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SYNOPSIS.

Francols Beaupre, & peasant babs of
three yenrs, after an amdsing locident In
which Marshnl Ney figures, 1o made &
Chevaller of Frapoe by the Eniperor Na-

pulvon, who prophested that the oy
might o duy be & marshal of Franoo
undor anothir Monapirts. AL tha age of
e Frunc vipits Cenwrnl Duron Gnse
d Gourgaug, whi
I=Veur-old  dnug

L] L
Chateaw, A soldler ¢ i
Nopulvon he fires the wmginmtion
with morles of Lhis campalgns, The vy
becomes . eoppist for the getneral and
learon of the friondship between the gen-
erial und Muarquls Zapid, who cammpaignt U
with the general under Nuapoleon Mar-
Wis Zappl and hin son, Meteo, arrive nt
the Chatedu. The goneral ngrocs to cary
for the Murquis' son wlhille the former
Kovs o Ameclen. The Murquly asis Frian-
culy 1o b o friend of his son, Tha boy
solemnoly promisen. Francols soes o the
Chatesy to Hve, Mar g Zappl dlos Jenv-

ing Pletro W of the  general
Allxe, Plotr “ri ol mipel & sLPANKE
boy who pr 1o be Prince Louls Na-

L]

poleon. Francols naves il life. The gen-
ernl Jdiscovers Prancols loves Allxe, ani
extriots n promine from him that he will
not Interfere beiween the girl and Pletro,
Francols goes to [taly as secrelary to
Pletro. Quesn Hortense pluns the sscipa
of her mon Louly Napaleon by disgulsing
him apd Murquly Zappl as hoer  lackeys
Frunvols (akes Marguis Zappl's place
who e VL in the sscap~ of H Hae nnd
Louln lireaped on Touls® b r Fran-
eoln Jures the trinns from the hotel al
lowing the and his mother to es-
oape,  Franco n prisoner of the Aus-
trians for flve yeuars, In the cistle owns |
by Pletro In Ttaly o In his
guard one of Pletro's old family

wod through Mm  sopds word to
friondn of hin plight, The gensral, A
and Pletro plans Franoola' escape. Fran-
cols récelvin i note from ietro "‘HIL‘;T"

Ing In detnll how to escape  from :
prigon Allke awnlls him on horsoback
and leads him to his frienda on board
the Amerlenn valling vessel, the “Lovely
Latey.” Franeots, os s guest of Harry
Hamptan, on the “Love Larey,” goes to
Ameriog to mannge Ploteo's  ontite In
Virginia. Lucy Hampton talls s love

with Francol

CHAPTER XXl —Continued,

The femnle mind pald no attention
to the dlsgression Lucy had long
ago, fnally if unconsciously, put her
father's personality into |ts  right
place.

“Father, 1s the prisce really poor
and alone in this country?”

"Poor—yes, | fancy—I1 am quite cer-
tuin, in fact. Alone—that depends.
The authorities of Norfolk recelved
him with some distinetion, the Herald
statés, but he s putting up at the Inn
—aone would conclude that he was an
Invited guest ot many of our great
bhouses.”

Luecy flew like n bIrd across to the
fireplace. Her hands wont up to eith
er nlde of the colonel's fuce, “Father,
quick! Have Thunder saddled, and
ride in—quick, futher-—and bring the
prince out here to stay with us. Glve
the order to Sambo, or I shall™

Colonel Hampton's eyés widened
with surprise. "Why, but Lucy,” he
stammered. “Why—but why should
1?7 What claim have we

“Oh, nonsense,” and Lucy shook her
head Impationtly “Who has more
claim? Aren't wo Virginiang of the
Jumes river prineces In our own coun

try, on? Husn't our family relgned
In Honnoke longer than ever his
relgued  In Europe? Haven't we

enough house room and servants to
make him ns comfortable us In a pal-

ace? But that Isn't the moat Impor
Jdant. It I8 a shamo Lo us all, father,
that no one has luvited him before,

thot a strange gentloman of high sta-
tion should have to lodge at an inn
Why hasn't Cousin George Harrison
asked him to Brandon? And the Car

ters at Shirley, and the people at
Berkeley—what do they mean by not
peking him? But we won't let Vie

ginlan hospitality be stulued. We will |
agk bim, You will ride to Norfolk at
once, will you not, father dear?”

