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SYNOPSIS,

Francals Hentmpre, & pessant baba of
threo yenrs, aftor an amugingt ineldent In
which Murahna!l New fgures, |8 made o
Chavaller of France by the Emperor Ko
polean, who  prophesind  that  the  boy
might one day be a murshnl of France
under moother Honaparte, At the nge of
ten  Franivol viglin Clenernl Baron Gans
pird  Gourguud, who  with  Alixe.  liis
#ovensyenr-old  daughter, lyesx a1 the
L% AL A soldler of the Empire under
Nupolson he Ares the boy's Imagination
with storfes of his compualgns. The ken-
eril offors Franbols a home ot the Chas
LT y hov refitmes to Jeave his pis
renib, but in the end bogomes a qopyist
for the goveral wnd loarns of the friend-
shilp Botween the seneral nnd Marguis
Zappl, who campalgnod with the genernl
uniler Napaleon wriuis Zappl 'nnI_T-I--
mih jwtro, arrdve at the Chiten T} 0
goneril agress to care for Lie Maraquin
son while the o goos 1o« Amerien
The Marguls bef ng for Amarica
aaled Fronools (o be a friend of his son
The boy Iy promises.  1Teancols
ey 1o g o e Marquls
!'l'l‘j T 1y g Pletro an n ward of
tha general Allxe, Pletro and Franenls
miet a strankgs boy who proves o e
Prinee Louln Nupoalaon Fruncnlp sayes
his life ™ general dlne » Frangols
Toves Allxe il extracts n miipe  from
him that be will nnt Inteefars hotween this
giel and Pietro,  FPrapedls goes to il
&N secretary to Pletro.  Quonn Hortanse
plata the ofcdpd of linr 20N Lavitlsn Nn-
alegn by denising Wm and  Marqgiis
Zappl ne her lackeym Prancnin  takes
Marquls Zappl's plaes, wha |a (11 in the
eraipe of RiiL and Laoul AT A
an  Loule'a ‘brother Frapeols ll_-
Austeinns fram the  hotel  allowl he
prince and his mother to escips,  Frar
et I m pirlsener of  the Austrians far
Aue yohes In the onitle awned by Histm
In taly. 1te dlacovers In D gy il one of
Pletro's old famslly servant=, and through
hitm. sends watd 1o hip  friends ef hin
Meht. ‘The weneral, Alixe and Tieiro
ear from Fr s and plan Dis Aesoun

Frenncols we a guest of the Austrinn gov
wrhor af the pringn inspoara  he
Inioplor af e wine cellar af the Jappie
Yrancols recolvew n note from Pletrn ax-

s e

plainiog in d@all how (o escape (rom ki
prison Allxe mwalts hWim on horseback
And lends him to his feiepds on  boaed
tha American snlling veaxol the *Tovely
Luey.”  Irancols, as a giest of Tlarry
Hampton, on the "Lovely Luey,'™ goen 1o
Amuriea to  manage Pletro's mtate 1f
YVirgintn Franrols wins the respeot ll'u!l
pdmirition of the arlsiocrutl SO0 nearn

&,

CHAPTER XXl

Haro Worahlp.

1t had come about that Luey Hamp
ton wus n scholar of Francols, The
colonal, lnmenting on & day that there
ware no capible teachers of French in
the neighborhood, that Luey's school
girl command of the languuge wan
fast disappearing, and an accomplish
ment so vital to 2 Indy was Hkely soon
to be lost—this sngn of regret beleg
sane by the colonel at the dinner-table,
Francols had offered to tench madem
olselle his mother tongue. And the
colonel had nceapted the offer

“if you are not too busy, Chovaller
And 1 suppoga your—ah—acennl—Is
entirely good?® Ope ean nol be oo
careful, you know. At least we shall
not quarrel about the termms, for what
ever money you think right to nsk 1
ahall he ready to pay.” and the colonel
felt himself 4 man of the nndd
extremely generous

Father!™ Lpcy coried quickly

Francols' eves werp on ik plate but

worlid

they swept up with their wide brown |
“I am |h”1'l‘.‘ obstinite corner in the doplus

gaze full on the colonel’s face
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pot too busy, Monuleur the Colonel
Af for my accent—I1 am n peasant, as |
Monsleur knows, but yet | am In
strugted. 1 was for years at Salnt
Cyr, the great military school of
France. 1 belleve my accent is right
As for money”—n quick motion, all
French, spoke n whole sentence gl
Monsiour Insiste on that—that must
finish It To me It would be Lmpos

silila 1o take money for the pledasire
of teaching mademolselle.
flashed at Lucy & smilo all gentlenoss,
and  Luey's walting for that
gmile, met hils shyly

