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SYNOPSIS.

Francols Beaupre, a poasant babe of
ree years, after an amising incldent In
which Muarshal Ney figures, Is made &
Chevaller of France by the Emperor Nu-
poleon, who prophesfed that the boy
might one day be & marshial of France

under nnother Honaparte. At the nge of

ten Prancols vislts Génernl Baron Gan-
pard Gourgnud, who with Alixe, hin
Beven-yoar-nld daughter, Jlives nt Lha

Chateau, A soldler of the Emplrs under
Nngmlwm he Dres the boy's lmaglhation
with storles of his campaigns, ‘Ihe boy
Decomen o copylst for the genersl and
Jeurms of the Criendahip betwaen the gen.
eral and Marqguis Zappl, who campalgned
with the goneral under Napoloon, Mar-
quis Zappl und his won, Plelro, arrive at
theé Chateay, The general agroes 1o CAre
for the Marguis® son while the former
Koo (o Amerien, The Marguls asks ran-
ools to be w friend of hin mon. The boy
solemnly promises. Francols goes to the
Chateau to lve. Marquly Zappl dies leav-
fng Pietro ns n ward of the general
lize, Pletro and Francols mest & stronge
?‘ who proves to bs Prince Louls Na-
poieon, Francols saves his life, The gen-
aral dacovers Francols loves Allxe al!d
extracts & promiss from him that he will
not interfers botween the girl and Pletro
aneols goes to linly as secretary to
ptro. CJueen Hortense plana the escape
of her son Louls Napolwon by dlmiculsing
Im and Marquis Zappl as her lackeys
neols takes Marguls  Zappl's place,
who 18 tIl, {n the escdps of Hortonse and
Louls. Dressed an Louls' brother 1'ran-
eols lures the Ausirians from the hotel al-
lowing the prinee and his mother to s
eapi. Francold Ia a prisoner of the Aus-
trinns for five yeurs. in the castle owned
by Pletro in Italy. e discovers In his
guard one af Pletro's oli! family servants,
and through him sends word fto  his
friends of his plight. The gennral, Alixe
und Pletro plans Francols’ escape, Fran-
pala receives n tote fraom Pletro l‘tpTrli!"l-
tng in detall how to epcape from  his
prison, Allxe awalta him on horsebnek
And Jends Kim (o his friends on board
the American malling vessel, the “Lavely
Yaoy.” Francols, as a guest of Harry
Hampion, an the “Lovely T " gues to
meriea to manage Pletro’s  eatate  fn
ireinin.  Luey Hampton falls In lova
with Francols. Prines Louls Napaleot
In America becomes the jguest of  the
Hamptons, where ba mects  Franeois
Lacy Hampton reveals Her love for Fran-
cols after the latter waven tle life of
rm‘n' Hampton and s himself injured
n

thn sffort. rancols tells Luey of hia
ova for Allxe, He returna to i'rance and
toils Altxs hin one wish tn 1ife 1 that ahe
fove Pletre. Franools joins the politieal
lottern. 1is henlth falis and he fa forced
return 1o Amerfes.  Later Napoléon
mmons him to London to ald him In
in plots to galn the French throns, Luacy
ampton weds her cousin Metro _pro-
poses to Alixe and s nceeplind They
fnn n Jetter to Francols telling him his
uh I8 granted, Francols on the night
fors the batlle shows the prince & let-
er from Allxe, which he thinks ls a
confession of her lova for hilm.

CHAPTER XXXI|.—Continued.

Prince Louls saw the dawning of
eonsternation. Rapidly he considered.
Was It well to take awny a man's bap-
piness and cournge just before a fight?
He remembered some words of Fran-
cols spoken three years before, words
whose dramatie bareness had struck
Bim. “When a knight of the old time
went mmto battle,” the young man had
sald, “he wore on his heimet the badge
of hig lady, and the thought of her in
hig heart. A man fights better so.”
Very well. This blind knight should
have his letter, with the meaning he
had read into It, for his lady’s badge,
and ho should fight tomorrow with the
thought of her in his heart. The let-
ter suggested another meaning to so-
phisticated Louls Bonapurte, but there
I# no need to hasten the feet of un-
happiness. The resonaunt French volee
spoke at last In an unused accent of
cordiality and the Prince lled, with
angrudging graclousness,