The touch on his cheek was pleans-
ant to the valn and affectionate man,
but the splrit of the girl's speocch, the
suggestion of the courtesy due (rom
him us a relgnlng prince, to this other
prines forlorn and oxiled, this waa
He pursued his lips dnd

pleasanter
emiled down
“Out of the mouth of babes,” he re-
marked, and drew his brows togother
as If under streas of large machinery
“My

behilnd them Httle girl, you

He Consldered the Invitation for a Si-
lent Moment.

have rather a songible idea, 1 had
overlooked befors, that"—he ecloared
his throat and black Aaron standing
tray in hoand across the room, jumped
and rolled his eyes—"that,"” he contin-
yed, "o man of my Importance has du-
ties of hospitality, even to a forelgner
who comes without introduction luto
the country.”
“Aaron, tell Sambo to saddle Thun-
der,” he ordered.
- - -
Prince Louls, In his dingy parlor at
the inn, looked at his visitor from be-
tween balf-shut eyelids, and measurod
him, soul and body. He considered
the invitatlon for a sllent moment
This was ono of the great men of the'
pountry. The prince had already
henrd his name and the name of his
historlic home. It was well to have
tpfluentlal frieods, more particularly

~ as no letter awalted him as he bad
" hoped from his uncle, Joseph Bone-
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of n few days at this place of Roan-
oke could do no harm and might lead
to good.

“I thank you very much, Monelour
1o Colonel,” ho snld gravely, yet gra-
clously. “You are most good to de
gire that 1 visit you. 1
with pleasnre,”

Out they rode the

through BUTH

will do so |

Nghted, wind-whipped country, dozing |

rentfully through its last winter's nap,
stirring already at the step of lvely

April on the thresliold, The alr was
sharp, and nipped at the prince's fin-
gers and toes, but it was exbilaration

to be across A horse again, and the |

exlle's spirit—the ease-hardened beart
of stee]l which fallure and misfortune
never broke til It broke forever at
Sodan—grew buoyant. That “some-
thing about the outside of a horse
which Is good for the Inside of n man™
worked its subtle chufm on thls fin-
tshed horsemnn and horse lover, and
he was gently responsive as the col-
onel talked fluently on

"Does It so happen, Monsleur le
Colonel, that there In In these parts
& Frenchman of—of Instruction—a

letters. Would you know of such a
man, Monglour le Colonsl?"
Nothing pleased Monsleur s Col

ontl more than to be master of the sit-
uatlon. “"Most  certalnly,’ he an-
swered blandly and felt that the

prince must notice how no demand
could find Colonel Hampton at a loss.
“Most certalnly. My daughter's
Fronch master would be the very fel
low. He 1a Intelligont and well edu-
eated, and what g more, he I8 a most
ardent adherant of your family, prinee.
Heo has talked to Miss Hampton with
such a vehoment enthusiasm that, by
the Lord Harry, I belleve she expocts
to see you fly in with wings, sir—I be-
lieve ghe does,” and the colonel laugh-
od loudly and heartily. It was us good
a Joka as he had ever made.

Aud before them, at that mo
ment, rose @ stately pleture A
large old house, bullt of dark red brick
brought from England, towered sud-
denly from out of the bare treos of Its
park like w monument of calm hos-
pltality. [Its steep roof was set with
dormer windows; Ita coplngs and Ita
casemonts were white gtone; a white
stone terrace stretched before It At
one front, us they came, was the car
rlage entrance, and the squares of a
formal English garden, walled with
box hedges, lay sleeplng before the
springtime; at the opposite side a
wide lawn fell to a massive brick wall,
spaced with stone plllars, guarding

leap to the horse; the skirmish to get
free, and, at last, the rush of the
chayy, He had seen {t all, watching
quletly while his mother and the lund
lord lraplored him to hide himself.
That young Frenchmun—If he should
be allve—If evar he should meet him
ngnin Prince Louls would not forget
It was puychological that he should
have been thinking this when o knock
sounded deferentially on the door of
the room. But pleturesque colnel
dences happen In llves as well as on
the stage; In Louls Napoleon's there
Wis wore than one. “Entrez!” he
called sharply, and then, "Come inl!"

The door swung slowly and Aaron,
whiteaproned and  whiteeyeballed,
stood In It

“Marse Prince” he stated with a dig-
nity of serviee which crowned heads
could not daunt, “ole Marse sen’ me
bring you dis hyer Marse Hopray,"

A light figure stepped before the
black and white of Aaron, and halted,
and bowed profoundly, The light from
the window shone on his face and the
dark lmmense eyes that lifted townrd
Prince Louls, and for a moment he
stared, puzzled. Waa he in the pres
ent? Borely this man was part of the
pust which he had been reviewing

| Surely bhe had played o role in the

|

man whom | m'ght use s u secretary? |
I shall have need tomorrow Lo write |

the grounds from the flowlng of the
James river
ot the home of his people and then at |
his guest, und he cnst the harness of
his smallnesses and stood out in the
gimple and large cordinlity which s |
the heritage above others of southern |
peaple !

