

I had hard work to 

It is to be a very swell 

pleased. 

be will worth seeing. 

get the invitation. 

affair, and very few of the clerks are asked. 

You will see all of the high officials.” 

«What have I to wear to such a function 

as that?” she answered sulkily. 

«‘Would not that gown do that you wear 

to the theatre? You always look so pretty 

in 1t.”" To his horror she burst into violent 

weeping. 

«My darling, what is the matter?’ 

With great effort she calmed herself. 

“It is nothing. Oaly, as I have no ball 

dress, I cannot go to the ball. Give the 

card to one of your friends whose wife has 

better clothes than I have.” 

These words touched him deeply. 

“How much would a ball dress cost yout 

Something simple, that would be useful to 

you on other occasions?” he asked. 

“I do not know exactly. I think I might 

manace with eighty dollars.” 

He turned a little pale, for he had been 

putting money aside lately for the purchase 

of a WP¢ gun, and he had been looking for- 

ward to a gunning trip to Nanterre with 

some friends the following summer; but he 

answered bravely: 

“Very well, you shall have eighty dollars. 

Do the best with it that you can.” 

For days before the ball Mathilde seemed 

restless and dissatisfied, although her dress 

was ready and a perfect success. Her hus- 

band asked her what she was worrying 

about. 
3 | ide no jewels,” she said; ‘‘not one 

stone of any kind. I shall look quite pover- 

ty-stricken. I would almost rather stay at 

home.” 
“Why do you not wear natural flowers, 

they are so much worn now? For two dol- 

lars you can get three magnificent roses,” 

“No,” she said pettishly; *‘there is noth- 

ing so humiliating as to look poor among & 

lot of rich women.” 

“Why,” said M. Loisel, suddenly, ‘‘why 

do you not ask your friend Mme. Forestier 

to lend you some of her jewels? 

She uttered a cry of delight. “What a 

splendid idea! I never thought of that.” 

She flew to her friend, and told her all her 

troubles. 

Mme. Forestier brought out her jewel 

box and opened it, saying: *Choose for 

yourself, my dear; take anything you w
ant.” 

With eager fingers Mathilde turned over 

the jewels, bracelets, a pearl necklace, jew- 

olled cross. She tried them on before the 

mirror, finding it hard to decide. At last 

in a black satin box she found a superb 

necklace of diamonds. Her heart beat wild- 

1v; her fingers trembled as she clasped them 

about her throat. Would her friend lend 

such valuable jewels?” ‘‘Yes, yes; you 

can wear them my dear.” Mme. Loisel em- 

braced her friend and fled homeward with 

her treasure. 

Madame Loisel was @ great success at the 

ball. She was the prettiest woman in the 

room, graceful, smiling, wildly happy. All 

the men asked to be presented; the high 

officials asked her to dance; the Minister 

himselt remarked upon her beauty. 

She danced with such a passion of enjoy- 

ment, lost to everything but the triumphs 

of the hour, in a sort of fairyland of ad- 

miration and homage, the atmosphere so 

precious to a woman, that it was hard in- 

deed to come back to earth again. She 

consented to go home at four o'clock. Since 

midnight her husband had been peacefully 

slumbering in an anteroom, with several 

other indulgent husbands, whose wives were 

enjoying themselves. He folded her wrap 

carefully about her—the poor little every- 

day wrap, that looked so mean over her 

handsome dress. She tried to escape the 

glances of the other women, who were put- 

ting on their costly furs, but her husband 

insisted that she should wait while he called 

a cab, as she was too warm to brave the 

night air. She flew down the stairs and into 

the street, and walked up and down while 

her husband sought for a ‘‘night hawk.” 

Finally one was procured, and she arrived at 

her home with a sinking heart. Her hap- 

piness was over! She threw off her cloak 

and stood gazing at herself in the mrror. 

Suddenly & scream of horror burst from her 

lips. The diamond necklace was gone! 

“The necklace! I have lost Louise's 

necklace!” 

They searched everywhere-—in the folds of 

her dress, her pocket, her wrap. The neck- 

lace was not to be found. 

“Did you have it when you left the pal- 

ace?’ 

“Yes. 

bule.” 

“You must have lost it in the cab. Do 

I felt it when I stood in the vesti- 

you remember the number?” 