“Mistaken, my Francois! Not nt all.
The little billet-doux breathes love for
you in each line—thers ls no guestion!
Put, mon ami, you have not finlshed
your story.” So Francols explained
about the letter left with Luey Hamp-
ton and its premature sending, “That
has reached her now—she knows pow
that 1 love her, she knows what has
reaily been my llelong wish—she has
hurried this,” and his hand erushed
the note tenderly—'she hns hurried
this to me before the fight—that |
might know her love also-<that |
might fight better for you, my Prince
—Louls—with that joy In my heart,”
Prince Louls, his head thrown back,
his expressionless eyes watching the
rings of swoke which he puffed from
lils mouth—ring after ring, mounting
In dream-like procession to the Jow
relling, considered agaln. Somewhere
ln the chain of events of this love
afMilr his keen proacticn]l sense felt a
link that did not fit—a Unk foreed into
connection. Vaguely he discorned how
It wes—somothing had happened to
tha Virginian letter-—thers had been
& confusion somewhers., To him the
four words of Allxa's postseript ware
final. “Pletro sends his love” A sub-
vovccious reasoning made hilm certaln
that Pletro would not have coma Ihto
puch o lotter If it had lLeen indeed a
love-letter: that the threa lines of
writlng just befors the battle could
pot have held another man's name, If
they had been written to the man
whom ehe loved, Very dimly, very
spurely the Prines concluded thoke
things; and then he lowerad his clgar,
nud his gray dull eyes came down
from the eelling and rested, kindly on
the radiant facoe. “You nre right, my
friond, It was an exqulsite thought of
your lady-love to put this other weap-
ou, this bright sword of happlness into
your bhand, to fight with tomorrow,
Mon Dieu, we will reward her by send-
Ing her buek a Marshal's baton by
you: a Marghal's baton tomorrow,
Francols! How would It sound, par
example, to say ‘Madame la Mare-
chale'?™

The light from Francols' eyes was
ke o lamp.

“My Pripce—S8lre—there nre three
things 1 have desired all my life, all
great things, but of them that one—
the baton of o Marghal—Iis the least.
If I might win her love—I have eald;
It T might help put you in Napoleon's
place and shout Vive 'Empereur’ for
“you on the throne of France; If 1
might fulfill the Emperor's prophecy
and be not a ‘Marshal some day’ any

longer but o Marshal of your empiro—
it 1s asking much of one lifotime, above
@all for n man born & pensant, ls ft
not? Yet of those threo wishes one
wonderful fulfillment has come to me”
~—he gripped hls letter closer—"and
one, I bulleve tomorrow brings. Be-
fore tomorrow night'—hls great cyes
toward the celling of the
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that caught at the Prince's nerves, and
made him draw a breath quickly.
“Something above myself tells me”
Francols sald slowly, and the words
ciumo with o languld power, na if his
perdonality were a medium, “that be
fore tomorrow night the oflicers who
stand about you sghall hail you Em-
peror over the body of & man who les
before you,"

In the sllence, tha Prince’s watch
could be heard ticking. Francols shiv-
ered violently,

“Ugh!™ he sald, his teeth chattering.
“It glves me n ‘crise de nerfs,' that
trick of vislonseelng. 1 do not Hke
it, and yet at times it selzes me. Why
ghould It come to a man happy as 1
am—a man who has dared ask three
enormous wishes of the good falrles;
who holds one of them In hils hand"—
hie lifted the letter—"who sces another
In onsy reach, and who,” he smiled
brilliantly, “wbo will be well content
without the third, my Princs, the first
two belng Ws” He shivered again.
“Is the night raw? It s as if | were in
& grave, this coldness,” he sald, look-
ing about with a disturbed gaze, “yet
my life is just beginning."”

The Prince rose and tossed his elgar
to the fireplace. *It Is slmply that you
are tired, Francols,” he sald In the
tranquil tones which no peril dis-
turbed. “"The nerves of us all are
sretched and yours are the fnest
wyung. Go to bed, and at daylight you
will be warm enough, with the work
thut awaits us, Bleep well—good
night, my friend.”

Later, In the darkness of hia cham-
her, Prines Louls lay awake, his Imag-
Inantion filled with the man whose dra- l
mitle personality appealed to him as
faw hnd ever done. e thought of his
own llfe, nccording to his lights not a
bad life, radically strong and radically

to whom he enme caught up the ery,
and the deep volces sent It rolling
down the empty strects. Louls Bona-
parte standing erect, motlonless, Im-
passive ns always, wondered if & pulse
might beat barder than his and not
break, He held up his hand, and rap
idly, yet with lingering shouts of en-
thuslasm, the tumult quieted.