“Your are lo Roanole,
prinees,” he

weleome

sald
CHAPTER XXIV.
Brothera.

Colonel Hampton's study was dark
from floor to eceiling with brown oak
wulnscoting and was lightened by o
dull brightness of portraits. An ane
cestor In a scurlet cout, the red turn-
el yollow and brown with time; an |
ancestress in dimmed glory of blue |
adtin and lace and pearle; o Judge In
his wig and gown, gave the small
room importance A broad window
looked through bare brasches, luney-
bluck agalnst sky, across a rolling |
country and groups of woodland

April, 1837, Prinee Louls Napoleon
Ponaparte stood at this window, star |
ing at brown fields and trying to trace
a llkeness between this new  world |
and the anclent country which he call- |
ed hls; Frapce, whers, sinee he wan
soven yeuars old, he had been allowed |
to spend but a few weoks; PFrance, |
which hnd freshly exlled bim: France,
the thought of which ruled him, as he
meant one day to rule her; France, for
whom he was ealing hls heart out to- |
dny, u8 always, thousands of miles !
from her shores

He recalled the happy life at Aren.
enberg, In Switzerland, and the work
and play and soldlerly training which
ull polnted, in the boy's mind, to one
end—to serve France—a service which l
did not at that time mean soverelgn-
ty, for the Duke of Relchstadt, Na-
poleon’s son, was allve and the head |
of v the house of Bonaparte, He|
thought of his short career, hls and
his wellbeloved brother's together,
with the Itallan Insurgents against the
Austrians, and the lonely man's heart
longed for his own people as he went
nealn that tUme of excltement
and sorrow, ending with the older
boy's death at Forll nmd his own [l
nesd and narrow escape from capture.

“What a mother!™ he cried sloud,
tossing up hie hands with French dem-
onstrativeness, as the memory camo
to him of the days in Ancona when he
Iny nt doath's door, hidden In the very
room next that of the Austrian gen-
erul, saved only at last by the mar-
velous mother's wit and courage. The
Journey through Italy to France, that
wns drima enough for one life. Ree-
ognized at every turn, betrayed never,
and ending with—Prince Louls amiled
hig slow dim smile—a ftting ending
indeed to days whose cvery minute
wns adventure. He thought of the
Inndlord of the inn, the old cavalry-
man; the young Frenchman—Heaupra
—that was the name; It was set In hig
memory; had been in that tenaclous
momory sloce an afternoon of 1824,
when a runaway schoolboy prinece had
glipped over the Jura, and played with
thres other children, about a ruinod
caatle; he saw Franccis Beaupre take
reverently in his hand the sword which
Nepoleon hnd held—and then the
alarm! That was a fine sight—the
dash of the youngster through the

over

Colonel Hampton gazed | |

| repeated thoughtfully,

~ Gous for which he hau asked. A vieit,

| startled mob of Austrians; the fiylng

prince’s  history—where? With a
finshing thous't hb he years e
knew

"Mon ami!" erled Louls Bonapirte,
and sprang forward and stretched out
both hands, his royalty forgotien In
the delight of seeing a face which re
called his youth and hla mother

Francols, two minutes later, found
himself ¢tanding, bursting with loyal-
ty and pride, with the prinee’'s hands
clasping his, and the prince's trans.
formed face beamling on him

“You rode llke the devil” sald the
pringe. “But the Austrians bhad the
horees. That peor Hleon-bleu!  How
did you get away” Where have you
been? Mon Dieu, but we looked for
you, Zapp! and 11"

“But no, your highoess, | did not
get away,” samiled Francols Beaupre
ws if Imparting a Jjoyful bit of news
"They caught me.”