The colonel blustered n bit, but the
Josmonus arranged Francols
wished, twice n week throughout the
winter from Carnifax Lo
glve thom. And Hitle by little he came
to kpow the smnll mistress of the mas
not ue few lad known her. People
thought Lucy Hampton too serious and

CYEN,

wore s

he rode over

L
N

Lucy Stood In the Doorway.

etald for a young girl; no ong realized
that, her mother bolng dend and her
father such as he was, the clear-haad-
ed litde person had begun at ten or
twelve years old to know that she
must make ber own decislons, and
many of her father's also. At four
teen she had taken the keys and the
responsibilitics of the house, nnd now,
at sixteen, shie was (o renlity the hopd
of the whole great plantation. The
colonel, who would have becn moat ln-
dignant to be told so. leaned on her
in every detall, and It was she who
planned and declded and ofton execut:
ed the government of the little king-
dom.

All this lay on the slendor shoulders
of Lucy Hampton, and besides all thie
she bad begun in very childhood to
hold up the hands and do the thinking
of an Incompetent father, It was not
wonderful that she was graver and
slower to frolle than other girls of
sixtesn.  Her conaclentious young
brain was full of care, and light-heart-
edness of youth had mnever had a

chanco fo grow In that crowded place.

= liad come to live with them
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v
/
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only theWear before, when his mother
hnd died, his father belng dead Ium:I
ngo; and Luoecy knew guite well that
her father had planned that the two
ghowld warry and upite the brosd
peres of the Hamptons,

But the young longing for romance
which was In her In spite of the chok-

Ing sober business of her e, re
beled st thiv, She would not glve

hersoll ns well ps all hor thought und
effort for Roanoke She wanted to
love somebody, and be loved for her
golf us other girle were: she would |
not marry Harry beciuske o and her
futhor eonsidered It n good arrange-
ment.  Bo strongly had this determi
nation selged her that, looking entires
ly down that of thought, whe
falled to wee that Harry might not be
cinased with the colonel In his view
of the plan. She falled to ses that if
ahio hnd oot bean heiress to Hoanoke
Housy, or w snything at all, Harry
Hampton would etll have been in Jove
with his cousin Lucey, For Harry saw
how the Young e had been progsed

way

imto a soervics too hard for It almost
fram babyhood; Harry saw how un
selllh she was and trustworihy: how
brondminded and warmbenrted: how
ihe would 1lke to be eare froe a d ir

renponsible Hke other glrls of her age,
only that the colonel and the estite
were wlways thore, Wways demanding
her time and her attentlon He could
do little to help her es yot, byt he
longed to UL the witlght and carry it
With ber, not uway from her, for the
fnlry of a person was not the sort to
lenn on others or to be happy without
her ahare of the burden. Yet, Harry
thought, "If 1 might only help her, and
make

it all a dellght Instend of a
labor!"
But  Luey, golng nbout her busy
duye, never guessed thik. She thought
of Hurry as the boy whom she had

grown up with, to be cared for ten
derly alwayvs becnuse of his misfor
lune, to helped and planned for
nnd loved Indeed, boonuses he wis lathe
and her cousin, and because he was
a dear boy and her hest [rlendl. But
a8 the hero of her own romance to
come, sho refused to think of him at
all, More firmly she refused such @n
ides, of course, becauss har futher
had binted that It would complete both
Horry's and his happloess.

Fruncols, with guick Insight, suw pe
muech us this,

ha

nd wan anxlous for the

boy who

had been his wnrm and
tendy friend. What he did not see
was that Luck woe fiitlne bla own
eraohality joto that empiy noteh of
hor imagination where an altar gtood
and o candle burved, roady for the
image that was o came above them
That never entered his mind, for in
bils mind Alixe wns the only woman

living to be considerisd in such a re
And, Iu spite of the selgneur,
inspite of Plotro, imepite of his whole
heprt

lation,

o giving up of her, there wis u

hiin

soul which yer  whispersd
agninst ull roason that it might be
that Alixe loved him, that It might
be, for unheardo! Yings happened

every day, 1t might be yot that—w,th
wll honor, with all happiness
others whom ho loved
dny he froe

to thoae
it mlght some
to love her

So that a
he grew to onre for and understand
Luey Hampton more and more, no

fnintest drgam of caring for her as
e

did for Allxe came over into his
mind
On an evening when winter was

wearing away to cold spring, Francois
walted in the dinlng-room of Roanoke
House for his scholar. 'The room had
n sweet and stautely beauty, o graceful
stiffness llke the manners of  the
women who first lived in It o hundred
yours befare, The carved white wood
work over the doors was yellowed to
ivory; the mantelploce, brought from
France In 1732, framed in its fluted
pillars, s garlands  and  chiseled
nvmphs and shepberds, ns It under
protest, the rollicking orange of the
lire. Over a mahogany sofa, covered
with slippery horgebalr, hung a por-
trait of the first lady of the nwnor
and Francols, sitting soldierly ereect
in & straight chair, smiled as his gage
fell on It—=It wad so ke yet so unlike
n face which he Kuew, There was the
dolleate oval chin and stralght nose,
and fnir, loose hair. HBut the portrasit
wan stald and serious, while Lucy's
face, ns this man had seen it, had
kindly oyes and o mouth smiling al
wiys, He shook his head In  gentle
amusement at the grave dignity of the
pleture