“Soldlers,” he sald, *1 have come to
you first beecause between you and
me there are great memorice. With
you the Emperor, my uncle, served as
captain; with you he won glory at the
slege of Toulon; you opened the gates
of Grenoble to him when he came
back from Elba. Boldlers, the honor
of beginning a new empire shall be
yours; yours shall be the honor of sa-
luting first the eagle of Austerlitz and
Wagram."” He caught the standard
from an officer and held It high. “It
{8 the sign of French glory; It has
shona over every battlefield; It has
pagsed through every capitol of Eur-
ope. Soldiers, rally to the eagle! 1|
trust It to you—we will march today
against the oppressors, erylng ‘Long
live France'"™ '

One who has not henard a reglment
gone mad can not know how Il was.
With deatening clalter and roar every
sword was drawn and the shnkos flew
aloft and agnin and agaln and again
the men's deep volees sent up in bro-
ken magnificent chorus the great his-
torlc cry to which armies bhad gone
into battle,

“Vive I'Empereur! Vive Napoloon

The souls of a thousand men were
on fire with memories and traditions,
with a passion of consecration to a
cause, and as if the spell of the name
grew atronger with {ts repetition they
shouted over and over, In tremendous
unigon, over and over and over.

“Viva Napoleon! Vive I'Empereur!™

It was necessary at Ingt for the
quiet glender young man who was the
storm-center to ralse hin hand agaln,
and with a word, with the glimmer of
fn smile to speak hils gratitude—to etop
the storm. Thersa was much to be
done, The fourth artillery was but
ona of geveral regimenta to be gained
if the victory were to be complete.
Colone! Lombard was dispatched to a
printing office with proclamations to
be struck off; Lieutemaut Lalty hur-
ried away to his battallon; a detach-
ment was gent to hold the telegraph

gentle, yet complicated, abnormal from
Its start, with many shadows and
many stains; then of the eryetal cloar- |
ness of this other's, with his three
wishes In which he trusted as slmplyl
as n child would trust to the fairles, A
smile almost tender stole across the
mask-lko features in the dark. “Thera
Is no doubt but the girl will marry the
marquis,” he reflected, “Yot | am
glad I left him his hope and his happi-
ness,” A vision of Francols' bheatifled
look rose before him.

“A man fights better g0, the Prince
murmured aloud, and, iz own sadneas
forgotten lo apother man's joy, he fell
nsleep,

CHAPTER XXXII,
The Bugle-Call,

The gray dawn of & Sunday morning
began to hreak over the sleeplng elty
of Boulogne, yet earlier than the dawn
anxious eyes opened to watch, and
men'a hearts beat fast to meet It
Seattered In lodging-hiouses and bar
rncks Loula Nopoleon's followers wersa
walting before daylight for the part
they had to play, No man among them
wad a8 quiet, ae little nervous as the
Prince, yot his as well as every gal-
lant heart of them felt a throb of
rellef with 1ts bound of excltement
when a trumpet from the Austerlitz
barrmcks, the barracks of the fourth
artillery, Nupeoleon's own regiment,
suddenly sounded.

It was the slgnal, and in a moment
the Prince and his escort were mov
ing down the dark street toward
Colonel Vaudroy's quarters, townrd
that ringing note not yet dled out from
the pulsing alr.

The city was trangull when Prince
Louig reached the barrnck-gate, and
the soldier-blood in him rushed In a
tide when he saw slxty mounted artll-
lerymen posted at the entrance, and
beyond, In the yard, statuelike, war
Ike, sllent, the reglment formed In
square. If the fourth artillery fol
lowed 1ts colonel, If the day went well,
this wns the core of his army. Colone!
Vaudrey was in the center of the
gquare; the Prince marched quietly
to him and as he came, with a sharp
simultaneous clatter that was the mu

office; the tumult once quieted, the |
yard was n sceno of efficlent business,
for all this had been planned and each |
officer knew his work. In n very few
moments the officers of the third ar-
tillery who were with the Prince had
hastened to thelr quarters, another had
been gent to arouse the forty-slxth of
the line, nt the Place 4' Alton Inr-‘
rancks, and shortly Prince Louls him-
self was on his way to the same place ‘
Through the stroets of the eity, no
longer empty, he passed with his offi- |
gers, and the peopla poured from their |
houses, and jolned and answered the
shouts of the soldlers.

“Vive I'Empereur!” the soldiers
cried. “It is the nephew of Napoleon,"
and the eltlzens threw back, "Vive
I'Empereur! It Is the son of the hon-
pst king of Holland! It 1s the grand-
son of Josephine!"™

They pressed so close about the
smnll figure in its Swigs uniform of a
colonel that for o moment he was acp-
arated from his offlcers, and Colonel
Vaudrey, smiling for all his military
diseipline, was forced to order his
motunted artillerymen to  eleiar the
road. Eyvery moment an old soldier
broke out of the mass and embraced
the eagle which Lisutenant de Quer
elles earrled proudly high above all
this emotion; the goldlers’ eyes flash-
od with euccess; the Prince's heart
beat high for joy to know that he had
not misread the heart of army or peo-
ple, When the column passed the gen-
darmerie the guard turned out and
presented arms, shouting, “Long live
the Emperor!” Bo he went through
the streets of Boulogune, Louls Napo-
leon Bonaparte, eight long years be-
fore he came to hig own, and mareh-
ed In triumph and acclamation to o
fallure,

