
TALESOF

TEN TRAVELERS.
TRE JOIT.SEY OF PIERRE FLORET.
[Copyright, 1894, by Edjrar L. Wakeman. All

rights reserved.l
This evening the droning chatter among

our Teu Travelers was accidentally en-
livened by some casual remark leading
to a brief though spirited discussion upon
tho subject of brigandage In the Latin
countries.

When it had ceased almost as suddonly
as it had begun, the Vagabond Traveler,
who had shown various prophetic inti»
inations ol reminiscence, was easily be-
trayed iuto recital of the followiug curi-
ous talo of romauco and adventure.

Some years since, while wandering
imong the lowly Brittany, I came upon
tho iisher folk about Carnac, Quimperle
and Coucarneau.

This brought mo among tho sardine
Ushers of the region. There are hosts of
them at Concarueau. Thirteen hundred
boats are in use. More than thirteen
hundred families livo by these harvests
ofthe sea; aud, among these folk when i
came, I found an unwonted excitement;
au excitement easier for a stranger to no-
tice thau to understand.

One man, Pierre Floquet, formerly of
Tregunc, had beeu most fortunate for
years. It was said among his fellows
that ho had somehow made leaguo with
the fairies at the old Druid stoves of Car-
nan, at midnight of Christmas Eve, long
ago. since which timo uo ill luck bad be-
fallen him.

There was a legend, too, Ifound, whicii
told -hat he was ofanother race—a race of
strange, outlawed souls debarred from
mingling with other humankind, be-
cause oi some old, long ago physical
curse or taint tliat had beeu put upou his
ancestors.

At all events, every haul of Pierro Flo-
quet's seine had been a lucky one. Whilo
Ids fellows dragged along in need-
whipped poverty, lierre got rich, at least
rich lor a sardine iisher ol Concarneau.
The moro 1 heard of tiio brawny fellow
the more curious 1 was to know- him.

This was given added zest because of
the wild tales told among the simple folk
oi the wondrous voyage lie was about to
make with his fauniy in his <-wu new
geelette. or schooner, which he had pur-
chase i for the astouuding sum of tweuty
thousand francs.

The voyage was to bo to Spaiu. I was
going to Spain for a lazy tramp across
that laud to tho Mediterranean. Why
should I not become the companion ol"
I'ierre Floquet?

Thero was also wonder and excitement
among these Usher tolk of Concarneau
ovei the recent sudden disappearance of
ono ofthoir number, Caspar \alde3.

ile uas a Spanish Bisnayan tiskennan
of Astunas; a young man who had ap-
peared years belore at Concarneau as
mysteriously as he now had gone. There
wero hints tbat ho had beeu a brigaud
of Spaiu, too handy with his knife and
trabuco, until the guardia civit had at
last pressed him to Hight Irom his native
land.

Ho had been tho only iishorman of Con-
carneau, other than Pierre Floquet, who
bad prospered. There had been at lirst
an intense and unacountablo rivalry at
sea, with the seines, between the two
men; then a bitter hatred on sea and
laud; and at last, worse than all, Caspar
Valdes had become enamored of ono of
the daughters of Pierre Floquet.

Perhaps (iaspar Valdes had been mur-
dered. Perhaps Pierro Floquet could
tell by whose hand. These tumgs were
darkly hinted, now that Pierre Floquet
was about to depart. But as he was a
man of little speech and giant frame,
these .surmises were ouiy made in sub
dued whispers at Concarneau.
i found the devil-leagued lamiiy of Flo-

quet living m a hut under the walls of
Concarneau proper, or YiiiuClose, which.
at high tide, is quite surrounded by tbo
sea, and is so near the water, out of
which their livelihood had come, that
twice each day the incoming sea stole to
the very threshold of the cabin and bab-
bled for an hour or two With Pierre's
half-dozen or more little children. Then
it went away with the dirt and litter of
the place, saving them all much labor.

Why did 1, a stranger, wish to know
the despised and ostracized Pierro llo-
quett That is what he bluutlv asked me.
Jt,'cause, lsaid, Iknew the sardine Ush-
ers ol other lands, and wished to learn if
thoir seaeraft was like that of their "breth-
ren iv Brittany.

As Pierre Floquet believed this, after I
bai twice helped hun with the seinesover the rough waters of the Baie do la
Forest from which im Gueselin onos ao
savagely cannonaded the English garri-
son holding the old city lor .John do
jMoutiort, anti as 1 aaid nothing ot my
hopes to joiu him ou his voyage to
Spain, we soon found a likiug for each
other.

This, in the confidence which came, re-
vealed the secret motives of the voyage
the shadows whicli had set grimly be-
tween the man and hi*fellows,and linally
gave me the suug berth ot passenger and
friend on the Fnriqueta del Meira, tne
Spanish named little craft whicii sailed
out under Concarneau's gr.m wails, with
all ofI'ierre 1- loqnel'a earthly po-ses^ions,
chieily converted into cnecka on tne beak
of Atocha Il>, Madrid, for golaen .\u25a0u/.as,
while a thousand Breton iishermeu and
their wives gazed after us In open-
mouthed wonderment and relief.

Itwas a strange, wildstory which came
littleby little from Pierro Floquet's lips;
a story that a Hugo or a Sue would have
woven iuto a romance of the weirdest fas-
cination.

Among tho Pyrenees and the Aquitan-
ian Mountain aud valley countries on
either side, especially in Spanish Galicia,
Navarre, lieuesca. Leriua and Gerona,
in the French llautes Pyrenees, Gasco-
ny. (jruteune, Poitou and sparsely in
Brittany, lived and live a strange race of
men called Cagots.

The nmi.e is derivedjfroin canis Gothi-
cus, or Gothic dog. For a long time these
people were confounded with the Cre-
tins, those goitered, rickety and ieprous
dwarfs ofNorthern and Southern France.
But the Cogota are another folk entirely.

