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THE JOURKEY OF PIERRE FLOGUE

[Copyright, 1894, by Edgar L. Wakeman, All
rights reserved.]

Thisevening thedroning chatteramong
our Ten Travelers was accidentally en-
livened by sowe casnal remark leading
to a brief though spirited discussion upon
the subject of brigandage in the Latin
countries,

When it had ceased almost as suddenly
as it had begun, the Vagabond Traveler,
who had shown various prophetic inti-
mations of reminiscence, was easily be-
trayed into recital of the following curi-
ous tale of romance and advénture.

Some years since, while wandering
winong the lowly Brittany, I came upon
the fisher folk about Carnac, Quimperle
and Councarneau,

This brought me among the sardine
fishers of the region. There are hosts of
them at Concarneau. Thirteen hundred
boats are in use,
bhundred families live by these harvests
of the sea; aud, among these folk when 1
came, I found an unwonted excitement;
an excitement easier for a stranger to no-
tice than to understand.

One man, Pierre Iloquet, formerly of
Tregune, had been most fortunate for
years, It was said among his fellows
that he had soinehow 1nade league with
the fairies at the old Druid stones of Car-
nac, at midnight of Christmas live, long
ago, since which time no ill luck had be-
fallen bhim,

‘There was a legend, too, I found, which
told that he was of another race—a race of
sirange, outilawed souls debarred froin
mingling with other humankind, be-
cause oi some old, long ago physical
ciarse or taint that had been put upon his
ancestors,

At all events, every haul of Pierre Flo-
quel’s seine had been a lucky one. While
Lis fellows dragged along in need-
whipped poverty, rierre got rich, at least
rich for a sardine fisher of Concarneau.
The more 1 heard of the brawny fellow
the more curious [ was to know him,

This was given added zest because of
the wild tales told among the simple folk
of the wondrous voyage hie was about to
uake with his family in his own new
geelotte, or schooner, which he had pur-
chasea for the astounding sum of twenty
thousand {rancs.

Tue voyage was to be to Spain, 1 was
golug to Spain for a lazy tramp across
that land to the Mediterranean. Why
should I
Yierre I'loquet?

There was also wonder and excitement
among these fisher folkk of Conecarneau
over the recent sudden disappearance of
one of their number, Gaspar Valdes,

e was a Spanish Biscayan tisherman
of Asturias; a young man who had ap-
peared years belore at Concurneau as

mysteriously as he now had gone, There |
were hints that be had been a brigand |

ol Spain, too handy with his knife and
trabuco, uuntii the guardia civii had at
last pressed him to flight {rom his native
lumi.

He had been theonly fisherman of Con-
carneau, other than Pierre i'loquet, who
had prospered. There had been ut first
an intense and unacouniable rivalry at
sea, with the seines, between the two
men; tixen a bitter hatred on sea and
land; and atlast, worse than all, Gaspar
Valdes had become enamored of one of
the daughters of Pierre Iloguet.

Perhaps Gaspar Valdes had been mur-
dered. Perhaps Fierre Floquet could
tell by whose hand. These tnings were
darkly hinted, now that Pierre Iloquet
was about to depart. But as he was a
man of little speech and
these surmises were only made in sub
dued whispers at Concarneau.

1 found the devil-leagued tamily of Flo-
quet living in a hut under the walls of
Coucarneau proper, or Ville Close, which,
at high tide, is quite surrounded by the
sea, and is 80 near the water, ofit of
which their liveiithood 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 witix 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 I, a stranger, wish to know
the despised and osiracized Pierre ¥lo-
quet? Thatis what ne bluntly asked me.
Because, 1 said, I knew the sardine fish-

ers of other lands, and wished to learn if |

Lheir seacrait was like that of thweir breth-
ren in Brittany,
As Pierre IFioguet believed this, after I

bhad twice helped him with the seines !

over the rough waters of the Baie de la
Forest from which Du Guesclin once so
savagely cannonaded the English garri-
son holding the old city for John de
Montfort, aud as 1 said notning ot my
Lopes to join him on his voyage to
Spain, we soon found a liking Yor each
other.