“But Madame—you are not so
charming as your granddaughter,” he |
sald, nddrossing it agoud

And then he stepped ueross the room
to the fire, and held bis hands to it
and stared into I The clock tleked
firmly, the logs fell apart with soft
sliding sounds, and he stared down at
them-—his thoughts far nwny—a look
pume lto hig eyes as I they concen
trated on something bevond the range
of sight, the chargeteristie look of
Francols, the old look of a dreamer, of
& neer of visions

Then Lucy stood in the doorway,
gontle, charming from the slippered
feet, looked over the Instep to the
shadowy locks of light hale on ber
forehend.

*Good evenltug, Mansleur. 1 am
sorry | kept you walting, Haunnibal
hurt hiv foot and 1 must find plaster
and bandage for him. But you will
buve enough of my talking even now,
Futher save | talk a great deal Do
I, Monsleur?"

Fruncols stood regarding her, with
frank admiration In eévery musecle of
his face. He smiled, the same gentle
amused smile with which he had ad
dressed the portrait. “You never talk
ton much for me, Mademolselle, It
in a plensurs to moe always to hear
your volce,” he answered In the deep
tone of a Frenchman, the tone that
has ever a half pote of trugedy, as of
some raceanemory which tenturies do

no,
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not wipe out,
#penking In Freneh, “one must not
falk English. That )s breaking the
luw, you remember, Mademaolselle,”
She answerad very protdly in
own tongue, In words
ke, "Very well, Motslour
do my best.” e etill ‘guzed at her
imiling, without speaking, Owoe could
understand that, to a girl of more
gell«contalned peopls, this opon hom-
pige of manner, this affectionate gen-
teness, might seem (o mean more
thun & brotherly loyalty, The girl's
pules wak beatibg fast as'sahe made an

hin
thut balted o

"Only,” he went on |

I will |

The Frenchman turned a queer
look on her, and did not answer,

“Did any of your family ever see
him, Monsleur? ahe asked again.

The alert figure stopped backwiard,
fat down agaln on the gilded chalr
and leuned forward consideringly.
Francoly nodded as if to the fire. “But
you, Mudemolselle," he snld, In s whis
par.

"Oh, tell me!™ the glrl erled, all in-
teredt.  “Who was it? How was 1t?

It couldn't be"—she hesituted —";(our-’

self! If you, whom | know so well,
thould have seen the Emperor!” She

cifort for conversation, “Whit were
you thinking of as you looked at the
fire when | eame In, Mopsleur? It
had wn nir of belng something ploas-
ant, DIl 1 not suy all that beautl
fully T she finished In Buglish

He corrected a lame verb with serl- |
ous accuracy and she repeated I1||~:
word, and laughed bapplly,

“But you haven't sald yet what you
were thinklng about'”

The lurge brown eyes turned on
liey It wns of my old home In
rauee, Modema 'selle, when 1 was

Stretehed Out His Arm as If to Hold
a Sword,
very Hitle,” ho sidd simply, “A large

fire of logs mokes me think of that*
“Tell me about 1" she begged with
“WHIL you? Was therae
Wlways 4 flre nt your house?”
“But  po, Mademolseélle—not, of
coyrse, In the summer It waus of Lthe
winter time | thought, when the nelgh:

nuick inferest,

bors came, in the evening, and we sat
ubout the hearth, sometimes twenty
peaple, vach at hig different duty, and
my brothors and sisters weré thore,
and the desr grandmere, was there
nnd e stopped. “Doos Madeniol
welle really wish to hear how It was
in that old farm-house of ours, In the
shadow of the Jurn Mountalns
“Indoed, Mademolselle wishes "
she asuured him. "It will ba a trip

to Europe. | am sura [ &hall speak
better Fronok for golng to France for

ten minutes, and belng among the
French people, your friends. Wait
now, til 1 uwm comforiable.” She

torned 4 deep chalr so that It faced
him, and dropped Into I, "Put a foot-
stool for me.” she ordered, as south-
orn women order the moen they care
for—and the men they do not, And
who wottled back with her Httle foet
on It and smiled at him, For a mo
ment the man's brilllant gaze rested
on her and the glrl saw it and thrilled
to It. “Now, Monslenr, racontes-mol
une histolre,” she spoke softly,

Francols Beaupre's look turned from
har to the fire, and the wir of gazing
at something far away came again
1 I a pleture 1 see an [ think of
that time of my chlldhood," he began,
an If speaking to himself. “A ploture
many thnes peinted In homelike col-
ors on my brain. Many a night in the
winter | have sai, a lttle boy, by the
glde of my grandmother, at that great
hearth, and have looked nnd have seen
all the faces, have heard all the voleos
and the fire crackling, and the spin
ting-wheel whirring, even ne [ ses
them and hear them tonight.