They have large, bony, muscular forms,
well-shaped skulls, almost Grecian noses,
line, blonde hair, blue eyes and fair,
pinky complexions, wuh large but ex-
pressive mouths and regular, perfect
teeth.

Theso were the striking characteristics
ol Pierro Floquet's form aud face, as weil
as ot his three huge sons, ilueo, Lorin
and Tomas, his two beautiful daughters,
fcio-hiide ana Celeste, his half-dozen

youths and babes, whoso namos I have
forgotten, and of .Marine, his wrinkled
and white-eye-lashed wife.

The Cagota are believed tn have de-
scended from the Aryan Goths. Wher-
ever thej* live away from the Pyrenees,
in '-'ranee and Spain, these marked and
shunned people are variously called Cal-
Überte, Caquins, Cocoas and Caheta. Por
a thousand years they wero sr.parstiti-
onsly avoided by all other inhabitants
near them.

They were despised, persecuted, mal-
treated, regarded socially aud legally as
outcasta, and tho superstition of tho
darker times attributed to thorn all
manner of foulness. Thoy wero believed
to bo witches, nuvieros, or raisers of the
storms and tempests, the .Spanish peas-
antry called them. Every possible dark
(iced was within their power. They ex-
haled noxious odors. They bred pesti-
lences and epidemics. They were com-
panions ofcats, bats and owls, aud couid
see in tho night like them.

They were completely and absolutely i
ostracized, and compelled to live alone, ]
or in quarters by themselves; and in
towns and cities wherever they mado
their appearance, they wore obliged to i
wear a scarlet cloth that all others might j
avoid them. Down until the seventeenth j
century it was not considered a crimo to i
kill a Cagot if he oll'ended. So Pierre
Floquet and all his family were Cagots.

His own story? An hundred years be-
fore his great-great-grandfather was
stoned to ueath iv the littie hanilot of '\u25a0

Meira, ou the sunny Kivadeo Kiver, j
which leaps laughingly from the Sierra ;
de Banadeiro hights into Biscay Bay.
Donning the garb and assuming the ways j
of the gitani or gypsies, tho wife aud
children escaped into France and linally
settled in liriltany.

They changed their namo and vocation;
they became Ushers at Concarneau. Oth-
ers of the Spanish cagots cauie. inter-
marriage resulted. Some of tho progeny
died aud somo emigrated. Among iheir
dosceiidents was Pierre Floquet. who
toiled at the seines until tha sardines''
brought him a competence. With its in-
crease came that indc-huable longing
whicii grows within the heart to know
the land whence oue sprang, and, be- !
sides, the oniy human lie had ever hated \
had vowed to posse.s himself of his I
sprightly daughter Celeste.

Buriqueta had been the name of Pierro I
Floquet's mother, lt was also too namo
of tno wife of the poor Cagot stoned to
death beside the banks of tho Kivadeo,
and Meira was the villago from which
his ancestors had lied.

So Pierre Floquet was evidently cheat-
ing Gasper Values of tho pretty Celeste
whilo realizing the dream of his lilo in
returning to Spain in his own ship, rich
enough to be made alcalde of Meira; to
build a groat liiouument iv memory of
his murdered ancestor; to make his blood
and kin respected and feared, if never'
beloved; and somehow 1 felt a uo mean
thriil of pride ifl tho beaming pride of
my lisher friend, despised Cagot though
lie was.

Our geletto was a snug crafL of one hun-
dred and twenty tons burtbon, and we
nad scarcely got well out of sight of tho
giiping lishermen of Concarneau, when
our cunning Captain, after stripping
himself nearly naked, unwound from his
body somo yellow anil scarlet stull' wbich
proved to be tho Hag of Spain.

When this was run up and reverently
saluted on bended knees with the sign of
the cross by allou board,aud our craft had
been agaiu aud again committed to the
protecting caro of the Virgin, everything
iv the power of Pierre and iiis family had
now beeu done to give us favoring gales
and sale voyage to the "Spanish port of
ijijon.

! 'or two days and nights we closely
skirted tho French coast; by night, now
and then catching glimpses of warning
lights dashing, or lixed, where danger
hidden iay; by day, contemplating an
unbroken line of plume-like surl, sur-
mount, d by gray dunes of tempest-shill-
ing sand, here and there jaggouly capped
at tho horizon edge by dark silhouttes of
stunted spruce aud lir.

Not an inviting shore is the southern
half of this Biacayan coast, and after the
lirst interest of tiie novel voyage had
worn away I found myseli turning to my
stj*ange companion for human relief from
tiie oppressive desolation of endless -.va-
lors to the west and the dim, monotonous
aud repellaut coast scenes on the eastern
horizon.

Pierre Floquet, who cared naught for
soa or land, and who now only serenely
awaited the sight of the peaks oi the Span-
ish Sierras, seemed glad and thankful
that I thus sought their companionship,
for I could teli nim much of Spaiu. ilia
gratitude for tliis knew no bounds.

"Come," be woulu --ay to his wile and
children as he took hia place the wheel,
"we willhear still more iroru our stranger
irieud of bravo Castile!"

Then ihe huge sous who were not busy
wouid come; .Martha, his wile, bent aud
silent but with a pitiful smile of acquies-
cence in her bronzed anu wrinkled lace,
would silently take her place; Clothilde,
of large and mournful lace,and Celeste,
With the Latin languor nnd lire strangely
bieuded ivher dainty oval countenance,
would come; and the bouncing, bounding
children, curly of bead and with laugh-
ter or wonder ever in iheir strauge, wild
eyes, would rush aud clatter over tho
deck toward us, aud as wo sat on the
edge of tho little cabin roof, or iay in all
manner of picturesque groupings beside
and around the giaut at the helm, 1 would
teil theni again and again of Spain's
castles and shrines, its villas and vine-
yards, its mountains and valleys, its
chozas and ohestuut groves, until tiie
stars flaming above us were no brighter
than the light of joyous expectancy in
their eager eyes.

only one of Pierre Floquet's tastily
seemed nut to outer into this elatiou
of iuuoceut anticipation. This was Ce-
leste.