And he told briefly hig story of the
five years In prison, of the desperate
eseape, of the rescue and voyage Lo
America, of hls wrecked health, not
vet re-established. Through the ane
count shone the unconquerable French
galoty. Another thing thems was
which & Frenchman and a Honaparte
tould not fall %o see—that the thought
of his service to the house of Bona-

“Mon Aml," Cried Louis Bonaparte.

parte had been a sustaining pride,
and the bope of future service an io-
gpiring hope,

Superstition and gratitude lald hold
together on the prince’'s troubled
mind. He threw himecif back Into
Colone! Humpton's lesther arm-chair,
thronel ke In Impresslveness and size;
the mask of Impaeeivity closed on his
colorless featues

“Sit there, Monsleur,” he
‘and tell me your llfe”

Simply, yet deamatically as was his
gift, the young man went over the
tule which he had told to Lucy Hamp-
ton, that and more. And the pringe
ligtened to every word. lle, oo, had

ordered,

| the French sensitiveness to theatrionl
On the morning of the fest day of | *fect, and his over-wrought imagina-

tion seemed to see the hand of destiny
visibly joining this story to his. Here
was o legacy from Napoleon; an Ine
etrument created by his uncle, which
he, the heir, should use. There was
o long sllence when Francols had fin-
Ihed, and Louls’ deeppliched voice
broke It

“‘One day perhiaps & marshal of
France under another Bonaparte,' " he
"It wae the
accolade, the old right of royality,”
und gared, If reflecting, at the other
mann's face.

Helghtened color told how much It
meant to Francols Beaupre to  hear
those words spoken by the prince

“My prince, 1 will tell you—though
it may be of littld moment to know—
that It is not for my own advance
ment that 1 eare, It Is the truth that
1 would throw away a hundred lves
if 1 had them, o see the house of Don.
aparte rule Fraonce. It 18 only so, 1
bellove, that France can become great
once more. We need heroes to lead
us, we Frenchmen, not shopkeeper
kings such ns Louls Phillippe; 1if it has
not & bero the natlon loges cournge,
and its interest In national life. But
the very name of Napoleon ls inspira-
tlon—It pricks the blood; a mounarch
of that namo on France's throne, and
our country will wake, will live. You,
my prince, are the hope of the house
of Napoleon.'

With a qulek step forward he threw
himself on hils knees befors the quiet
figure In"the throne-like chalr; he melz-
¢d the prince’s hand and, head bent,
kissed it with passion. Thers was a
line of color In each cheek as hie face
Ifted, and his brillinnt look was shot
with a tear,

“If I may dle belleving that 1 have
helpod to win your throne, 1 shall die
in happiness."

Prince Louls had his mother's warm
heart, and this went to . He put his
hand on the other's shoulder, famil
larly as If the two were equals, king
maen.

The brotherly touch on Francols'
shoulder was withdrawn, and with gen-
tlo dignity, with a glance, the prince
lifted bim to his feet, und Francols
stood happy, dazed, befors him. He
found himself telling his plans, hils
nothods, his efforts to At himself for
tho usefulness that might be on the

Wiy

r “I have étudled enormously., my
ptinee. All known books on warlike
subjects, nll 1 could borrow or stenl |
have studied. Ah, yes! I know much
of these things.”

Louls Bonaparte, with an exhaustive
Tilitary education, a power of uppll-
catlon and absorption beyond most
men in Europe, let the gleam of a
smile escape. He lstened with clogs
attentlon while Francols told of his
organization of the youth of the neigh-
borhood Into a cavalry company, and
of thelr drill twice n week.

“And you are the ecaptain,
sleur?”

Fruncols smiled a erafty, worldly
wise smlle—or perhaps it wias as If a

Mon-
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child would seem erafty and worldly-
wise. “No, my prince,” he answered,
shaking his hend sagely, “That would
not be best, 1 am little known, a for
eignor. They think much of their old
fumilich, the people of these parts.
Ho that It Is better for the succoss
of the company that the eaptain should
be of the nobility of the country. One
fees thnl. Ho the cnptaln of the com-
pany Is Monsleur Henry Hampton, the
youngor, the kinsman of Monsleur le
Colonel, and a young man of great
goodness, and the best of friends to
me. Everything that I ean do for his
plosars Is my own pleasure.”

less gazoe on the animated face. “Mad-
emolselle Lucy llkes the young wmon
aleur?"

“But yes, my prince—ghe likes ev
ery one, Mademoliselle Luey. It Is sun
shine, her kindness; it falls  every
where and blesses where It falls.  She |
loves Henry—as a brother.™

“"An a brother!"™ the prince repeated |
couslderingly. "Yes, a brother You |
find Mademolselle Lucy of—of a kind |
disposition.”

“Heyond words, and most charm
Ing.” Francols answered steadily, and
flushed a lttle, He felt himself belng
probed. With that the faclle, myste-
rious, keen mind of the prinee leaped,
it seemed, o world-wide chasm. “That
most winnlng lttle girl of the rulved
chateau of Vieques—our playmate
Alixe—you remember how she stated,
‘I am Allxe and was at once ship
wrecked with embarrassment?”