“And from time to time ons of the
men, as he talked, rose up and strode
across the room to the great onk table
where lay always on a woolden plate
a long loaf of bluck brewd, with a
kotle, and always a glass and a bottle
of etu-de-vie=brandy, And | remem
ber how manly 1t looked to me, wateh-
ing, when 1 saw him take the laaf
ynder his arm and hold it, and slice
oft boldly a great plece of the fresh
rye bread, and pour out a glass of
brandy und toss It off as he ate the
brend. The storles scemed to grow
botter after the tellor had done that

“And always | walted, even through
the tale of thoe ghost and the Are.
breathing hound, il the talk should
wwing round, as It did ever toward
the ond, to the stories of Napoleon
that were frésh In men's minds in
those days. It wad as If 1 ant on
needled before my bedtime eame, yet
1 did nol dare to be restless and move
nbout for fear that my mother might
send mo suddenly to bad, But [ always
gave o elgh of content and nlways the
grand-mers patted my head softly to
hear It, when my father cleared his
thraat and began—"

“MNuere 18 a small thing that hup-
pened when the Emperor was march:
Ing'—and then be was launched on
his tale”

A great hickory log fell, rolled out
toward the hearth. The earved nymphs
and shepherds seemed to frown in
digapproval at this Irregularity. and
the girl in the deop chalr smiled, bhut
the mun apravg up and put the log
back in place with qulck efficlency
He stood ailent by the tall mantel
pleoe, deap yet In his reverie, as the
finmes caught the wood agaln and
sparkled and spluttared,

“Did any of them ever sos Napo-
leon—those wmen who twked about
him?" the girl asked,

[ ten

caught o deep breath of excltement,

| Thig was another Lucy Hampton from
the serious young mistregs of Roanoke |

House whom the country people knbw.
"Quickly, Monsieur, tell mo if it was

r}mrl!il']ff”

Francols turted Ws oses on her
“Yon, Madnmolsells," he answered,

“"You have ssen Napoleon!" she
sald, and then, Impetuously, “Tall me
about [t!"  Buat, though he smiled at
hor with that affectionate amusemant
whieh she seemoed, of all sentiments,
oftenest to Insplre In him, he did not
AnEwalr
refuse to

to know ko
nnd went on
Did he speak to

“"Mopstonur! you will not
when 1 want
much!™ she pleaded,

“How old were you?

me

you? What did he sav to you?*
And the Frenchman laughed as if
at a dear child who was nbsurd.

“Mademolselle asks many questions—
which shall I answer?" he demauded,
and the tono to her ear wing the tone
of love, nnd she trembled to hear it
“Answer'—he begnn, and stam-
mored and flushed, and stopped,
Francols wont on, lttle thinking
what damage he wan dolng with that
unconscious charm of voles and look
“It I8 as Mademolsells wishes, most
certalnly 1 will anawer Ma.
demolselle’n two questions al onee w0
It was when | was not
quite throe yenrs old, Mademoiselle,
at home In the farm-house In the val
ley of the Jura."
“And he apoke

even

ploase her

nelf? Are vou sure?”
“Hut yes, ha spoke to me, Mademol
qelle.”

“What did he say?" The smile on
Francols’ fuee went out nnd loto its
pluce swept an Intensity of feeling:
he answered solemnly: “There were
but few words, Madomolselle, but they
have been much to my life.  They
ahinll lend my life, !f God plenses.
those words shall
which they foretold."

“What were the words?* whispered
the glel, Impreesed with awe,

Franeols suddenly stood erect and
stretohed out his arm na If to hold a
gword “‘Hine  Chevaller
Benupre, one day n Marshal of France
under another *“Napoleon,”"™ he repeat-
ed dramatieally. were the
words the Emperor enld."”

"Thosa

CHAPTER XXII.

The Story Again.
girl, her face liited
bewlldered, “1 don't

to him,
under-

Thn
lookued
stand.”

The vislonary eyes stared nt her un.
ecoertainly. 1 have nover told this
thing,” he sald In & low tone,

“Ah—but It's only me,” begged the
glrl

“Omly you, Mademoiselle!"
went on as If reflecting aloud. “It Is
the gulding star of my fe—that
story; yoi 1 may tell {t"—he poused—
“to ‘only you.'"