This, in the confidence which came, re-
vealed the secret motives of the voyage,
the shadows which had set grimly ue-
tween the manaund bis fellows,and finally
gave me the snug berth of passenger and
iriend on the KEnrigueta del Meira, tne
Spanish named little craft which sailed
out under Concarneau’s grim walls, with
all of Pierre I'ioquet’s earth!y possessions,
chiefly converted into checks on the bank
of Atocha 15, Madrid, for golden onzas,
while a thousand Breton fishermen angd
their wives gazed after us in open-
mouthed wonderment and relief,

1t was a strange, wild story which came
little by little from Pierre Floguets lips;
a story that a Hugo or a Sue would have
woven into a romance of the weirdest fus-
cination. .

Among the Pyrenees and the Aqguitan-
ian Mountain and valley countries on
either side, especially in Spanish Galicia,
Navarre, Heuesca, Lerida and Gerona,

in the French Hautes Pyrenees, Gasco- |
and sparsely in |
Brittany, lived and live a strange race of |

ny, Gujenne, Poitou
men called Cagots.

The name is derivedifrom canis Gothi-
cus, or Gothic dog. For a long timethese
people were confounded with the Cre-
tins, those goitered, rickety and ieprous
dwarfs of Northern and Southern France.
But the Cagots are another folk entirely.

They havelarge, bony, muscular forms,
well-shaped skulls, almost Grecian noses,
fine, blonde hair, blue eyes and fair,
pinky complexions, wiih large but ex-
pressive wmouths and regular, perfect
geeth.

These were the striking characteristics
of Pierre Flogtet’s form and face, as well
as of his three huge sons, Hugo, Lorin
and Tomas, bis two beautiful daughters,
Cilothilde and Celeste, his half-dozen

More than thirteen |

not become the companion of |

giant frame, !

and white-eye-lashed wife.

The Cagots are believed to have de-
scended from the Aryan Goths. Wher-
ever they live away from the P’yreneaes,
in I“'rance and Spain, these marked and
shunned people are variously ecalled C
liberts, Caquins, Cacoas and Cahets. Tor

near them,
They were despised, persecuted, mal-

outcasts, and the superstition of the
darker times attributed to them all
manner of foulness. They were believed
to be witches, nuvieros, or raisers of the
storms and tempests, the Spanisi peas-
antry called them. Ivery possible dark
deed was within their power.
haled noxious odors, They bred pesti-
lences and epidemics. They were com-
panions of cats, bats and owls, and couaid
sce in the night like them,

They were completely and absolutely

or in quarters by thewselves; and in
towns and cities wherever they made
their appearance, they were obliged to

| avoid them. Down until the seventeenth
century it was not considered a crime to
Kkill a Cagot it he ottended. So Pierre
Floguet and all his fainily were Cagots.
s own story? An hundred vears be-
fore his great-great-grandfather was
stoned to aeath in the littie hamlet of
Meira, on the sunny Rivadeo River,

4 which leaps laughingly from the Sierra

de Banadeiro hights into Biscay Bay.
Donning the gard and assuming the ways
of the gitani or gypsies, the wife and
children escaped into I'rance and finally
settled in Brittany.

They changed their name and vocation;
they became tishers at Concarneau. Oth-
ers of the Spanish Cagots came. Inter-
marriage resulted. Soine of the progeny
died and some emigrated. Among their
descendents was Pierre I'logue!, who

brought him a competence. With its in-
crease came that indeiinable longing
which grows within the heart to know
the land whence one sprang, and, be-
sides, the oniy human he had ever hated
had vowed to possess himself of his
sprightly daughter Ceieste.

Iinriqueta had been the name of Pierre
Floquet’s mother., 1t was also the namse
of the wife of the poor Cagou stoned to
death beside the banks of the Rivadeo,
and Meira was the village from which
his ancestors had fled.

So Pierre Ifloquet was evidently cheat-
ing Gaspar Valdes of the preity Csleste
I while realizing the dream of his life in

returning to Spain in his own ship, rich
| enough to be made alcalde of Meira; to
build a great monument in memory of
his murdered ancestor; to make his blood

;and kin respected and feared, if uevex‘"
beloved; and somehow 1 felt a no mean i

thrill of pride in the beamning pride of
my fisher (riend, despised Cagot though
he wal
{ Our gelette was a snug craft of one hun-

toiled at the seines until the sardines’

youths and babes, whose names I have | conjecturesatlast bronght me with a fixed
forgotten, and of Marthe, his wrinkled | purnose face to face with Pierre Floquet.

a thousand years they were suparstiti= |
ously avoided by all other inhabitants |

treated, regarded socially and legally as |

| loving to peace to deadly

[ neau?” I unfalteringly added,
They ex- |

ostracized, and cowmpelled to live alone, |

wear a scarlet cloth that all others might |

{ hate, said quickly and soothingly:

We were sitting quite alone between the |
anchor aud the jib.