“1 remember,” Francols sald shortly,
nnd , was consclous that he breathed
guickly and that his throat was dry, |
und that the prince knew of both trou-
bles

“Is  she sUll CAllxe'—the same
Alixe™ Inquired the prince, turning os-
tentatiously to the window, “Has she
grown up as sweetl and fresh and bril-
llant a flower as the rosebud prom-
Ised?

Prancols, hearing his own heart
beat, attempted to answer in a par
ticularly casun) manpner, which s a dif-
fleult and sophisticated trick. He fall
ed at It "They say--1 think—she
has—oh, but yes, and—] think"—he
stammered and the prince cut short |
his sufferings. “Ah, yea! 1 sea that
It Is with you, as with Monsleur Hen-
ry, n case of devoted brotherhood, You
love her as n brother—you will not
boast of her.

“You have done well, Chevaller
Beaupre. You have done so well that
when the time 18 ripe agaio—it will
not be long—for Strasburg must be
wiped out In success—that I ghall send
for you to help me, and 1 shall know
that you will be roady. I see that
the star which leads us both is tho
only light which shines for you. It
holds your undivided soul, Chevaller
—] am right?"

Francols turned hls swiftly chang.
Ing face toward the wpeaker, drawn
with a feellng which swept over him;
for a momeont be did not answer. Then
he spoke In a low tone.

“When a knight of the old time |
went to battle,” he sald, “he wore on
his helmet the badge of his lady and
carrled the thought of her In hls heart,
A man fights better so.”

And the sllent prince understood.

CHAPTER XXV,
How Lucy Told.

The prince wae gone., There had
been festivities and formalities, great
dinners, gatherings of the Virginia no-
bility to do honor to hls highness at
Roanoks house and elsewheore; every-
where the Chevaller Deaupre had been
distinguished by his highness' most
marked favor, And Lucy Hampton's
eyes had shone with qulet delight to
see it and to gee the effect on her fa-
ther, For the colonel, confused In his
mind as to how it might be true, re-
luctantly acknowledged that there
musgt bhe something of Importance
about this Chevalier Beaupre, that a
prénce should treat him as a brother.
He belleved that it would be best to
treat him—he also—at least as a gen
tleman, Bo the IPrench lessons were
cogtinued and the Jefferson troop was
encouraged, and Francols was asked
often to Ropnoke house. And as the
months rolled on he tried with every
thoughtful and considerate effort to
express Lo the lttle lady of the manor
his gratitude for the goodness of her
famlly.
little that the early friendliness nmll
intimacy of Harry Hampton gecmed to
Lo wearing offt. The boy did not come
g0 often to Carnifax, and when he |
came he did noet atny for hours, for |
days sometimes, as was his way at
first. He was uneasy with his friend,
and his friend wondered and did not
understand, but hesltated to push a
way Into the I1ad's heart. “He will
tell me In time," thought Francols,
and, sure of his own Innocence, wait-
od for the time.

Meantime he was golng home. Go-
Ing, much agniost the advice of the
Norfolk doctor, who warned him that
he wns not yet well or strong, that
the outof-door life In the mild Vir
ginla climate should be continued per-
haps for two years more, before he
went back to the agitation and effort
of n Bonapartist agent In France. But
he could not walt; he must see his old
home, his mother, his father, and all
the unforgotten faces. He longed to
witeh the black lashes curl upward
from the blue of Allxe's eyes, He
longed to hear her clear volee with
ita boylsh note of eournge. It would
put pew life Into him, that volce It
was seven years now and more since
he had left them all at a day's notlee
to go to Pletro In ltaly—to a living
doath of flve years, to many undream-
ed of happenings. The fever was on
him and he must go home.

There was to be a celebration for
the new and very fashlonable cavalry

| troop of which Francols was the ua-

The prince turned his expression |

| other girl

ofMclial backbone and author. In lh':!1
great graesy punddock at Eayly's [olly
the prond mother of elghtesn-year-old
Caperton Bayly—mirst Heutenant, and
the most fnlshed horseman In the Vir
ginia country—hand Invited the gentry
from miles about to feast with her and
to watch her son and his friends show
ow the Chevaller Deaupra had made
them into soldlers They came In
shoals, driving from far off over bad
roads In big lurching chariots, or rid
Ing in gay companles, mostly of older
men and girlg and young boys, be
causo all of the gilded youth were in
the ranks that day.