Agnln the pirl quivered, feeling the
Intensity, mistaking Its meaning. 1
should be glad If you wounld tell 1t,"
she spoke almost in n wiflsper, but
Francold, floating backward on a
atrong tide to those old beloved daya.
did not notien,

“It may seem a simple affalr to you, |
It |

Mademolselle—1 can not tell that.
has affected my lifee The way of It
was this: Napoleon marched to Ger
many In the year 1513, and passed
with hiz staff through our village, The
houss of my father was the largest
in the village, and It was chosen to
be, for an hour, the Emperor's hoead.
quarters, and the Emperor held a

| bridle

| most prrt, in prison

to you, lo your own

lead 1t to the fate

Francols |

fed the question, and [ belleve that the
nccolnde—the knighting-—was nlways
a right of the mouarchas of France.
disused, perhaps ot times, but yet held
In abeyance, a right."

The glanca of the brilllant eyes met
hers with a frank ealmness which
showed that he clalmed nothing which
he did not feel; that this haphazard
nobility had lived In his soul nnd
grown with his growth, snd come to
be part of him. With a gentle humll-
Ity, very winning as It sprang from
hin gentle pride, he went on.

*1 know, Madomolselle, that 1 am a
peagant nnd that 1 must be content
(with n wmall placs in life at the pres-

ent, 1 kpnow thls. And even that
positlon which 1 hove 18 more than
my brothers. For you must know,

Madomolselle, that the others grew up
to be farmers or tradesmen,' He hes
Itated, and then in a few words told

of Viequms, and how he had given the
peasant boy all the
I'which Wig own son could huve
| And as he talked he remembered how,
ufter his father's ruin, he had stood
| inaide the bare, Httle, now cottage and
watehed through the window his
mother standing nt the gate and talk-
Ing to the selgneur, who held Linetin's
It seomoed o him he 1-|,u]d|
#en the dork bralded halre of La Clalre, |

opportunities |
had. | of those days of open fAres and no fur- |

her of Genoral Gourgaud, the selgneur |

molselle has talked enchantingly well
this evening, but 1 have perhaps talk:
ed too much. | may have tired Mad-
emokelle. 1 bhave the honor to wish
you a good evenlng”

His hoels together, he stood In the
doorway nnd made his bow YAl
pluisir de vous revolr,” he suld, and
wis goua.

CHAPTER XXIIL.

The Prince Comes.

The glittering morning sunlight of
late March flooded the eastern dining:
room of Roanoke house. A fire blaz
ad on the hearth; hot dishes stenmed
on the table; the girl's face, the erachk-
ling fire, the pollshed sllver rellected

from pollshed mahogany: the #oft |
ghod, sollcltous wervice of o W hite=
aproned negro; all this miude  tho
room fragrant with homeliness in

spite of the fact that one could #oo
one's breath In the alr ut they
were uged to It—the hardy Virginians

noeos, of many luxurles nnd few eowm:
forts, and In happy lgnorance of world
progreas, they suffered chearfully and
wore sironk

Colonnl Henry Hampton faced a por
tralt of the first Hanipton of Roanoke,
atately with brass buttons and silver

Inge, seL ju the panels wseven ive
colled around her acad, and the deep | yiurs before Luey hnd concluded
point of her white neck-handkerchief | yor proflod ehicken and bacon and hot
a8 she stood with her back to him, bread, and now ng he, late for brouk
and the big bow of the apron Iil'd| {ist :.ni'-\u'-'-‘, tollowed In her wake,
about her walsl, The pleture camé he road ”'h Norfolk and Portsmouth
vividly. And It opened his heatt 80| praraid with whieh & colored Loy tiad
that be tulked on, nnd told this strang | that morning ridden out from Notrfolk,
er in a sirange land many things that Geght miles away, It was before the
had laln close and eflont In his heart tme of daily I_b,['..!q axcept in a largoe
He told her about the goneral’s K- elty or two, nnd this of onco u oK
nogs, which could not hide bis good: | ns an event: o bhoy was sent 1o Nor
ness; wnd how he hud come to be ih"i folk 1the day before N publication
chlld of the castle sy woell 48 of the that the colonel might have JU 4t Lhe
gotinge: something of Pletro also he | ooonce momant
tald her; but he did not mention Allxe, How would you ke to seo n lve

You spoke of ‘!n—.--- 1l:|:|.lr.i.'“- Mon prines, bucy ™ he lngulred. “The Her
I;h-r r: who wus the third? neked old mtntew thnt wo hnve one with us,
'uli‘:'.-m:-n::\- went on as If he had not - 1'“. HEleSeoe “.UHI'I‘”. S5