Many times, when my eyes sought the
sisters as they lay or crouched near us
encircled In each other's arms, I say.- that
Celeste's eyes were ciosed. or partly
closed, or still set with s.rauge lixed-
ness far out upon the watery wasto
about us.

At tiiese times I could not removo my
gaze lro:n her fascinating fare. I halted
and stumbled iv my tales, for I thought
of Gaspar Values and knew, or thought 1
knew, that no sound of my voice pene-
trated her consciousness, which seemed
to have dowu to the tisher lelt behind.

Couid she have known, 1 wondered, of
some dread and terrible deed that had
been dono before Pierre Floquet was
ready to set sail? Was her heart mourn-
ing in virginal widowhood because ofthe
silence of ono necessary to make com-
plete th;s woudrous smile of content-
ment aud peace upon her giant father's
face?

Theso and countless other harrassiug

conjectures at last brought me with a fixed
pnrpose face to lace with Pierre Floquet.
Wo were sitting quite alone between the

anchor aud the jib.
"iicne," I asked, laying my band

gently upou bis broad shoulder, "will
you answer me truly oue question?"

"Wim my heart challenged thrice be-
fore my lips shall speak!" he radiantly
answered.

"Where is Caspar Values?"
I havo seen in southern latitudes a

glowing sky quickly overspread with tho
black turias oi'the tempest, but never be-
iore or since havo 1 seen the face of hu-
man so swiftly changed from light to
darkness, Irom frankness to distrust, irom
loving to peace to deadly hate.

"Gaspar Valdes, the iisher oi* Coucar-
neau?" 1 unfalteringly added.

Impetuously ho mado tho sign of tho
cross. With a bound ho sprang to his
ieet. He Hung ids massive clenched lists
belore hun, behind bim, above him, as if
to beat out the very wraith oi* some ab-
horrent recollection.

Then he began to speak in a shrill,
screaming key. ile suddenly .eased,
pluuged to tue right aud left, backwaru
and forward, aud whirled arouuu and
around.

This spent, iie turned as if in furious
mood, to leave nic alone.

"Pierre!—Pierre Floquet?" Isaid withthe iniloxion of quiet but determined
command.

He swung around again aud came close
to nic like a repentant child. He lookedlong and searchingly into my lace, as if, i
thought, to know il ins trust in me could
be complete. Thon, as he slowly noddedbis great curly head, ho muttered tremu-
lously:

"Gaspar Valdes'."—Gaspar Valdes !—I
hope his soul is—with his < "od!"

"Amen!'" ! said solemnly.
"And 'amen' again!*' ho added as

though tiie Storm within bis shaggy
breast was almost dono.

1 then knew tiie fate of Gaspar Valdes-
could dimly understand tho wild and al-
most savage content of such a nature in
the certainty of never again meoting a
deadly foe, and realizing for a time at
least 1 was in tiie power of a man whose
very lovo was almost as dangerous as his
bale, said quickly and soothingly:

"lou will bo happier for having told
me this. That he is gone is best for all—
all poor but Celeste!"

Knowing now what she knew, the pa-
thetic tragedy of her heart sunk decpiv
into mine.

But Pierre Floquet was laughing mer-
rily in another moment;

"Celeste is young. It is easy for theyoung to lorget. Iwill give her to you!
Mako her remember only that you uro
in tho world. Yes! 1 will so speak to
my Marthe!"

Even while our hands were grasped howas departing to the cabin to convey
these astounding commands to his wife

At that moment Celeste appeared in the
companion way of tuo cabin. Sho stood
upon the steps, not seeing us whilo wo
regarded her, nor dim; led hands resting
on the batch, her fair head bent back
across, its upper edgo in vagarous, idio
mood, her whole little lithe figure poised
lor ward, exquisitely.

"Seel—See! is she not beautiful enough
for you? Make her forget! Celeste, eoino
here!"

iho little figure cleared the steps at a
leap and ran forward to us, so uiarvei-
ously obedient for what sho know, I
thought! So fair and demure aud bravo,
notwithstanding this consuming scourge
within nor!

"Celeste," began Pierre Floquet, witha roguish laugh, "I havo given you to
our stranger irieud. Ha ia learned and
Hue and grandly abovo the iisher lads
you know. Ifhe shall make lovo to
you, Celeste, Pierre and Marthe sball not
sco it, uor rue it—so his loving or your
loving makes you forgot!"

lie loft, roaring with such loud laughter
tliat wo could still hear its hearty out-
bursts after he had reached Marthe in thedepths of tho cabin below, and obedient
to my gesture of invitation Celeste sat
down beside me upou the irou anchor
suank.

".So we are to be lovers, Celeste?" Isaid
kindlybut teazingly to my pretty iittle
companion.

"Father Pierre has so bidden," was her
quiet reply, hut her eyes were averted
and downcast.

"Would you bave it as he has said, Ce-
leste?"

1 do not know why Iso tormented tho
helpless thing. But was I uot at soa,
shut closely within tho coniiues of a lew
square yards of schooner's beam, witb
naught but dalliance now to relieve the
monotony ot my strange iuipnsou-
uieiit? lt was a bumau if not a noble
tiling to do.

"Yes and no," linally came with a
dainty flush mantling iter pretty cheeks.