*‘Pierre,” 1 asked, laying my hand
gently upon his broad shoulder, **will
you answer me truly one question?”’

*With my heart challenged thrice be-
fore my lips shall speak!’ he radiantly
answered.

**Where is Gaspar Valdes?”?

I bhave seen in suuthern latitudes a
glowing sky quickly overspread with the
black turies of the tempest, but never be-
foreor sinee have 1 seen the face of hu-
man so swiftly changed from light to
aarkness, from franknoess to distrust,irom
ate.

“*Gaspar Valdes, the tisher of Concar-

impetuously he wmiade the sign of the
cross. With a beund he sprang to his
ieet, Iie tlung his massive clenched fists
beiore him, behind him, above him, as if
to beat out the very wraith of some ab-
horrent recollection.

Then he began to speak in a shrill,
screaming kKey. He saddenly ceased,
plunged to the right and left, back ward
and torward, and whirled around and
around.

This spent, he turned asif in farious
mood, to leave mealone,

“Pierre! —Pierre I'loquet?”’ I said with
the intlexion of quiet but determined
cominand,

He swung around again and came closs
to me like 2 repentant child. He looked
long and searchingly into my lace, as if, 1
thought, to know it his trust in me could
be complete, Then, as he slowly nodded
his great curly tiead, he muttered tremu-
lously:

“‘Gaspar Valdes ?—Gaspar Valdes !—1
hope his soul is—with his God!”?

“Amen!” 1 said solemnly,

“And ‘amen’ again!” he added as
though the storm within his shaggy
breast was almost done.

I then knew the fate of Gaspar Valdes:
could dimly understand the wild and al-
Most savage content of such a nature in
the certainty ol never again meeoting a
deadly foe, and realizing for a time at
least 1 was in the power of a man whose
very love was almost as dangerous as his

“You will be havpier for having told
me this. That he is gone is best for all—
all poor but Ceieste!”

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

But Pierre I'loquet was laughing mer-
rily inanother moment,

*Celeste is young. it is easy for the
young to forget. I will give her to you!
Make her remember only that you are
in the world, Yes! I will so speak to

| my Marthe!”

{dred and twenty tons burthen, and we |

gaping tishermen of Concarneau, whon
| our cunning Captain, after stripping
| himnself nearly naked, unwound from his
body some yellow and scarlet stuft’ which
proved to be the flag of Spain.

When this was run up and reverently
saluted on bended knees with the sign of
the cross by all on board,and our eratt had
| been again and again commiited to the
protecting care of the Virgin, everything
in the power of Pierre and his family had
now been done to give us favoring gales
and safe voyage to the Spanish port of
ijon.

or two days and nights we closely
skirted the I'rench coast; by night, now
j and then catching glimpses oif warning

had scarcely gotv well out of sight of the |

lights tlashing, or fixed, whera danger !

| hidden lay; by day, contemplating an
unbroken line of piume-like surf, sur-

mounted by gray dunes of tempest-shift-

ing sand, here and there jaggedly capped |

| at the horizon edge by dark silhouttes of
stunted spruce and fir.

Notan inviting shore is the southern
half of this Biscayan coast, and after the
first interest of the novel voyage bhad
worn away I found myselt turning to my
styange companion for humnan relief from
the oppressive desolation of endiess wa-
ters to the west and the din, monotonous
and repellant coast scenes on the eastern
horizon,

Pierre Floquet, who cared naught for
sea or land, and who now only serenely
awaited thesight of the peaks of the Span-
ish Sierras, seemed glad and thankful
that I thus sought their companionship,
for I could teli nim much of Spain. His
gratitude for this knew no bounds.

“Come,”” he would say to his wife and
children as he took his place the wheel,
**we will hear still more irom our stranger
iriend of brave Casule!”

Then the huge sous who were not busy
would come; Martha, his wite, bent and
silent but with a pititul smile of acquies-
cence in her bronzed and wrinkled face,
would silently take her place; Clothilde,
of large and mournful face, and Celeste,
with the Latin languor and fire strangely
blended in her dainty oval countenance,
woeuld come; and the bouncing, bounding
children, curly ot head and with laugh-
ter or wonder ever in their strange, wiid
cyes, would rush and clatter over the
| deck toward us,and as we sat on the
edge of the little cabin roof, or lay in all
manner of picturesque groupings beside
and around the giant at the helm, I would
tell them again and again of Spain’s
castles and sbhrines, its villas and vine-
yards, its mountains and valleys, its
chozas and chestnut groves, until the
stars flaming above us were no brighter
than the light of joyous expectancy in
their eager eyes.