When the drill was over there was Lo
be rough riding and jJomping. Hur
dles were swiftly dragged out and
placed In a4 manner of ring

“This one e very cloge to the bunk,"

po——

fluld—one second—two seconds—tle
lings ghot to the angle—then It cane
tho slock they awalted.

Black Hawlk, rushing, saw the other
coming ond swerved at tho last mo-
ment—too Iate. The anlmals colllded,
not with full force, yet for n moment
it looked ke nothing but death for
riders and mounts. Harry Hampton
wns thrown backward to the level
fleld: Black Hawk galloped off, frantie
and unhurt, scross it; Aguarelle, one
gaw, lay on the very cdge of the drop
and was serambling to her feol with
liveliness enotigh to agsure her safe
ty; of I'rancols there was no sign, In
halt & minute the breathless still
growd whs In an uproar, and o hup-
dred men were jostling one another
to reach the scena of the accldent.

It was two minutes, perbaps, befors
Caperton Hayly, with n negro boy @t
His hoels, with Jack Littleton and
Harry Wise and a dozen other lads
rneing bick of him, had plunged over
the drop of land where Francols had

gsometimes for o large event. In that
two minutes Lucy Hampton, without
congelong volltlon, by an Instinet us
gimple and {mperative as a bird’s In-
stinet to ghleld her young, had slipped
from her horse Bluebird and flowan
across the level and down over the

|£l. L o e

| She Found Herself Holding Francou'l

Dark Head in Her Arms.

sald Luey Hamplon, standing by Nuoe-
bird and watching asa the negroes
placed the bars. “If a horse refused
and turned sharp and wag foolish, he
might go over. And the bank is
steap.”

“laey, You are a grandmotherly per-
Clifford Btowart—who wuas an
threw at her. “You wounld
lke them nll to ride in wadded wool
drossing gowns, and to have a wall
padded with eotton batting to guard
them." And Luey smiled and belleved
herself overcautious,

The exelted horses camo danecing up
to the barrlers and lifted and wers
over, with or without rapping, but not
one, for the first round, refusing,
Then the bare were ralsed six Inches;
alx Inches In midalr Is & large space
when one must jump it Caperton
Jayly went at It first; his mother
wutched breathless ns he flew for
ward, sitting erect, intense, his young
eyes gleaming.  Over went his groat
horae Traveler, and over the next and
the pext—all of them; but the white
heels had struck the top bar twice—
the beautiful, spirited performance
wns not perfect Harry Hampton
came next; all of the kindly multitude
guzed eagerly, ‘hoping that the boy to
whom life had given less than the
others might win this honor he want-
od. The first bars without rapping:
the second; und a suppressed sound of
satigfaction, which might soon be a
great roar of pleasure, hummed over
the field. DPlack Hawk eame rushing,
snoriing, pulling up to the third jump,
the jump whera Lucy stood. And na
he came a little girl, high In a car
riage, & charlot a8 one gald then, Nour

gon,"

fshed her scarlet parasol in the air, |

nnd loat hold of It, and It flew like n
huge red bird into the course, close
to the hurdle. And  Blaek  Hawk,
strupg to the highest polnt of his
thoroughbred noerves, saw, nnd n hor
ror of the fMlaming living thing, as It
seem&l, caught him, and e swerved
at the bar nnd bolted-—bolted stralght
for the steep nlope.

A gusp went up from the three huns
dred, four hundred people; the boy
wus dashing to death; no one stirred:
every muscle was rigid—the spoota-
tors were paralyzed. Not all.  Frane
cols from hls babyhood had known
how to think quickly, and these boys
were his pride and his care; he had
thought of that possible danger which
Luey had forseen; when the jumping
began, mounted on his mare Aquarelle,
he was poated near the head of the

glope, not twenty yards from the hur |

dle, to be at hand In any contlngency
Whaon Harry's horse bolted, one touch
put Aquarclle into motion. Like a

line of brown light she dashed at right
angles to the runaway—a line draown
to Intercept the line of Niack Hawk's
flight

There wna silenee over

1t “.D“bled hlm more llluli “I e b atas Al St e ol e g o

DUCHESS MUST HAVE SMILED

| Little Milliner Faithfully Obeyed In

s#uctions That She Thought
Had Been Given Her,

Mr. Lane of Washinglon was not
only a page In the sonate In the days
of Webster and Clay, but, through the
fact that his uncle kept a book store
where these statesmen werg nccus
tomed to while away their lelsure
hours, came to know them Inthmately
on their soclal side, declared that
Wobster, while not glven to gtorytell
ing, had one favorite lttle Joke that
he would tell whenever the occaslon
geemed opportune,

This, mccording to Mr. Lano, was
the story:

There arrived at Boston a certain
duches from one of the great nations
of Europe. Desiring to have some
headgear sultable for her Inland
travels constructed, she eont for the
most prominent milliner in the elty
to come to her apartmeiis at the
Revere house, thean the principal hotel
In Now England.