"Why, yes. Celeste?"
"To com lort Father Pierre."
"And wiiy no?"
"Because it one loves tbere can bo but

one iv tho heart."
"And there is already one in Celeste's

heart?"
"Ever but one!"
She turned her beautiful eyes fullupon

my own face now. They wero ablaze
with tho loyalty and sauctity ot a nerfect
devotion. ' >ur natures are so compiox
and strange that 1 now said witb a tinge
of bitterness:

"And that one is Gaspar Valdes 0"

"ltis uoiie other!"
"But Caspar Valdes is dead?" I per-

sisted.
•'Dead. I fear, to all but Celeste!"
Sho cast furtive glances toward tho open

hatchway aud toward tho companion
hatch, whero her father's curly head was
now appearing, followed by his joyous
faco as.' he saw us iv such earnest eou-
v.-rs. .

"You have a noble soul, Celeste, and 1
half lovo you myself ior your lideiity to
the dead. Make what you wish clear and
plain to nie."

licr face glowed with trusttul happi-
ness as she said with perleet frank-
ness :

'"Ao will each seem to love the other.
\\ c will be as—as are Clothilde and Ce-
leste—only cariug always that it doss notcome to harm."

Here the tremulousness of foreboding
seemed to possess her.

"Can you love me that way-that
much?" she asked appealingly.

"Yes, yes, yes. With all my heart!"
"No, no! Never with ail your heart.Only with your words and ways belore

Lather Pierre. I sball theu almost ever
love you for such help!"

Ah, I thought, this poor distraught soul
needs unselfish kindliness now. It is
much to hear her secret knowledge of
other's crime—more to have wedded the
hopelessness of despair.

"Itshall be so, Celeste; just as you have

stid," I cried encouragingly, taking her
pretty hands in mine.

In an instant moro her lips were rain-
ing kisses upon my hands, almost dog- ;
like, 1 thought, iv her humble gratitude,
and the same instant 1 saw I'ierre Flo-
quet dragging his littie wiio up the com- :

panion way, pointing with pride to tne
impulsive fervor of Celeste, while lustily j
shouting:

"Marine, Marthe! See! So soon aro :
sore hearts mended with the young!"

From this timo on itseemeu that almost
perfect happiness had come to all on i

board the Eniiqueta del Meira. Innocent
Children could have been no more light
hearted and apparently iree Irom secret
hUrtl than we.

iv the long hours of tiie voyage when
the most trilling incident of diversion |
was seized upon eagerly and utilizi .-.
again aiul again for merriment and enter-
tainment, we bad all come to pass much
time in the clean and roomy hold. The j
skies above us were iair, the sea beneath
us lavorablo, and the sunlight at times
was ainiost banding upon tne open deck.
In the hold an opeu hatchway gave
abundant air and ligut. it was always
cool and shaded here; and as it con- i
tamed only the beiougings of Pierre
Floquet's lamiiy, the place soon wore a
most comfortable and __omew.se look.

Aside irom th.s, Pierre t was
taKing to his new home in Spain somo
Breton calves and sheep. Tbe loediug
and earing ior these dumu brutes, an irk-
some task, perhaps on land, became a
source ol ceaseless interest and delight iv
our enforced idleness at sea.

Hou .;i Btanchioua and pons had been
made ior tnem v. uore a Bailing vessel's
forecastle usually stands, iar forward in
the hold. Beyond these, packed closely in
the achoonetr'a wedge-like stem, were
bags ol gram and shaggy bales of the
toothsome Carnac hay.

For hours of each day the sleek calves
and yellow-eyed sheep were freed Irom
their bondage and disported themselves
aimost with human delight with Pierre
Floquet's brood ol y amger children,
while we older folklooked on tho rough
Bp rl with snules. or fell merry victims
to charge and counter charge of reckless Jbattailous ofchildron and pets.

in theso innocent diversions Celeste I
never joined. It was but.seldom that she
would enter tlie shadowy hold at all.
Whenever ahe was persuaded to tho place, i
her manner was furtiveand troubled, auu j
at times when we wero walking back and |
forth, with her sister Clothilda beside us,
and in our turnings camo emsu to the
penned animals, sho would utter littlo j
shrii ks of fright and run from us trem- j
biing 10 the deck.

All of this filled me with unaccountable
concern, though in answer to my looks j
of wonder ai.d inquiry Clothilda's grave <
aud mouruiul eyes seemed to give back j
looks of merriment not unmixed with i

alarm.
At such times I would seek Celeste, and,

without at once referring to hor strange
demeanor, would at lirst qui*.*l her by
teaching her, as had grown into a pleas-
ant habit, the fow Andaluaian airs I
knew, and througii their uontlo iuiluenco

tind way to tax her with her cow-
ardice, but 1 never got but tho oue an-
swer then.

"Oh,sir, i never go there, but I seem
to sco his foe©, peering from behind the
boasts aud bales of Carnac hay! Do not
speak of this to Father i'ierre!"

Insensibly tho greater her timidity was
shown the more intense became my las-
c: nation for that quarter ofour schooner's
hold.

If somo forbidding wraith haunted it I
haunted it also, but never so it could at-
tract attention to -eieste's repulsion and
dread, lithe poor soul was scourged by
stili another dark secret, I reflected, it
should remain her own.

Late one afternoon [had dozed here as
the children romped and played. lYr-
haps the cessation oftiieir wild games and
the silence which followed had finally
aroused me. Wheu Iawoke the yeliow
light streaming through the hatchway
told me that sunset and theevening meal
had nearly come.

The hold was quito deserted As 1
arose i fancied I saw something like a
shadow dart back among the shadows
and instantly lose itself behind the bales
of bay. I was irresistibly drawn to-
wards it.

1 at once went among the calves aud
thosbeep. They were soberly munching
their food, and I saw nothing unusual
here. 1 was about to turn away, when I
detected a slight movemeut and rustling
behind, the bales of hay.