“No.” 

“Nor do I. 

over the route we came.” 

I will go at once and search 

# At seven o'clock he returned after a fruit- 

less search. He had imformed the police, 

sent notices to the papers and the cab com- 

panies, offering a large reward. 

Mathildessat all day brooding upon the 

terrible disaster. Loisel came home at night 

pale and haggard. 

“Write to your friend that you broke the 

clasp and are having it mended.” 

At the end of the week they gave up hope. 

Loisel, older by five years, declared that 

the jewels must be replaced. They went 

from jeweler to jeweler trying to find an 

exact counterpart, both almost ill with anx- 

iety and distress. At last they found one, 

and the jeweler said its price was eight thou- 

sand dollars, bnt he would let them have it 

for seven thousand. They stipulated that if 

the other necklace were found that he would 

take his back for six thousand. Loisel had 

three thousand dollars left to him by his 

father: he mast borrow the rest. He bor- 

rowed on all sides—four hundred of one, 

fifty of another, five here, ten there. He 

signed made ruinous engagements, 

had recourse to money lenders. He com- 

promised his future career, signed recklessly 

without knowing how he should repay, hur- 

ried to the jewelers, seized the necklace, and 

handed over the hard-won seven thousand 

dollars. : 

When they returned the necklace to Mme. 

Forestier she said reproachfally: 

“You might have returned it sooner. 1 

might have wanted to wear it myself.” 

Luckily, she did not open the box. Had 

she noticed the substitution what would she 

have thought? 

And now began a terrible life for the 

Loisels. The debts must be paid at once, 

and Matnilde was determined that she would 

bear her full share of the burden. 

She dismissed her servant, and they took 

a small room up under the eaves. She did 

all the work, even to the washing and cook- 

ing. She washed dishes and pots and pans, 

spoiling her pretty white hands and rosy 

nails; she carried down refuse and brought 

up water. 

Every morning, with a basket on her arm. 

she went to market, bargaining and cheap- 

ening, and often receiving insult because she 

tried to make the money go as far as possible. 

Every month they paid off some of their 

notes, and made others, to gain time. Loisel 

did expert accounting in the evenings, and 

at night did copying at five cents a page; any. 

thing that would bring in money. This aw- 

ful life lasted just ten years. At the end of 

that time they had paid every cent, with in- 

terest and taxes. But Mathilde had become 

an old woman; she had become rough and 

notes, 

WOODS 

NORWAY 

Heals and Soothes the Lungs and 

Bronchial Tubes. Cures COUGHS, 

COLDS, BRONCHITIS, HOARSE 

NESS, ete., quicker Lbon any rem 

edy known. If youiave that irri- 

tating Cough that keeps®you awake 

at night, a dose of tue Syrup will 

stop it at once. 

USED FOR EIGHT YEARS. 

I have used DR. WOOD'S NORWAY 

PINE SYRUP for every cold I have had 

for the past eight years, with wonder- 

ful success. I never see a friend with a 

cough or cold but that I recommend it.— 

M. M. Ellsworth, Jacksonville, N.B. 

PRICE 25 CENTS. 

coarse, like a woman of the people, with un- 

kempt hair, gown awry, red hands; she 

talked and laughed loudly as she scrubbed 

her floors. 

Sometimes, however, as she sat at her 

windows, she would dream of that wonderful 

evening, when she was courted and admired 

at the ball. 

What would her fate have been had she 

not borrowed the necklace? Who knows? 

Life is so sirange, so uncertain, It takes 

such a small thing to make or mar if. 

One Sunday she had gone to the park 

to rest herself after the labors of the week, 

when suddenly she came face to face with 

a lady, also walking and accompanied by a 

little child. It was Louise, still young, 

still pretty and aitractive. Mathilde was 

much agitated. Should she speak to her? 

Why not? Now that all the debts were paid 

she could tell her the whole story. “Good 

morwving, Louise,” she faltered. Mme. For- 

estier not recognizing her, and wondering 

who it could be that addressed her so fa- 

miliarly, replied: ‘I think you must be 

mistaken. I pr 

“No, I am Mme. Loisel,” her old friend 

exclaimed. 
“Oh, my poor Mathilde, you are so aw- 

fully changed. 
“Yes, I have had hard times and much 

suffering since I saw you last, and you are 

the cause of it.” 