The loeal milliner was sont all a-
flutter at the distinetion shown her,
but she was a provineebred little
woman of & demoecratie country and
knew not the "egg-dance conventions™
of Court soeclety. Accordingly, desir
ing to know in what manner she
should deport hergell In the presence
of the titled lady she applied to the
wife of one of the Adamses, who

steep bunk till she found herself hold
|1u;; Francols' dark hesd in her arms
and heard bher own volee saying words
ghe had never sald even to herself.

“1 love you, 1 loye you" she sald.

‘nl\l] i all the world henrd she did not |

was no world
but the

Thore
minute

know or care.

that man

| for hor at

" 5 |
disappenred. Two minutes are enough

Iving with his head against her heart |
doad It might be, but dead or allve, |

dearest. 1 love you—love you-—love
vou," she repeated, an if the soul were
rushing oul of her in the words

With that the luminous grent eyes

opendd, and Prancols was looking at

hir, and she knew that he had heard
And then the training of a lifetime, of
centuries, flooded back Into her. and

| womanly roticencs  and maldenly |
ghiamao and the feelings and attitode
| which are not primeval, as she had

been primeval for that one mad mo
mont, She drew back as she felt hlm
| trying to lift Bimaelf, and 1eft him froe
aod was on hoer feot, and then with a
| ghock she was aware of another pros
ORes;
angry glow of her cousin's eyes. Il
waus not looking at her, but at the man
who, dazed, burt, was teying painfully
to pull himeelf up, Harry Hampton
glared at him

“We will this later,” he
brought out through bis teeth. “I hope
I can kill you.™

“Shame!" she cried
saved your lfe!™

“Damn him!" sald Harry Hamptlon.
“1 do not life at his hands.
I hate Wim more lor saving me. Damn
him!"

And Francols, clutching at a bush,
thingd recling about him unsteadily,
\ looked up, friendly, wistful, at the boy

sottlo

“He hus just

want my

cursing him
With that there was an Influx of
population; the whole world, appar

ently, tumblied down the steep bank,

| every ong far too preoccupied with
| help for the hero to remuark Harry

| Hamptonw's grim humor
| (TO BE CONTINITED)
Bobbie Burns' Granddaughtes,
A aetlon has heen entered in Dums

| fries sherdff court by Miss Annie Peck.
| ett Burns of Cheltenbam, the only sur
l\'l\'lm: granddaughter of the Scottish

poet, claiming "to have herself, as the
| nearest of kin, declared executrix of
il'l-l‘l;llu hitherto unconfirmed personal

estate of the sald Robert Borne,” ‘I'his
s 0 sequel to the recent dnnounce
ment that the Liverpool Athenaeum
had sold for L6000 the two volumos
of Burng” poems and better known as
the Glenriddell manuseripts, aod that
they were likely to go to Amerlen, an
announcement which brought strong
protests from Lotd Roschaerry, Dr, Wil
liam Walluee and othors
| ster Guzettle

Woestmin.

Old American Caolns.
Robert Mordie, the financler of tha
Confederation, early in 1783,
with

Benjamin Dudley to strike oft
some “pattorn pleces” that could be
pinced before congress. On April 2
Dudley dollvered to Morrl sOmn

pleces, which were In reality the i
coln Btruck having the name “Unlted

States coin” The

turning #he looked up into the |

And Luey cried out: |

Backache Warns You,

Buckache is one of Nature's wirn

of kidney weaknesd. Kidney din

kills thousandds every year
Don't ueglect a bad back, If your |
is lume—il it hurts to stoop or lify
thera is irregulirity of the secretion
suspact your kidoeys. 1f you sulfer ho;
aches, dizziness and are tired, nory
and wora-out, you have further proof
Use Doan's Kidoey Pills, a fine e
edy for bad backs and weak kidneys