"Somo roguish child hiding in play," I
thought, as I leaped upon the lower bales,
and, thrusting my arm behind tho bigher
ones, called out gaily as in sportive taunt:
"1 have you now, monsieur !"

Truly I bad clutched somo human's
head; but not that of one ofPierre iio-
quet'fl children; for tho next instant a
stalwart form followed my swiftly With-
drawn arm, and in ono of its clenched
and trembling hands thero Hashed an
ugly knife.

"Perdiiniento!" hissed tho man in the
Spanish tongue, while struggling to reach
me, as if to silence any outcry 1 might
make.

1 was now safely behind a strong barred
stanchion. I could have gamed tiio mid-
dle of tho hold and leaped through the
hatchway to niy friends, beforo he could
have reached me, and seeming to realise
this, his manner instantly changed to one
of tetnporization and parley.

"Wno :iro you, and why are you here'?"
I sternly demanded.

"1 am a poor Spaniard, seeking my own
land with a heavy hoar.!*'_ I is tone was pitiful now, and his situa-
tion iiiied vie with a strange compassion.
But I Btolidiy urged:

"Pierre Froquet has a warm heart. He
would deal generously with you if you
came to him with your distress."'

"No, no, no," he retorted with savage
impetuosity. "Youknow but ono side ol
Pierre Floquet. Were I to go to him,
were you to but speak of this to him, si-
lence wouid come to him or to me —per-
haps to more."

Here he mado a significant gesture with
hia kuiio point toward his breast.

"Then," 1 said, reaching my hand to
his and grasping it reassuringly, "it is
better that 1 should be your lriend than
be or you an assassin."

He nodded bis hoad swiftly, gratefully,
as he said:

"There aro other days to como in which
you wiiinot regret such friendship."

"Have yon food?" tasked.
"Plenty and to spare."
"Auu drink?"
"Both water and wine."
"Then I cau do nothiug for you—"
"Lut sUence!" he. interrupted eagerly.

"Complete Silence to Floquet, to his sons
and—aud to both his daughters. Shall it
Do mine?"

"Forever, if that willhelp you to safety
and friends."

•hit they wore calling me to the cabin;
calling mo irom the upper evening shad-
ows iuto the now darker shadows of the
hold, our hands clasped tightly again,
and 1 foit tiiat the desperate stowaway
was certain of his trust. I turned away
bewildered and came lo the iittle cabin
table so distracted an.l unnerved that
Pierre Floquet roared out:

"Our stranger friend lias looked upon
somo Uretou ehost among the calves and
the sheep." •Alllaugbed merrily at this sally, sa?o
poor Celeste. For a little time her face
was more blanched than mino: and 1
pitied hor anew for the heavy load sho
had borne from a discovery porbaps more
ominous than my own.

1 think Iwas more silent, but certainly
moro considerate and ten ior, to Celeste
alter that night, i couid not boar to enter
that hold again, more than Celeste; and I
was racked by untold torments lest some
untoward revelation should bring the
journey of Pierre Floquet to ruin and
despair.

Couutiess times my impulse was to
share confidence with Celeste. Ihave
beon unutterable thankful since that I
did not. As often was I tempted to dis-
close what I knew to Pierro iloquet ami
claim his generosity, througii our almost
allectiouate friendship, and thus prevent
the horror of somo accidental tragedy;
but from this the frigbtlui emphasis of
the stowaway always held me back.

On tbe second morning alterward the
snow-capped Pyrenees were sighted; and
on the evening of the samo day the En-
riqueta del Meira crept slowly between
ibe headlands ot Capes San Lorenzo and
Torres, through the fantastic shipping of
the harbor, and was soon rocking soilly
beside the ancient inueilo of Gijon.

Tho bustle ana activity of tbe quay
soon attracted all ofPierre Floquet's lam-

ily to the pier-side of our little craft.
Still til.cd with trepidation concerning
our secret passenger, I stole away from
my friends at tho lirst opportunity and,
beckoning a solitary barquero to the
schooner's prow, 1 gave him seme French
coin and bade him trait for a single pas-
senger.

Daaoonding qnickiy into the dark bold,
1 cal iod ont in a iow tone :

"Sener Uefagidado 1 Come instantly!"
The man was already close beside me.

Itold bitn ofthe waiting boatman; sprang
upon deck and holned him gain looting
there, *t no easy tabic with his stiffened
limbs, and almost pushed him from the
schooner's deck into the waiting boat* as
hefervently breathed a, "(iod guard thee
and me!" aud 1 turned to face'Pierre
Fioquet. wiio was approaching with no
gentle tread; while a litlie and ghostly
form seemed stealthily creeping be-
hind him.

"Some harbor thieves I have fright-
away. That is ail, Pierre!" i managed
to explain while he regarded me with
suspicions keeuness. "We must have a
better care of the craft while it lies in
tho harbor of C__jon_"

"Ye-, yes; we will give it good caie ! 1
willgive it good care !" be retorted, as ii
half awakened to some indefinable
danger.

But Celeste, creeping closely to my
side, repaiu me luliy with her whispered
words •

".More than oue shall ever love you for
this noble deed !"