And cloge by his side, his look ns
radiant as the Prince's look was con:
talned nnd impassive, marched always
Francols Beaupre. The hard-carned
military knowledge, the patient toll
of preparntion had come into play,
and in n hundred ways the man had
been useful  WIth no exnet rank as
yet, but ready at any moment, eager
for the hardest task, never asking for
reat, quick-witted, resourceful, oflicars
ns well as Prince had developed a

“Soldiers!
a New Empire Shall Be Yoursl™

The Honor of Beginning

gle of Heaven Lo hls ears, the whole
regiment pregented arms,

In the glowing light the soldlers who
fronted toward him could seo that the
colorless face turned grayer, but that
was all, and quickly Colonel Vaudrey
gpoke to his men,

“Soldlers of the fourth artillery,” he
sald loudly, “a revolution begins to-
day under the nephew of the Emperor
Napoleon, Iae Ia before you, and

slon.
angwersd for you.
me ‘Long live Napoleon!
m mmmhl L]

The terse soldlerly words

comes to lend yow. He hos returned
to his land to glve back the people
thelr rights, the army its greatness.
He trusts in your courpge, your de:
votlon to sccomplish this glorlous mis-
My soldlers, your colonel has
Shout then with
Long lve

waere
hardly finished when the regiment,
strongly Bonapartist always, carried
off Its feet now by the slght of the
Prince, by the honor of being Lhe frst

habit of turning to Beauproe for serv-
lce aflter service. And plways they
were met with a glad consent which
encournged them to ask more until
the Prince sald:

“It 18 the case of the willing horse;
I will not permit that my right-hand
man be worked to denth—Iit must
stop.”

Today, however, Francola bnd a
definite duty of responsibility. While
the Prince marched, gathering
strength at overy yard, through the
town loward the Place d' Alton at its
farther side, Colonel Counrd of the
third artillery had gone to proclaim
the great nows to hls regiment and to
hold them ready. In onse of success
at the Place d' Alton, Beaupre was to
o back and bring them to joln the
Prince. In ease of failure they were
to be his reserve. The Place d' Alton
barraoks lay between town and ram-
parts, to be reached from the town
slde only by a narrow lane; but the
rampnarts commanded with a large
open space the yard whero the sol
dlers asgembled, If the Prince ontered
from the town glde. from the street—
Faubourg Plerre—only an escort could
go with him. If he went by the ram-
parts the whole enthusiastic fourth
artlllery might be at his back. This
then was the route chosen,

Put as the Prince and the regiment
and the swinging shouting mass of
eitizens made its woy toward the
quarters, suddenly, too late, the offl-
cers nbout his Iighness saw that
gome one had blundered. Someone In
the van n man had lost his head, had
forgotten, and the compact Inelnstie
procession had been led toward the
appronch from tke Eaubourg Plerre,
the narrow lane at the slde toward
the city. It was a serlous mistake,
yet not of necessity fatal, and at all
events they must make the best of it
The Prince could not make a dramatie
entrance at the head of a shouting
reglment, but for all that he might win
the forty-sixth,

thing had happened to the ofMcer sent
to arouse them—another «lip In the
chnin—and Instead of belng drawn up
In the yard they were getilag rendy
for Bunday inspection, but thwy flock-
ad to the windows at the nolss, they
rushed fnto the yard at the name of
Napoleon. An old sergeant oy the
Imperial Guard ran forward and klgs-
ed Prines Louis' hand, and the re-
served face lightened—he knew the
valug of n bit of sentiment with
Frenchmen; he was not wrong: In a
moment the line regiment had caught
up the erles of “Vive 1'Empereur!”
ralsed by the artillerymen, and the
earlier seeno of the Austerlitz bar.
rocks was belng repeated here. Prines
Louls, pale and composed In the cen.
tor of the roar of volees, the peeth:
ing sea of excitement, heard a word
at his ear and turned.