“1? How is that possible?” 
“You remember the diamond necklace | 

that vou lent me to wear at the ball at the 

palace?” 
“Yes.” 
“Well, I lost it.” 
«“How can that be when you returned it 

to me?’ 
“I only returned an exact copy of it. It 

has taken us ten years to pay for it. 

can imagine how hard it has been. 

“Mme. Forestier started. 
“You bought a diamond necklace to re- 

place mine?” 
“Yes. You never 

were so exactly alike.” 

Mme. Forestier, pale and trembling, seiz- 

ed her triend’s hand and cried: 
¢() Mathilde, my poor Mathilde, mine 

were only imitation, and only worth two 

hundred dollars!” 
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MANY CHILDREN 
OUT OF SCHOOL 

WITH COUGHS AND COLDS. 

And Parents Everywhere Are Proving 

the Wonderful Curative Powers of 

DR. CHASE'S SYRUP OF 

LINSEED and 

TURPENTINE. 

When grown people neglect their ailments 

and allow them to develop into serious dis- 

eases, they have no one to blame but them- 

selves. 
With children it is different, because they 

do not realize the seriousness of a neglected 

cold nor the means of obtaining cure, and 

many a child, as he grows older and finds 

himself a victim of pneumonia, consumption, 

bronchitis, asthma, or throat trouble, cannot 

but see that his parents were responsible for 

neglecting treatment when his ailment began 

in the form of a cold. 

Today the schools have many a vacant seat 

on account of coughs and colds, and many 

children who are there should be at home. 

What treatment are these children getting? 

Do their parents realize the seriousness of 

neglecting to cure a cold’! Have they proved 

the merits of Dr. Chase's Syrup of Linseed 

and Turpentine as a cure for coughs and 

colds, bronchitis, croup, whooping cough, and 

all kindred ills? 
Very many have, for there is no prepara 

tion tor throat and lung diseases that has 

anything like the sale of Dr. Chase's Syrup 

of Linseed and Turpentine. 
Be careful when you buy to see that the 

portrait and signature of Dr. Chase is on the 

wrapper. If you send the children to the 

store warn them not to accept any imitation 

or substitution. Children like to take Dr. 

Chase's Syrup of Linseed and Turpentinte, 

and there is no remedy so prompt and effec- 

tive. 20 cents a bottle; family size, three 

times as much, 60 cents; at all dealers, or 

The 

‘Favorite’ 

Churn. 

100 

Just Arrived 

from factory. 

This Churn has both foot and lever drive
, improved bolted trunions, 

steel roller bearings. It is built of very best selected English oak. 

Works so easy a child can operate it. It is the best Churn made and 

has a larger sale than all other churns comb
ined. 

Sold only by us and our regular agents. 

Balmain Bros. 
March 4, 1903. 

Crown Jewel Steel Range. 

SIX HOLES. 

For Hard or Soft Coal 

or for Wood 26 in. Long, 

The be dy is made of Hean y ( ‘old 

Rolled Sheet Steel lined with 

heavy asbestos board, which is 

held in place by an inner lining 

of Steel, all rivited 

finished in enamel. 

The oven is made of heavy 

steel bottom 

braced with angle irons, positiv- 

ely buckle-proot. 

hand and 

and oven is well 

Oven door 1s 

balanced and is nickel plated, and when open 

shelf. forms a 

ions fitted with 
Top 1s made in four sect 

interchangeable key plates. 

Ashpan is very large and 

AD two days 

door under fire 
SO made 

that when pan 1s removed no ashes can fal 

on the floor. 

[.ow Down Reservoir 1s heavy retinned 

copper. Entire Reservoir Casting 1s Orna- 

mental Cast Iron and guaranteed rust proof 

LE Back Flue is also cast iron. 

Dibblee && Son. 

e Are Making 

The Best Line of Garriages 

On the market this year. New designs in 

Single and Double Vehicles, either Iron or 

Rubber Tires, Ball Bearing Axles, and all 

other devices to produce and Easy Run- 

ning, Basy Riding Carriage. 

Look at our lines before you buy. 

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE G0. 
Main Street, South Side of Bridge. 

We Sell BUTTER PAPER. 
Eamanson Bates and Co., Toronto. 