This almost thrilling prophecy rang in
my ear- all the days we idled tn Gijon,
until Pierre Floquet had sold to advant-
age hia handsome iittle craft.

lt never lelt me as our happy cavalcade
trailed out of the ancient city" where tlie
Invincible Armada was once repaired,
through the fruitful valleys by Previa
and Saias; along the banks of the Hash-
ing -Narcia: past Belmonte and Calgas;
through tiie lush holds wiioro tlie <_.alle-
gan reapers felled tno ripe grain with
their hook-like l_oz and sang their weird
and wild Tras os Monies songs; under
miies of the gnarled and stunted olive,
shading long nud sinuous lane*-; over
bridges elder than .Moorish rule in Spain;
past roadside chapels with the rook-like
ceaseless clatter of their cracked old bells;
besi le ruined monasteries and ruinous
abodes of starvling monks, begging their
dole Irom ua as we went merrily on;
through the boshed gloaming of myriad
stately chestnut groves; and then on and
on and up and up, through the mighty
. i -, among tbe dark ravines and
mournful glens of Siena de ttanadeiro,
where the bells ofour cattle and tho shrill
whistlings and songs o"f our muleteers
v. ere almost silenced by the hoarse water-
falls descending from tne eternal snows;
to our last night encampment; where,
across tho red tiles of Grau das, lay the
wondrous valley agaiust whose farthest
rim nestled Meira, Mecca of the journey
ol Pierre Floquet.

Even hore in our romantic surround-
ings, beside the tiairing, gypsy-like fires,
it seemed to press closer aud mora fore-
bodingly into my consciousness, lt was
carried Wildly along on tiio thunderous
mountain-sounds of the night. It trem-
bled in my companion's tones. Itbrooded
in the hovering shadows, lt even pene-
trated my dreams like shrill challenges.
And at last il startled me from sleep, in
the actuality of words, as the lirst morn-
ing rays Altered through the mighty firs,
as Celeste, bending over my couch softly
whispered:

"Silence ! Remember that whatever in
the next hour conies, more than one shall
ever love you lor your noble deed at
vdjou."

I arose atid dressed. The camp was
astir. 1 passed to the edge of the near
making stream and bathed my lace and
bauds. Aal turned to leave the stream
1 was .seized from behind. Instantly a
wordaaa was pieced in my mouth, niy

were blindfolded, my arms, wore
pinioned aud i was then gently led back
to camp.

lliie I could distinguish swift move-
ments, rustlings, hurryings, struggling.-,
and low words of command und threat.
.More dreadful than all to me were the
hideous screams of Pierre Floquet, as he
unavailingly strove against his bonds;
lor bis maledictions were not those oi
despair at the ruin of ail his earthly hopes,
but were launched at me, at whom he
cursed and clutched, as his betrayer.

Fierce and fiercer grew his struggles
with hia captors. Some Keen instinct of
horrible vengeance brought him closer
and closer to me, as though in his giant
strengtb, despite all restraint, he would
butt out my life like a raving bull. I
could feel his fiery breath upon me. 1 be-
lieved my cud had come, when 1 felt a
littlo form dart close agaiust my own aud
hoard Celeste cry:

"Father! Father Pierre Floquet! lie is
innocent! ile is your friend—noble and
good. Sco! Know it is my life, shelter-
ing his, you shall first destroy !"

The infuriated <'agot sank moauiugly
beneath ids captor .

Then all was still for a little until I
he;ud the clinking of coin as itWas cast
nurriedly into leathern pouches.

"All!—all!" came from the voice of
vim in command. "Even the belt hiding
the cheques for golden onzas on tho bank
of Spain. Pierre Floquet shall not havo
loft so much as a centavo for his grand
life at .Meira. We will even roast his
calves and sheop for our diuuer !"

A burst of wild laughter followed this
cruel threat, and a pitiful groan escaped
Pierre Floquet's lips as the last vestige of
his hoard was stripped irom him.

Shortly wo were all led forward into
the roadway, hero wo were forced to
walk for perhaps a half-hour's time.
Then our course leu over a narrow path-
way, along tho rocky sido of some stream
which roared aud thundered far below.

Finally we were halted. Tho bandages
were removed from our eyes, the inorda-
zas from our moutlis, and wo lound our-
selves uuder guard i:i a covert-like space
overspread with firs, deiended on tno one
sido by an almost impassable barrier of
rocks, and on the other by tho brink of a
tremendous chasm.

There wore but few of tiio band about
us, and after we had been given bread
and wine one of the robbers came close to
the side oi Pierre Floquet.

"Onr chief," he said, "is a kindly mau,
and he would deal generously witb yoa.
lie bids me say he ins no use for your
gold, if you wiii but listen to reason. If
you wili give to him in honorable mar-
riage such one ofyour daughters as he
may choose, he will return to you intact
every reai you havo loet, aud further, it
shall be yours uni _ss that daughter shall
gladly give her iree consent."

While I'ierre Floquet'sface writhed like
somo savage animal's al bay, he cast ap-
pealing looks upon Clothilda and Celeste.

"Ifwith your free and lasting will?"
answered Clothilda for both. "Shall I
first go to see him, lather I'ierre?"

"Le 1 uable! lt shall bo so," camo sob-
bingly from Pierre Floquet.

Clothilda went and returned, dolefully
shaking her head. Then Celeste radi-
antiy disappeared, while my own heart
sain, despairingly within mo at the
thought of this irretrievable sacrifice.

in a moment more, one of the brigands
came to i'ierre Floquet, unbound him,
and poured upou tiio sward beforo him
every article of which he had beeu des-
poiled. While he clutched at it savagely,
something like a despairing groan tremu-
lously filled tho air.

"It is Celeste! it is Celeste!" be
moaned.

As if in answer to these words, the lit-
tle sprite came glowingly out ofthe dark
copse behind tho covert, leading tho
brigand chief, a stalwart Spaniard, with
tho light of love and victory upon his
splendid face. He reached out his hand
to I'ierre Floquet.

"i'ierre Floquet" be began in a low
and pleasant tone.

"i 'aspar Va.des !" stammered Pierre
Floquet. staggering to his feet in amazed
bewilderment.

"Senor Kefugidado!" I cried, beside
myself with astounded joyousness; for
Celeste's blazing eyes sought my own
With lightning glances of intelligence.

"The same," said the brigand chief
calmly, "who came from Concarneau, for
the love of Celeste, behind tbo Furiqueta
del M.ra's bags of graiu and bales of
hay."