“Sire, it Is success, I go to bring up
your Mnjesty's other regimont,” Fran:
cols sald, and the Prince answered
quietly:

“Yes, It 1s success. Go, mon ami™

In & moment the messenger had
thrown himself op the horse of an ar
tilleryman and foreced a way through
the recolling mpss, down the lane,
and out to the Faubourg Plerre. In
the free street he galloped the horse,
through the windings that he had
learned with this moment In his mind,
The third was drawn up walting, and
a ghout like a clup of thunder greeted
his news. Buoyant, proud, he took
his place by the colonel at thelr head,
and gally the joyful march back be-
gan. The sun hnd come from behind
the clouds of early morning and shone
gloriously on glancing steel, on tha
brilliant swinging line of the regl
mept. Low branches of trees brushed
Francois’ shoulder as he rode and the
touch thrilled him, for he knew hy it
that this was troe and not a dream,
and he, Francols Heaupre, was lead
Ing o regimont of France to France's
Emperor, -

Suddenly a man galloped from a
glde etreet, in front of the advancing
troaps; he stopped, snluted, enlled a
word. It waa not a day to take any-
thing for granted; Colonel Couard
halted the reglment,

*The argenal” the man gasped,
“They have taken Monsleur da Per
signy prisoner. Monsieur lo General |
Voirol Is on his way, but ho ls dis |
tant. It 18 a step from here. The
third artillery could arrive there be-
fore him—they would surrender—
Monsleur de Persigny would boe re
leased"—he stopped breathless.

The colonel turned nn inquiring look
on PFrancols. As the Prince's mes- |

“The Arsenal!” the Man Gasped.

gonger, 08 the man whom he had seen
closest to the Prinea's person, he de-
ferred to Wim, and Francols realized
that he must make, and make qulckly,
a momentous declsion. The wrsenal

Persigny had been sent with a small
force to lake it, for the ammunition
it held might at any moment be of
gupremo importance. It seemed that
the detachment which guarded it had
peen underrated, for it had made pris-
oners of De Persigny and his men,
and this nldedecamp had alone es
caped.
the arsenal was to be galned for the
Prince, this very moment must be
gelzed. General Volrol, royalist, the
commandant at Boulogne, was on his

With his whole being
Francols thought. The orders were
plain to lead the third artillery to joln
the Prince on the ramparts, But there
are {lmes In history when to obey or
ders 18 treachery. Was not this mo-
ment, hoavy with the right or wrong
of hig decision, one of them? Was it
not the part of a mind capable of
greatness to know nnd grasp the flylng
second of opportunity? Would not the
Prince reproach him, If hie stupldly let
this one chanco in o thousand go by,
tor servile fear of disobeying ordera?
He had left his Highness eafe with
two regiments at his back; this other
could do nothing at the Place d' Alton
barracks butgswell the ranks; here, by
a turn of a hand, they might win for
the cause the very blood and bones
of sucoess, a mighty arsenal, and for
themselves honor and gratitude from
thelr Emperor. In Francols' mind
waa a touch of innocent vanity that he
should have the power to render §O
glgnal @ service, yet no thought at all
for himself or for the honor he might
galn or lose; whole-heartedly he
welghed the reasons why or why not
it would be best for the Prince.

The alde-de-camp’s volce broke In.
"My Colonel, I beg you, 1 implore you,
gave Monsieur de Persigny. The

Prince lovea him—he will be very
angry it he I8 left helpless—they
threaten to execnto him—I mysell

heard—I impore you, Monsleur le Cal-
ongl. For the rest, It 18 Indeed the
moment of fate to win the arsenal.”

Francoly' face 1t with a fre of
dectslon. “My Colonel, It 18 for the
Prince—It would be his will—we must
not let gllp the gift of destiny. To
the arsenal!™

And while orders rang out sharply
and the regiment wheeled into sliding
lines that doubled and parted and
flowed together ngaln in an elastio
strenm toward the looming arsenal,
Francols, with a quick word to De
Perslgny’s alde-de-camp, was writing
rapldly on a bit of paper.

“You will take this to the Prince at

He did win the forty-sixth. Bome-

| tory

wis immense and lightly guarded. De |

1f they were to be rescued, 1l’|

onoe,” he ordered, and the young offl-
oer saluted, for he, too, kuew, as most | Carolina wren, cardinal, evening gros-
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of them did, this man's anomalous yet
strong hold on Prince Louls,

Franeofs rode agaln to tha colonel’s
side, nnd he did not doubt that he had
docided rightly.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
The Accolade at Last.

1t 18 & common tragedy that men,
belng human, cannot see all sides of
a question; that a decision right In
one llght may bring disaster in an-
other. If events had stayed whera he
left them, Francols Beaupre and Col-
onel Couard and his regiment would
have won honor and eternal gratl-
tude from Louls Bonaparte for the
quarter of an hour's work which made
the arsena! thelrs. Events, instead of
standing still, or golng forward, took
an unexpeeted ginlgter turn, not long
ufter Francols' golng