A KENTUCKY CASE

G W. L. Noeabitt,
Marion, Ky, wsays
“EKidney disenss had
made e an invelld
I was In bed for
weeks at n tima and
often  wished that
death would ecome
and énd my misory,
I eould hardly hold
my arims abova my
head at times and
the kiduney poore
tions wore in awiul
ahape  Pogtors held
out little hope for
my recovery. A relua-
Hya advised me to
try Twnn's Kidney
Iilla mnd after I hnd
takon opne box, I relt

better, EBefors long
I was n well man
and Doan's Kianey Pilis sloos cared me

Cet Doan's at Any Store, 506 & Box
D OAN’S ®ranix
PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y,

For LaTEUNTT
Coughs

and Colds
Hale's Honey

of Horehound and Tar

Is uorivaled, Pleasant to the twsle-
soothing and healing—absolute!ly
pendable, Sold by all druggists,

Try Pike's
IR Toothacl Ui

AND IT WAS SO ORDEAED

Lady’'s Suggestion Met All the e
quirements of Man's Complain
as He Had Worded It.

A very large lndy with a vers
hat was gitting In the theater dir
In front of & mild-mannored
man, who, for the greater part o
acl, was unable to get o glimps
the slage. At last, unable to
hls enforced blindness any long
bant forward and whispered

"Excuse me, madam, bhat would
mind removing your hat?”

“Why should 1 remove my |
retorted the lady.

“Because,"” protested the mur
| ean’t see the stage, and 1 wm

laugh with the rest of the audien
"Well,"' replind the lady, 1t
away again, “vou wateh my shouldirs

| and when 1 luugh you laugh.”

nreanged

particular spock.
mens are kuown to numismatists as
| " . it
| the Nova  Constellstio  Paterus ™ |

| They were of silver and denominated

the "mark™ and “quint.” The first
[colns struck by the  United Stites
mint were gome holf dimes, n 192

Constipation eauses nnd ageravatos
serionn digcases, It bs thoroughly e
Iy, Pieree's Pleasant Pellets, The {a
family laxative,

Comparisons.
T have u runabout at my place
I'int's nothing, I've a gudat
mine'

Neighberly, Anyway,
“In hie an apostle of humanit
Is he? He hna 12 children !
n't let ope of them take musi
song.”

wi

Too Previous.
Office Boy-—Is this waste |
Bir

Poetieal Editor
ten on It yvet

o

No, 1 haven't

His Faith,
“IDo you belleves In love
alght™
“Oh, yos, but personally I have
falth in the second look."
Feminist Aphorism.
We, of the weaker sex, are &l
er than the strongoer sex, bociu

the strong wenkness of the str
for the wenker sex.”—Hoston
seript

A Bargain,
"I saw this coal In a window
terday and 1 got stuck om It
dintely.”
You cartainly did if you puid
than $4."

A good mony of us who cast 1
tpon the waters keep the angel
for our own use.

Better o fool who knows
than one who knowe too much

no

P o L
| Was a customer of hers, and who hud
spent some time at foroien sourts

"Oh, all that's necessury, aexplivined
Mrs, Adams, “14 0 bow low .
are ushered into the presenes
tducheks and say, ‘Your Grace,'
| Thus conched In court etigquolte
Httle milliner botook hereolr
KRevera house wnd sont
| duchess

As Bhe was ughered (nto the prog
ence of that lofty parson she bent
low, and, with & swoeeping rmn-r.--\}-'
suld '

“May the Lord make us thankful fop
whist we are about to recefyve! "

when vou
ol the
tha
the

tha

word to

The Slash,
Paul Polret, the famoys Freneh
dressmaber, was asked by a Now York
reporter It he thought woman's Pros.
ent mode of dress made fopr morality.
“I do not deal |n morality,* \t.
Polret replied. “1 deal in bonyty * -
Then, apropos of the alushed .‘aldrt.
| he told a story =
"A young lady In a wihite dinner
ROWn," he,sald, “stood undoy a blazing
t‘]l'l‘lrllllt'J. and, swinglng round Yef
her fiance, she askod: -
“*How does my new dross
“Up slmost 1o the knee” the we
man replied.  “Thoun white ,..::Ik :,::n:
| lngs with gold clocks are be uutl:uld“‘
Sign.
A bundle on the ond of ek 1s a
prefty sure mign that tiie man whe
carries [t hos lost his 8rip—~Puck.

how up®

A Sure

Favorite

—saves the house-
wife much thank.
less cooking—

ost
Toasties

The factory cooks them
perlectly, toasts them to a
delicate, golden-brown, and
sends them to your table
ready to eat direct from the
sealed package.

Fresh, crigp, easy to serve.
an

Wonderfully
Appetizing

Ask any grocer—

Post
Toasties

rd