Only one of Pierre Floguet's family
seemed not to enter into this elation
of innoccent anticipation, This was Ce-
leste.

Many times, when my eyes sought the

encircled in each other’s arms, I saw that
Celeste's eyes were closed, or partly
closed, or still set with sirange fixed-
ness far out upon the watery waste
| about us.
i At these times I could not remove my
| gaze fromn her fascinating face. I halted
| and stumbled in my tales, for I thought
of Gaspur Valdes and knew, or thought 1
| knew, that no sound of my voice pene-
| trated her consciousness, which seemed
| to have flown to the fisher left behind,
| Could she have known, 1 wondered, of
| some dread and terrible deed that had
! been done before Pierre Floquet was
| ready t0 set sail? Was her heart mourn-
| Ing in virginal widowhood because of the
silence of one necessary to make com-
{ plete this wondrous smile of content-
; }neq': and peace upon her giant father's
ace’
| These and countless other harrassiog

sisters as they lay or crouched near us'!

i 1o my gesture of invitation Celeste sat

|
|

IZven while our hands were grasped he |
was departing to the cabin to convey |
these astounding commands to his wife, |

At that moment Celeste appeared in the '
companion way of tne cabin, She stood |
upon the sleps, not secing us while we |

on the hatch, her iair head bent bLacic
across its upper edge in vagarous, idie |
mood, her whole littie lithe figure poised
forward exquisitely.

_ “*See!—See! Is she not beautiful enough |
for you? Make her forget! Celeste, come |

here!”

The little figure cleared the steps at a
ieap and ran forward to us, so marvel-
ously obsedient for what she knew, 1
thought! So fair and demure and brave,
notwithstanding this consuming scourge
within her!

**Celeste,” began Pierre Floquet, with
a roguish laugh, *‘I have given you to
our strauger iriend. He is learned and
fine and grandly above the tisher lads
you know. If he shall make love to
you, Celeste, Pierre and Marthe shall not
see it, nor rue it—so his loving or your
loving makes you tforget!”

e left, roaring with such loud laughter
that we could still hear its hearty out-
bursts after he had reached Marthe in the
depths of the cabin below, and obedient

down beside me upon the irou anchor
shank,

**So we are to be lovers, Celeste?”’ I said
kindly but teazingly to my pretty little
companion.

“irather Pierre bas so bidden,”” was her
quiet reply, but her eyes were averted
and dowuncast,

“*Would you have it as he hassaid, Ce-
leste?””

1 do not know why 1 so tormented the
helpless thing. But was I not at sea,
shut closely within tho confines of a few
square yards of schooner’s beam, with
naught but dalliance now to reiieve the
monotony of my strange imprison-
ment? It was a human if not a noble
thing to do.

“Yes and no,” finally came with a
iainty flush mantling her pretiy cheeks,

“Why, yes, Celeste?”’

**To comfort Father Pierrs,”

“And why no?”

**Because if one loves there can be but
one in the heart.”

**And there is already one in Celeste’s
heart?”

*“*Ever but one!”

She turned her beautiful eyes full upon
my own face now. They were ablaze
with the loyalty and sanctity of a pertfect
devotion, Our unatures are so complex
and strange that I now said with a tinge
of bitterness:

“*And that one 1s Gaspar Valdes?”

*It is none other!”

“But Gaspar Valdes is dead?” I per-
sisted.

“Dead, I fear, to all but Celeste!”’

She cast furtive glances toward the open
hatchway and toward the companion
hateb, where her father’s curly head was
now appearing, followed by his joyous
face as' he saw us in such earnest con-
verse.

“Yon have a nobie soul, Celeste, and 1
half love you myself for your fidelity to
the dead. Make what you wish ciearand
plaiu to me.”

Her face glowed with trusttul happi-
ness as she said with pertect frank-
ness:

*“We will each seem to love the other.
We will be as—as are Clothilde and Ce-
leste—only caring always that it does not
come to harm.”

Here the tremuiousness 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 all your heart.
Only with your words and ways before
Father Pierre. I shall then almost ever
love you for such help!”?