The happy Prince, emillng the shad-
owy smile which made his face win-
ning, etood in the center of triumphant
turmoil; his new followers, the men
of the fortv-slxth, crowded nbout bim
shouting, cheering, kissing his hands,
and the loyal fourth artillerymen fra-
ternized, embraced, congrutulated the
men of the line reglment. The narrow
courtyird was a htibbub of rapturous
excitement, and the Prince's ofllcers—
Montholon, Vaudrey, Velsin, Parquin
D'Hunin, Querelles—these and others
whose names Frenchmen knew, sur-
rounded the small figure which yet
hnd so much of royalty, and laughed
and chatted light-heartedly. In a fow
moments, when Colonel Lalty's engl
neers and the third artillery should
hes@ arrived the Prince would have

five thousand men under his com-
mand. The great game was practical-
Iy won—Prince Louls was all but Em
paror

Suddenly, above the sea of sound, n
commotion was heard at the lfarther
end of the barrack yard, The colonel
of the forty-aixth, Colonel Talandler,
had arrived, Very loyal to Louis Phil-
lipe, very angry at the geene before
hiim, he would not believe the news
Ha ealled excitedly, and the men's
voleosn died down as they saw him
goationlnting.

“goldlers,” he eried, “you nre de-
cofved! ‘This man for whom you are
ghouting 18 an adventurer, an lm-
postor!"

In the ehock of sllence which fol-
lowed his words, another volee rang
out, clenr und indignant, the volee of
a staffofficer whom they all knew.

“it |s not the nephew of the Em-
peror! It I8 the nephew of Colonel
Vaudrey! 1 recognize him!"™ the offi-
cer erled In n gtrong staccalo, and a
gasp s if lecewater had been seat-
tered went through (the crowded
place.

Thore 18 nothing more absurd In his-
than the Instant effect of this
quick-witted le. Only with a mer
ecurinl Freneb mob, perhaps, could it
have succeeded, but It sueceeded here
with hopeless swiftness, It flew from
mouth to mouth—they were cheated,
tricked: the Emperor's nephew, thelr
Prince, had not come; this young man
wns n make-believe, a substitute, the
nephew of an officer; some of the
goldlers who had shown most enthus-
{nsm almost lost thelr minds now In
rnge.

Colonel Talundier began to form hls
men; the Prince, composed an ever,
| yot earnest, swift, tried to rally his,
but It was Impossible to start any-
where, in this confugion, for line and
artillery had become mixed In an un-
manngenble mob. A word from elther
Prince or colonel and blood would
have flowed.

Yet the steadfnst mind kept Its
hope: he glanced every motent toward
the romparts, The third must appear
there ghortly; It eould not be many
minuten. They would turn the tide
One glimpee of that eolld swinging
regiment and the day would be saved
—and ealvation was certuln.  The
third wns coming, would be here any
second—Francols' falthfulness could
be trusted,

Blowly, with his officera crowding
about him, he wag driven toward the
barracks wall, and, In a flagh, from
gomewhere, a man was before him
thrusting a bit of paper at iim. With
a swlft movement he hnd it opened
and read:

“Destiny

throws areenal Into our

way with reinforcements and the hands, Have taken third artillory to

third wmight well hold the arsenal hold it. T walt to l""rlrﬂlt!n- news—a

ngainst him but not gain it from him Jewel for your crown. Vive 'Emper-
concentrated | eur! Beaupra”

Foew men ever heard Louls Napo-
leon s#ob, yet the ofMcers stood nbout
him at that moment caught n sound
that wrung them. It meant the end,
and they knew {t. DPasslonately he
orushed the paper and threw it into
the geething mass,

i1

FEEDING BIRDS
Kindly Act to Set “Dinner Table" for
the Wild Feathered Song-
sters.

How best to feed the birds 1s al-
most an art In [tself. A winter luneh
counter sprend with suet, nuts, hemp
seed, meat and crumbs will attract
nuthatches, chickadess, downy and
halry woodpeckers, creepors, bluejayd,
ote. Canary seed, buckwheat, oats
and hay chnff scattered on the
ground beneath will provide an irre-
glatible banquet for other feathered
boarders. A fooding place of this sort
can be arranged for convenlent obser-
vatlon from a window and afford no
end of diversion and Instruction. But
whethor close Lo home or far afield,
the great secret of suceess In such
work |s regularity. Begin to put the
food out carly In November, and let
the birds get to know that they are
always sure to find n supply of daln.
tles In a certain epol, and the news
will soon spread among them. In win-
try weather, especlally, it Is amazing
what can be gccomplished by feeding
the birde regularly, and at least the
following birds have been Induced to
feed from the human hand: Chiekn
des, white breasted nuthateh, red
breasted nputhatch, brown creeper

“Fool! He has thrown away the em
plre,” he hisged through got temth
“If 1 could run him through!"

Then, quickly, he was himself agnin
gorepely whila the maddened suidiers
pressed on him, he turned and spoke
a quiot word to his friends, and then,
gerenely, too, with a gaze that was
half contemptuous, half friendly, he
let himself be made prisoner.