; Louis Napoloon wan landed from tho

henrd the question It was a happy ey Norfolk. only yestan
e, Mudomolselle,” he said. “And it seipibepdie ML L ), s

has heon wo ever Bl oven, for the Ry Moo POUIE. D) e went oo

2 condescendingly, "he hug no mopey,

I have wondered
at tmes If the world is oll flled with

I understand, and’ bere he Is stranded

such kind people ns 1 have met, or I i:: dllllrlliflr:l.lllll“::j".;_ k;ih .‘l?:_.” r: .:\I:;T
it is Jukt my good luck. It's ]l'tl. that \\‘I1- help T-.u.n‘.n the
Luey Hampton bad been  reading alton!" !

aloud to her sick black mammy that|
doy, nnd wome of the words of the | (".I""ll SAImpLON | FARCA DYar 0
book she had resd ceame to her, and PRk IR0 WATS LGS L0 RIS WOTES
pemed 1o it "The kingdom of God of “'Ml”“i MEATHRD AR MELARLLYE  Ai
nnd was tried for it—-and all that—fa- {iatico ot i Lt SRGL Ik
ther talked about It so much | eould sidiskon I ? UG ARG QFOpES N
not help knowing o little about it, put | *P¢ fork and, wilh: hor biuo — cyos
I don’t rememboer di '.J-:'”} siretohed wide, het wh . ok o

“But certolnly, Madomoiselie. It I“_b' .:\,:\ll "|I Pt 7»: eiedh el :

wus the prines” 1“'.:! ber!  Is Prince Lo ‘1: Nos
| “Then, huven't they Just done some- ‘ r'b"l" How ‘ean it b ManulauT
thing to him? Isn't there something DERUIEE WRR \RIKNIE 10 Ink RINHL NS
| poople are interested fn Just now lnst night, and he did ool dresm of his
ubout that Prince loula?” SIRIIE NP Serely- e wonild bate
The grove bright smile fiashed out h'”,‘““ ICNe pringe wers expecied.”
Bt bk I truth, Mademolselle, (| ”.l_”-“‘ll Fanipton smiled sarcastiouls
thore I8, The prince was shipped by ly: “¥ou “'Ill find thai your luthor
hin Jullers on the frigate Andromede [ 26Ca8ionslly knows more than even
muore than four months ago, for what | l WA ':""”-"" o ,"‘_"” e
port |5 unkuown, One hay not heard [ FORCH QUERTIONS, Y WHOL® B4tk
of bim lately, and there are fears that | rf",”m“'!' HUM & oAl !" Kt
he may have suffered shipwreck. pat| Pt ”,',"'”" polnt you ure right, my
I do not fear. It s the hope of Franee, Goar. The Prince was not expected
L Is France's destiny which the Ane h‘}- any ohe, not even by the great
dromede carrles. It will carry that 'l Che .'.'”:I e e te wan extled
P great eargo srfely., The young prince from France, as you miy or oiny oot
will yot come to his own, and I—and | 0¥, #ome four and a bhalf months
perhaps ¥ou, Maiemolsello—who | 1B G0 atcount of Hi8 BHempl ot Sirus.
Knows?—will ery for him 'Vive I'Em WUFE, ARG WaS Keut out on the Andro
poreve! . mede, with sepled orders NO cue
The tone full of feellng (thrilled knsw nila IE“MI_'“IM :'i'?' o .lﬂ”””:'
through the girl, She flushed and “." H.i.‘. Swelly- el . Norfolk
I'iere the colondl got up and walk-

His volee |

councll of war, he and his generals,

there. 1, a child of three, was sleep-
ing In & room which opened from
the great room, and 1 wakened with
the sound of volees, and ran in,
notloed, for they were all bent over
the table, looking at the maps and
ligta of the mayors—and 1 pulled at the
sword of Marshnl Ney, And the maor-
shal, turning qulekly, knocked me
over. | ¢rled out, and my grand-
mother ran to me, and 1 have often
heard her tell how she peaped from
the door under the shoulder of the big
sentry who would not let her puss,
and how she saw a young general
plek me up and set me on my feet,

and how all the great officers Inughed | were ruddy and cheery

when he sald that the sword was in
contest botween Murthal Ney and me,

And how. then, the young general BUg: | reject our compromiges,

I .
in |

gested that, to egettle the point amie- |

ably, the marshal should draw his
sword and glve me the accolade—the
hlow of knlghting. And so, Mademol
solle, to sghorten the tale, it was not
tho marshal, but the Emperor himself
who chose to do . He made me
kneal befora him, |— n baby—and he
struck my shoulder the blow of the

necolade, nnd gald the words which
I have told you."
Fruncols sprang to his [eet and

gtond a8 he repated once more the
Emperor's words. [lis voloe shook.