Ah, I thoughrt, 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,

**1t shall be so, Celeste; just as you have i

! the silence which
! aroused me.

| here. _
! detected a slight movement and rustling

| 81id,” I cried encouragingly, taking her

pretty hands in mine.

In an instant more her lips were rain- |

ing Kisses upon my hands, almost dog-
like, I thought, in her humble gratitude,
and the same instant I saw Pierre I'lo-
quet dragging his little wiie up the com-
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ily to the pier-side of our little craft.
Still fililed with trepidation concerning
our secret passenger, I stole away irom

| my friends at the tirst opportunity and,

panion way, pointing with pride to the |

impuisive fervor of Celeste, while lustily
shouting:

“*Marthe, Marthe! See! So soon
sore hearts mended with the young!”

are

I'rom this tiie on itseemed that almost

periect happiness had come to all on
voard the knriqueta del Meira. Innocent
children could have been no more light
hearted and apparently iree from secret
hurts than we,

In the long hours of the voyage when
the most tritling incident of diversion
was seized upon eagerly aund utilized
again and again for merriment and enter-
tainment, we had all come 1o pass much
time 1in the clean and roomy hold,

was almost blinding upon the open deck.
In the hold an open hatchway g
abuudant air and light. 1t was alw:
cool and shaded here; and as it con-
tuined - oniy the belougings of Pierre
Floquet's jamily, the place soon wore a
most comfortable and homewise look.
Aside from this, Plerre Floquet was
taking to hus new home in Spain some
Breton calves and sheep, The feeding
and caring for these dumo braies, an irk-
some task, perhaps on land, becameo a

The |
s8kies above us were lair, the sea beneath i
us favorable, and the suulight at times

beckouing a solitary barquero to the
schooner’s prow, I gavehim some French
coin and bade him wauait for a single pas-
senger.

I’escending quickly into the dark hold,
calied out in a low tone :

‘*Senor Refugidado! Come instantly!”
The man was already close beside me.
told bhim of tire waiting boatman; sprang

-

(=1

{upon deck and helved him gain footing

t 8ch

there, & no easv tasik with
limibs,

his stiffened
nd almost pushed him fromn the
oner’s deck into the waiting boaf as

| hefervently breathed a, *‘God guard thee

| suspicious keenness.

source ol ceaseless interest and delight in ‘

{ my ears ali the days we idled 1n Gijon,

our enforced idleness at sea,
Hougn stanchions aud pens had been
mide lor themn where a sailing vessel’s |

forecastie usuaily stands, 1ar torward in
ths hold. Beyond these, packed closely in

the schooner’s wedge-iltke stem, were |
bags of grain and &y bales of the

toothsome Carnac hay.
IFFor hours of each day the siesk caives

their bondage and disported thems
almost with human delight with
Floguet’s brood of younger children,
whiie we older lolk looked on the rough
sport with swmiles, or fell merry victims
Lo charge and counter charge ol reckless
battalions of~children and pets,

In these innocent diversions Celeste
never joined. It was but seldom thatshe
would enter the shadowy hoid at all,
Whenever she was persuaded to the vlace,
her manner was furiive and troubled, auu
at times when we were walking back and
forth, with her sister Clothilde beside us,
and 1n our turnings came close Lo the
penned animals, she would utter little
shirieks of frightand ran trom us trem-
bling to thedeck.

ives

g

and yellow-eyed sheep were {reed from | through the lush tields where the salle-

Fierre |

| through the hushed gloaming of myr

| trailed out of the anci

fonand up

and me!” and

[ turned to iace *Pierre |
Floguet, who was approaching with no {
gentle tread; while a lithe and ghostly
form seemed stealthily creeping be-
hind him.
“sSome harbor thieves I have fright-
That 1s all, Pierre!” 1 managed
to explain while ho regarded me with |
“*We must have a |
better care of the crait while it lies in |
the harbor of Gijon.” |
“Yes, yves; we will give it good care ! 1
ill give it good care !’ he retorted, as if
half awakened to some indelinable
danger,

But Celeste, creeping closely to my
side, repaid me tully with her whispered
words * |

‘“More than one shall ever love you for
this noble deed ! !
This alimost thrilling proplecy rang in

until Pierre Filogquet had sold to advant-
age his handsome little eraft.