Yet the fight was not all over aven
now. On the ramparts, where the
Prince and his column should have
been, had gathered from the Faubourg
Plerre n formidable crowd, who ad
vanced angrily to his rescue, and pelt.
¢d the line regiment with stones, and
erled agdln and again, “Vive 'Emper
our Colonel Talandier had to reck- |
on with n many-sided trouble. But the|

g

I Bring You the Arsenal.”

“Sirel

heart of 1t was in his hands, and slow-
Iy arder and the old rule were coming |
bank |
he tumult of the struggle had |
quiated, the volatile forty-sixth regl- |
ment, returned to s alleginnce, stood
formed o ranks, in appearance as firm |
for the king as the eveplusting hills,
and, at the end of the court was |

men, the Prince who had almost been
Emperor nnd those who had watched
slipping with his hope, thelr hopes of
grandeur.

Suddenly n horse's hoofs rang down
the lane from the Faubourg; a rider
elattered at gallop Into the yard and
across the front of the soldiers, and
every one In the agitated company
snw that the man reeling In his sad-
dle was wounded. With blind gaze he

stared about us he relned In, and
then he caught sight of the sgorry

group, the Prince and hia oflicers. To
Francols Beaupre, clutching to this
world by one thread of duty, this whs
the victorlons Fmperor and his trl
nmphant staff. With a choking shout
he threw himself from the horse and
fell, too far gone to stand, at the
Prince's feot.

“Sire, 1 bring you the arsenal,” he
stammered palnfully, loudly. In the
silence of the courtyard one heard
every word, “Two wishes-—good falr
leg—"" he gasped. And then, his mouth
twisting to n smile, "the third—is no
matter.”

Louis Donaparte looked down at the
man whose dying face stared up nat
him In a rapture of loyalty; whose life
hnd been congecrated to him; whose
death was for him; who had lost him
an emplre. For a second a struggle
gshook him, and then the large kind-
ness through which he came nenrest
to greatness, overflowed. In the cn
reer ta come was no finer moment, no
higher ingpiratlon for Prince Louls
than this. He bent close to the glaz-
ing eyes

“Cournge!” e wald elearly. "Cour
nge, mon aml, Live for me and for
our country. Live, my brother Fran-
cols—Chevalier Beanpre, Marshal of
the Bmplre,” And the Prince's sword
flashed out and touched his shoulder,

The other world elosing about him
Francols heard—they did not doubt it
who saw the oyes flame ns a firefly
fiames out of darkneds, and when his
lipa atirred they knew that he wished

Frenchmen all, shaken with the 1.
Ing drama, the roined men who gtood
nbout a defeated Prince erled It for
him—the old magle ery of the Bona-
parted. With kepls 11fted, as one man,
“Vive I'Empereur!” the deep volees
erled, halling a lost cauge for a lost
Iife. DBut only the Prince knew that
i thought eame after; only he eaught,
on the gasp which let the soul out, a
girl's name.  Ha bent quickly agatn,
with an enger assurnncs, bt k
late. The aceolnde of a higher king

!

IN WINTER

had touched his servant, and the
knightly soul of Francols bad risen,
THE END.
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hoak, tufted titmouse, Canada Jay,
KEven In spring untiring patience has
resulled 1o the gratification of this sue

preme ambition of the bird lover, and

er and yellow throsted vireo have
been known to feed from the hangd of
a trusted friend, even with plenty of
food all around.—From Boy Scouts of
America.

———

American Benefactions.
Many o worthy but struggling char

timely bequest or gift from a living
[riend, and the whole causs of organ-
lzod bimevolence has frequent reas
son to rejolee over this tendency
which, while not by any means con-
fined to one nationality, is known In
the United States on a seale never
known before. Large gifts In this
country amounted last yvear to more
than $300,000,000, without including
any of less than $10,000, Examined
In detall the llst 18 a long one. The
evident purpose {8 to benefit mans
kind in making it better equipped for
the duties of life, and to prevent and
amellorate human suffering. Eduea
tlonal institutions, hospitals and sanl
tary work recelved more than half
the gifts of last year. Hlevated art
was well remombered and responsible
charities recelved & generaus share.