“*‘Rige Chevaller Francols Beaupre,
ona day a Marahnl of France undoer
another Bonaparte,'* he eried, thrilled
through with the words which he re.
pentod,

The wgirl leaning forward, watched
him; with o gasp she gpoke., “Then—
that {8 why you are really Chevaller
Bepupre? Did the Emperor have the
right to—to knight you?"

"Byt yes, Mademolsells,” Francols

answered with declsion. *1 have stud-

stnmmered a8 slie went on, but Fran
cols, enrried nway by his enthusiasm, |

od to the fireplace and stood with his

Ybuek to the bluze, and his legs (ur
did not thiuk of 1t *If you will let| , bl A
| apiart, masterfully I'hore, my dear
ma bek jukt ote question more, Mon- | p ! H
| have given you a dose of history (or
pleur, 1 will promige not to ask any |

ftor" “ | a femile mind How are you golog Lo
W E‘_' S0 nmuse Your little solf today?

I'he fMicker of amusement lghted 10 W CONTINUR]

| t COt NUELL)
his fuce. “Ask me @ thousund, Mad =
emolselle” Dreadful.

“No, onily one.  Did that solgnonr— | “Merey child!™  exclatmed M
that General dourgaud—did be have | Harlem.  “1 never  would have b
iuny—any daughter?” eved my Hite boy could use sioh

The Frenchman roge In a business | language teett playing  with  bad
Hke way, the way af a teacher of lan: | ehildren agaln. haven't you® 0'm.”
guage at the end of a lesson, replied her Mt boy, "Teddy Bacon

“One," he answored briefly In o mat
terof-fact tone. And then, “Made |

and ! bave been

rot his uncle

pluving with n par

gent bim from Chleago™

i

WAY FOR THE YOUNG MEN!|

Conditlon That Must Be Recognized
Is Pointed Out by Writer in
Magazine.

Clear the way for the young men
'hey are entering “the strong, flonr
hing, and beautiful age of man's
life."" ‘They decree the changes. The
map of the world may be rolled up—
overy nere tromped upon and inhab
fted. But still they come, clalining all
the rights of the adventurer and plo
noer Datoning must be found for
them f the old earth has gone stale,
1f the Hfe of danger and discovery 1s
ended, then thoy will turn thelr hand
ngainst ‘our secure world snd refash-

fon the pleasant places. They will
uproot tradition and shatter the instl
tutions. We shiould llke them better

If they Nited thto our scheme, if they

und  ended
there. Dut they come earnest and
eritieal. They Jeer at our fallures,
It tan't our

Ides of youth ,our peaceful picture of
walt youth should be. Poels sing It
s If It wore n pretty thing. the gentie

possession of a golden race of belngs. [ Inehes and

Hut it Is lusty with power and dieas- |
trous to comfort. BMaen sigh for It as
it 1t bad vanighed with old Japan at
the hour when It 18 romping In thelr
courtyard and challonging thelr doar
bellefs, They are wistful for it In
thelr transfigured memory, and they
curss it (n thelr counclls, for youth
never s what the eldérs would have
(t. It does unaccoptablo things, while
age stands blinking and sorrowful, It
is unrily, turbulent power on Its end-
loss track-—Colller's Weekly

Thing Never Paid For.
Anyone who does his work well or
gets eatlsfuction out of i, puts him-
gelft Into It. Moreover he does things
that be cannot be glven credit for,
finishes parts that no one else will

notles. Even a mediocre amateur mu-
slcian knows that the best parts of

L

his playing. hla personal tributes 10
the genius of the composer wlhiom ho
playes, ure heard bY no ope but him
golf and “the God of things ps they
are.”  There might be in
the thought that in our wWork we pel
pald or pralsed only for what Is ulul
particularly ours, while the work tpat
we put our hearts into |s
nized or rewnrded
gle for spirftonl existence nidapt
oursielves to the unapprocintive fen-
tures of our environment lonrn

bitterness

not re Cog-
Hut in the rog-

Wit

and

to look elsewhere tor recognition. We
do not expeect people to hay us for oyp
hest. We look to the approval of
conselonee, to the lght of our Idenl
feen more clearly when ogr work g
good, or to the fudgment of God. Ouyp
terma differ more than onr ||-||.,r..l||_
cles. The essential polnt I8 that for

apprecintion of gur best WOrK wa look
to a Judge more just and koon-sleht

ol than our pavmaster Richmid ¢
Cabot, In the Atlantle. g
Hi Failed to Come Up.