Then followed a shout of joy from all,
oven from I'ierre Floquet, as a score ot
guy, bronzed fellows crowded about the
now ecstatic com pa 113.

" fhese wero my olden comrades, Pierre
Floquet. They already know I have
gamed by honed toil almost as much as
you. We aro both in their power; but
they aro all, and always, for loyal friend-
ship, at our command. They" will love

to know me loading on aud on tbe rigbt '\u25a0

life, beside Celeste !"
Ami thus happily came to its ending I

the strange journey of Pierre Floquet;
for in another half hour the mountain j
friends of (iasper Valdes, with brave:

".'\u25a0 \u25a0-*.'"'.md "/•:<\u25a0* i>: a croup tgne .'" iiad
disappeared amid tbo shadows of the
g] i>; and. the bells of our cattle min-
gling with the shrill songs and whistlings
of" the muit tcers and echoing tbroagfa tho ;

mountain ways like tender bridal mci- \
odies, we passed Irom l'.andeiro's hights |
across tiie sunlit vale and on to the sweet
old hamlet of Meira, joyously and still Jtogether.

.«.
For the Rec ikd-Union.

THE VISION.
I saw onto a beantteoos maid

An ug< d beggar come;
A sign apou him, well displayed,

Proclaim- .1 him deaf ana dumb,
Unto the maid lie str. tche 1 bis palms—

My bearl was stirred io \u25a0-\u25a0-\u25a0
For, i», tie* maid r. insed him alma

And mocked bim Scornfully !

And then I woke from my brief nod
An t knew the prophecy—

Iff__ t ie beggar, and, OGod!
Tne meld was poeti y !

—Ei.U vn* IRVH.G HOTTMAM.

THE FAKM 1\u25a0:!:S* AY 1LE.
Like tech vinos closin'when t:-e sun goes

down.
Or foader Crispin' at the harvest noon,

My plant ol li..* droops low; Its leaves are
brown;

The season's -pc tt, the end ls none too soon.
I've plowed tbe field both ways an'kept It

Cl< .Ul
Until tue crop's "laid by"; the prospect*

lair,
Ami cts i view ihe stretch ofsold an' screen1 sniff the cool an' creepin' evenin' air.

I don't t. ar d< a b; th i future life I'll greet
As <'!i-\ •;:-.:..;;..:\u25a0 come agin' to stay,

Witliout tho winter's cold or summer's heat,I'ut j«sl an eveiia .tin' growtn.' day.

The larm an' its b longin's, stock an' stole,
1 leave to wile, the near horse <>i me team;

An'otter she jlnes vie, to them sh* bore,
The precious blooms ..float on our lit.

stream.

An" now some few requests Iwish obeyed,
Kelatin' to my fun'ral obsequies.

The which l Waul to be without parade
vi black-plumed hearse or boxed-up car-

iias.--.-s.

t on bed, on springs to break ihe jar.
V, ill do to Leu- me to the churchy a '

ute country way lu.s rved me well bo far;
8 » mote it be; ;he -bn: lest is the best.

n cheap a i can be I o ight or madeIs good enough to lay a mortal m.
For oue musl mm to dust, the other lade.

An' an that's earthly t;o to c trth agin.
Lay out my body In my c tmmon clo's,

No boughten _hroud ol shiny coat aa' vest,
A sub that every friend an' neighi o. icnows.

Ho that 1won't loo:c strange or seem un-
dr- sse L

For all it's iioruesuun an' home-made an"
plain,

My God tias walked w.th me in it down
here;

A;i' I should feel most foolish, weak and vain
to put on uir. to walk with Him v*. there.

I'd like to ha c my nsighbors di__ the grave,
As i havenelpeu to co. without expense;lt ain't t is coal 1 mind, ail tbat I'd waive,
But : don t warn hired hands to bear me

hence.

At last, a sweel madeira or a rose,
a simple prayer, perhaps a song, and then

A long (areweh to all tar. s;d *i woes;rhe prea !her*a I enediction an' a uen.
—Clarence uusley in New uTork .Suu.—— \u25a0 - —*^~Mixitary critics affirm that the stand-

ard of mo I nited States army is con-
stantly improving. The forces are sup-
plied wuh Dr. Price's Baking i'owder.

CAN ANTS TALK?
Another Iribute t» tho Era in Power

of 'l'licso Ueiuarkable Insects..
I was ono day standing in my garden

near tho trunk of an old willow'tree, up
which a scattered lino of ants was crawl-ing. After a time 1 observed an occa-
sional straggler coming down in tho
opposite direction. Here and thero a
couple of ants, ascoudiug and descending,
chanced to meet: but there was no stop-
page and no talk. Presently, at about
livo ieot from tiio ground, i sriteared a
little hollow in the trunk with a large
spoonful of thick treacle to see how long
it would remain undiscovered. I theu
went away for a short time, and on my
return found about a dozen ants feasting
on the treasure.

A minute or two later ono of the feast-
ers crawled slowly down the trunk witn
heavy leot, ami wheu near the ground
mot a friend, whom ho sudden lvarrestedon his way up, and witbhis antenna.,
which he piied vigorously, held a gooa
talk. What was said 1 know noi, buttho friend knew, and thereupon marched
steadily on up the tree to tho newly
found treasure. Mean whilo tho bearer
oi the good tidings mado his own way
quickly back to the nest a few yards off
in the grass, to which Iwatched him. Ho
was soon lost to view, but boyoud ait
doubt soon spread the news of treasure-
trove throughout tho colony.

Within half au hour ot that timo a long
unbroken iinu of hungry ants wore
marching direct to the tree, making
straight for tho feast, remaining thore for
a time, and thon returning to the nest
in another line on the other side of tbe
willow. This process, of ascending and
descending termites, went on forsome hours, in fact, until dusk, when
tlie numbers of advancing guests grow-
less and less, and dually ceased. Before
it was dark not a single ant was to besoen, though early the pext morning afresh band of adventurers set out in The
same fashion, coming and goiug all da*-"
until every morsel of the sweets had dis"-
appeared.