the home ones happy and contte) |
could almost see his cheerful i, 4
he returned (o his family after o duyy
absence. So I thought, and o
to my work, But evenlng cu )
| he passed by my window agu It
had nothing I thought he woull Lan

and this changed my thoughits of .
! bome, I could gee the childror L
ing from his approach, and the v
B0 careworn and sorrowiul S
could not meet him with the 1pnde
smile with which she had 1
! greeting him. He was bresking
heart, and preparing to muk: ke
Jate howe for Lls wite and oh L
W, H. Engler.
COST OF A BOY.
(By MRS, ELLA A. BORLE,
Now York State W. O 1
If 1 were to place a money valis g
what that mother does for e bo
from the time he is born uil .
twenty-one years of ago, I am ot
ting it too high when 1 os I
worth say two dollars 4w "

gnd nnd silent, yot a stately group of |

to cry oncé more “Vive I'Empercur!™ |

It wns |

There are a hundred miles of M8
| rond through northern Wi n W8
bhut one saloon town op the ¥&
route, Thig statlon retiined 0
ness” at the last election by & B8
| ity of only four votes, And yel #8
ern Wisconsin 18 the home of es
elgn  emigrant, the lumbormas ®

Mlorldn Jay, Oregon jay, and redpoll |
| the copper and fron works

bluebird, robin, catbird, brown thrash- |

ity has been placed on Its feet by a |

e

(Conducted by the Natlonal Womay
Christlan Temperanve Unlon )

WHAT A WRITER BAW.,

A short time ago 1 notleed liy y
he came into town, with his wigy
tull of vegetables, and chickens, yy
eggs, He found a ready market [y
his produce, and 1 thought how higy
his littla ones would be when ha p
turned home In the evening with iy
and dresses, and shoes, nnd food fy
the morrow, and some clear money
hig purde. [ thought I could suq by
wife standing In the doorway w gy
him o cordial greeting on hils ro
80 desirous was 1 that he should )

The bed of the wagon was Lu
little shoes, nor food for the
nor money In his purse, |
The man was drunk, He had chungy

could not hire it done for tha
wenns that the mother has In
the boy from the tlme’ lie
nutil he I8 twenty-one year o
more thin twenty-one hundred (ol
in hard work,

What has the father dons vl

boy? He hus provided the lLiome, the
food and lodging, pald the el
Lills, puld for Lis books, his clothe
lila schooling, and his bills when by
went to coliege, o that whe 1)
the average amount expended by e
father §100 per year my estigosy
low, This means thut whet

has resched twentyone yours of w
his father and mother have

upon him In cash and hard

than $4.000.

It 1 had a house valued nt M
Rnd some ond ware to dest LN
fire, 1| would have the mai o
and gent to the penltentlary, [

had n boy, and a houss, 1 woulls
thousand times rather some oo s
et fire to my housa and L
the ground than have the
hold of my boy and ruln him Lody of
soul, Wouldn't you?

SMALL PROFIT TO FARMER

The manufacturers of intolealiy
Hauors  qulte  frequently presg
themselves as Indispensab )
larmers, on account of |
they afford him for lis

investigation shows that o | Wi
small part of the furmers
et are taken by the brew

i
diatilleries. For instapce, during ¥
flecal your ending June 30 I
509,855 bushels of barley, v "
corn and oats were ysed In i
eoholle  lguors Hut o
raised, durlng the year 10 1 [hH
of 5, ALIST.000 bushels o
graing and this sahows that 1 0
trivflic uses loss than twi »
per oent. of the five L
crops of the land, For « IR
of grain used by the brew u
distillerles more than for r
three-Nrths bhushels are use Wi
mista food purposes.—Pro X

Nieholls,

JUSTICE TO WIFE AND CHILDREN

The court wins hearlng o cas
“drunk, third arrest” [
turned to the woman who wiood e
whostie  worn, sorrowful W
touched his heart, and @ 1.
sorry, but | must lock up your
hand.”  The injured wife, victims
the legalized liquor trafMe, o
muny who “take the concoques

i

while the husband takes tha (6@
hid no thought of touching
or ¢ctonomle problems, bu
pinin, everyday, common 44
she replied Your hono

It be belter for me and

i you locked up the saloon il
husband go to work?"

COMMON SENSE IN N
WISCONSIN,

TWO INVESTMENTS,
Part of the exhibit In
iMags. )  shop window né
poster campalgn was a Lo oF
with the announcement thiat
“Honry saved one dollar por®
which he {nvested in a bulldog ™
At the end of 26 years he had 10
this little home all pald for "
Close to the cottage wal SP",'
minlnture barrels with the legss
“Jolin spent ona dollar pf
for beer. At the end of 25 Y™
had this plle of empty barrols (078
—and even these he did not oWl

BAN ON LIQUOR DEALERS

“One of the pecullar devei’™
which have faced the lquor ¥
only In Pennsylvania, but U
states, this year," said » JoO
surety company agent tho o
“has been the sudden ri‘fl‘"““’!d '
companies to go on the ham!
saloonkeaper or other persod
In the liquor business.”

Does your town advertst
ita chamber of commerce 44
ganizations, the number of
operation?