HI Larlty treated hia peg log to o |

hinduome cont of white paint one day
this weak, afier whilch hae pnlnh-ﬂ
ball Inches on it ang has
been vaing It ns o moeasuring
gtick when digging postholes and do.
Ing other work., Our rond OVergesr
came along o few days lutor nnd plur*.m!'
& white pole In the ¢ reek with Ineles
and half Inches painted on it 80 n-:\m.-
sters ean tell when the creelt Is too
high to ford. Link Lollop pussod (hat
way ehortly after and found R!rlnp
Summers staring at the Miv most In
tently. Link asked i what he wae
waldliing “I've been gotiin .hero
mearly an hour Bimp replied, "v,-“nljn'
o gwe what Hl's divin' after, but hit
neems ke hit takes him a long time
lo come up."—Kansus Clty Star
—e e
Queer Thinga.
Queer how things even (homselves
up. Even when n woman's love Browe
cold her temper Is apt to remaln an

hot as ever.~Philadelphia Record,

since

| = T\ Adn't It aplendid o
- be Ivin', o
| 5 4 . "bout this e &
year,
With the ETren
things 1
upward and 2
mornings y
nnd clewr;
Wwith the ehii!
cheaks i
and the futus
lookin' b
And the glad
roasters
junt for f
all thalr 1
Aln't 1t ol
nin't It
i get oul 4
whiff the
When  the
time in
and the
benuly
whets
When (] 1]
BUNY AW
hi il kick up thelr heol
An L g qu frishin' hand
enough 1o get thelr moals
Afr i fine to hene the onckle N
hen whose henrt Is Vght
Al to hnve th sl to % e
there I In sight?
Al i fne to e things growlr
the way they usead to grow
Ar 1y fol (lis wiarm wind hio
he way It used to blow
Aln't 1t good to start the furrow
wmell the pew.plowed earth
And to hear the blackhirds
buntin' wormse for nll they't
Alr't 1t good o hear the ringir
diatant dinner bell
And to hear the robin singin® J t
pliow that all In woll?
Aln™t It Iurky to be llvin® when ! -
sanm brighten thingw
And you're waltin® for the sumr h
the xl » that It hrings™
Aln't 1t goonl to o tho glean
Hns in the
Diap't it kind of vou dren
old boyhood dreams nealy
CANDID OPINION
The man who i Iwnys
he I8 right lnses many bets
Freguently the worm that .
merely oty ltsalf brulsed on
nide
A poor beginning may lead to |
ending, but It s not likely to d
one has started to tumble down
A theatrical prodocer In a ma
Ynd a deawing-room on the | !
train lnst week and Is  sucklr
orange in o8 commean copch o
Some of the colloge prof
trying to find out whetlier th
han # sense of Bumor, Alter o
throngh with the Indigna they ¢
oxumine the people who ke
EONER
For Instance.
Th ihere,” sald the philos r
the Hrst prineiple of naturs
Pprty n wphere. the sun, the d
pnd the glars are sphores,  Th

arop Is u sphore;

neurly all frui

Beody ure spherical, and what Iq !
f child lenrns to play with fir
ball,  Our eyes e sphores,
heads, by far tha most Important
[ i round. In fact, ther
14 ! af any Importanc
I nit 1

L8] ‘ wre e replied the
cluat

Wlhint for instince?™

in #tenk.”

NO WONDER THEY DISAGREED

"Whnt we )
grounds on
your wila s
hor divoros

“I'neompu

Ity wof te od
ment."”
"Why  wa |
that you couldnt
She inslsted that her former
band was an ubler man than [ am b
cause e wore smnller gshoes avd 8
lnrger but than 1 do”
I The Center of Interest.
1 never repd the sporting sheat,
It nll 1 meaninglysn to me;
I do not eare whiloch elnb may beat
G which the tallvend temm may U
The market page T put astde,
Htooks may be high or very low
There mny e mielonn to divids
I do not know nor cara to know
I hive no wish th resd about
The work of congress duy by day
I never hunt the ook nows out,
Nor pouse (o read nbout tha play
T write tha letters which vou pond
Blgned **} ot and “X, ¥, &"
T el them only: they, Indesd,
Alone huve Inlerest for me,

Changed Her Mind. :
"My husbund and 1 wers engrets
for ive years."
“You must be one of thosa who b
lieve in long engagoements.”

“No. 1 did before we werg ma®
| rled.”
I Unsatisfactory.
"Pretiy severa snowstorm.” i
“Yos," replied Mr. Growcher, “J#!

govere enough to make [t dlsagree bie
and not severa enough to preyent d
man from going to work."

Certainly.
“Bllger a boasting that he will h.].“
three bathrooms In hls new hovee
“Why should he boast about tha!
|  "Why not? Every man ought ¥
have something to boast about”

Liberal.

“1 suppose you nre giving your st
liberal education?™

“You bet you repled the gr®
wheat king. “Whenevar he telograf
home for money I send it right o
. getiernlly moking the check evis
ger than he expected.”