Hero, therefore, clearly some talk ofthe surprising dainty bad taken place be-tween tbe two ante meeting on the road
to it, while tidings had been carried to
the colony, wiiich at once roused all theinmates to go forth direct to the feast.

ly led by the very guide who had
brst discovered it. So much lbr the gen-
eral intelligence which enlightens andguides the whole life and work of this i
wise nation of insects.—Tho Quiver.
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AFFAIRS; OE_THE .INSTITUTE.
They Are in Splendid Shape and

the Future is Promising.

Grand Results of its Successful Manage*
meat —New Life and Hope Given

to Those Who Had Despaired.

1 S IS EVIDENCED BY THE CASE OF
XV Mrs. C, P. FrtJeuian of 24O:» P street, Sac-
ramento. Cal., who says: i bad been .-i severe
sufferer with catarrh, bronchitis and neural-
gia (or three years. I ha«l frequent and aeYcre
\u25a0pells of sickness. During these attacks my
sufferings were terrible. l suffered greatly
with indigestion, constipation and bloating
of the stomach, [cbug&eda great deal andmy nose, throat and chest gave me great
trouble. At times the neuralgia was so severe
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MRS. C. P. FREEMAN.
that I had to r.-sort to the v.ss 6l morphine to
vet any Bleep or rest. During these long years
of suffering my Ufa many times was nothing
but a burden. I bad quite a number ol doc-
tors to treat me and also trie J many kinds of
medicines, but go no rclfet.

A few month \u25a0 ;co I lie.ird of t!ic Nea^la
Medical Institute and went and put myself in
care of these physicians, ! v.a- carefuHy and
thoioughiy examined and pui upon treat-
ment truin which I improved from the lira
My recovery has been very r.tpid,ahd.l feel
like a new woman. Ican sleep all ni-iit and
awake m the morning refreshed.

MRS. C. V. FREEMAN.
For new and modern methods of treatment-,

scientiiic and elegant equipments, Tills m-
BTITI TE HAS NO SUi'KHIOK.

WOMEN AND CHILDREN given special
attention.

Consultation either at the Institute or by
mall FREE.

NEAGLE MEDrCAL INSTITUTE of PHY-
SICIANS and SURGEONS, located perma-
nently at ::.' V/t X street, Sacramento;

BAI.DNESS—New, com] tb of hair
prouuce.l on any bald hi ,I. Written
guarantees. No humbug, but a f iet.

Haii. falling out positively stopped
in fromone to three montlis. Guaranteed.

DANDRUFF permanent in two to
lour weeks. Dr. White's New Hair Grower
is tt .er real.- guarni
the onlyi * genuine Sm
Francif-co ref. . • oins 1. 2, S
Maii.*-! a ret, San Francis -\u25a0;-\u25a0>.

remedies sent out ot town, zpress paid,
$5 .5, ort". O. I>. Agents wanted. Big
money lor barbers. Written guai
i.stabiished in San Francl.co in 1801.

>i ai. 11 \u25a0; ez _. co.
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i title men of EhbJFsBB invitee:
Kurope and S<^WV§_B_ nn<^ *ones tho

! Hudyan is tP^j^^S Huiiyan

PrSRIStUfBtISSS le^'C^'B^ :'i-^leve.'-.p.si

! MANHOOD M :' niJutaopped

I quickly. Ovor 2,000 private f>nrio*-ement?.
Prematurenen meana Emootenry in the first

. Stage, it :• aO5 mptum ofseminal weakntM
' i.nd barrenTic^ I*.1*. 'jt can be stopped in 20 days

by the use of Hudyan.
The new dii the Special-

ists ofthe old famous Hudson M»r..cal InstitoW.
It i3the strongest vitallaer made. II ia >•::•'
jXnvert'ul, i>ut haur.' _ fol Jl.OO a paclc-
_*-?eor6 nackaeres for 16.00(plain ja'ed'rf.

*.\ "-iUen guarantee giv< a foracoro. Ifyon boy
dx'hoxesand cured,aut more
\.i'[. be sent to you tri*eofall cbaa

• \<i tt -*.
HITDSON MEDICAL, JN riTUTB.

Junction Stoeliton, M:u*i.<* and E Ile
(Streets* San I'mnt-isrso.

/^N Here's the Peddler,
fe*-X J with washing-powder. "Prizes," too. for

V /^/Vi any vv'omen brave enough to use it. Reck-
\_^yS_L\ less —tnat s a truer word ior her, when

"~2^^"^\ you think of ail the harm that cheap,
/ \ \ inferior washing-powders can do.
\ \\ \ \\i __ When you consider the ruined

A^. I 1 ,1 1 A clothes, paint, etc., that you're risk-

ffk ) I I! ing, v/ouldn't it seem cheaper to
'

N/^a i \u25a0 buy these trilling "prizes," for
\. \ J \ V y°urse**C you want them? Pearl-

VJ me isn't peddled—doesn't give
rt * j any prizes. It is a prize in itself.
| J You can save more money with

I j! Ji l £=•-& Pearline, by reason of its absolute
I'la f^*S-vX safety. &-*** with any cheap
{jSL washing-powder. By the way,
j(fl Ŝs^a==^^P>^ r^ / did you ever get a really good

' thing from a peddler?
Pearline is manufactured only by James Pyle, New York. *»

H*WEI j GIRLS WMO USE

—I Wis'\ o A i OLIO
| V _Zal_J. \ ARE QUICKLY IVIARFRiEZD.

WZZ^Try it in Your Next Mouse Clean ing. ""^vj