It never left me as our happy cavalcade !
ent city, where the
Was once repaired,
fruitful v ¥8 by Pravia
along the banks of the flash-

past Belmonte and Ca

Iovineible Armad
through the
and Salas;

Narcia;

1S3 {

gan reapers felled the ripe grain with |
their hook-like hoz and sang their weird |
and wild Tras os Montes songs: under
miies of the gnarled and stunted olive,

shading long and sinuous laune over
bridges clder than Moorish rule in Spain; |
past roadsiuie chapels with the rook-like |

ceaseless claiter of their cracked old bells: |
beside ruined and ruinous |
abodes of starviing monks, begging their |
dola from us as we went inerrily on; |

mionasieries

ad
stately chesinut groves; and then on and |
and up, through the mighty |
}ass among the ¢ ravines aund
mournful giens of Sierra de Banadeiro, |

| where the bells of our cattle and the shrill

| whistlings

All of Lhis filled me with unaccountable '

conceru, though in answer to my looks

| falls desecending from the eter

of wonder and inqguiry Clothilde’s grave |

and mourniul eyes seemed Lo five back
looks of merriment not unmixed with
alarm.

At such times I would seek Celeste, and,
without at once roferring to her strange
demoanor, would at first quiet her by
teaching her, as had grown into a pleas-
atct habit, the few Andalusian airs I
knew, and througn their gentle iniluence
at lust tind way to tax her with her cow-

| mountain-«

ardice, but 1 never got but the one an- i

swer then.

| in the hoveriu;

**Oh, sir, 1 never go there, but I seem |

to sce his face, peering from behind tue
beasts and bales of Carnac hay! Do not
speak of this to IFather Pierre!”
Insensibly the greater her timidity was
shown the more intense became my fas-

| cination for that guarter of our schooner’s

hold.
If some forbidding wraith haunted it I
haunted it also, but never so it could at-

tract attenticn to Celeste’s repulsion and
dread. lithe poor soul was scourged by

still another dark secret, I reilected, 1t |

should remain her own.

Late oue afternoon I had dozed here as
the children romped and played. Per-
haps the cessation of their wild gamesand
followed had finally
When I awoke the yellow

| eyes
| pinicned and I was then gently led back
| Lo camp,

light streaming through the hatchway |

told me that sunset and the evening meal
had nearly come.

The hold was quite deserted As I
arose 1 tancied I saw something like a
shadow dart back amoang the sbadows
and instantly lose itself behind the bales
of hay. I was irresistibly drawn to-
wards it

I at ouce went among
thesheep., They were soberly munching
their food, and I saw nothing unusual
I was about to turn away, when |

the calves and

behind the bales of hay.
*Some roguish chiid hiding in play,” I
thought, as I leaped upon the lower bales,

| and closer to me, as though in his giant

| could feel his fiery breath upon me. 1 be-

and, thrusting my arm behind the higher |

ones, called out ly asin sportive taunt:

! ] have you now, monsieur !*’

Truly I bhad clutched some human’s

| head; but not that of one ol Pierre I'lo-
i regarded her, her dimpled hands resting |

quet’s children; for the next instant a

| stalwart form followed my swiftly with-
of its clenched |
hands there flashed an |

drawn arm, and in one
and trembling

ugly knife.

“Perdimiento!”” hissed the man in the |

Spanish tongue, while straggling to reach
me, as if to silence any outery 1 might
make, ) L

I was now safely behind a strong barred
stanchion. I could have gained the mid-

{ of Spain.

die of the hold and leaped through the |
hatchway to my friends, betore he couid |

ihave reached me, and seceming to realize
this, his manner instantly changed to one
of temporization and parley.

**Who are you, and why are vou here ?”’
I sternly demaunded,

**] am a poor Spaniard, seeking my own
land with a heavy heart!”

iis tone was pitiful now, and his situa-
tion tilled me with a strange compassion.
But i stolidly urged:

“Pierre I'roquet has a warm heart. He
would deal gonerously with you if you
;ame to him with yvour distress.”’

**No, no, no,” he retorted with savage
impetuosity. *‘You know but one side of
I’ierre Floquet, Were I to go to him,
were you to but speak of this to nim, si-
lence wouid come to him or to me—per-
haps to more.”’

Here homade a significant gesture with
his knite peint toward his breast,

*“T'hen,”” 1 said, reaching my hand to
his and grasping it reassuringly, *‘it is
better that 1 should be your triend than
he or you an assassin,”’

He nodded his head swiftly, gratefully,
as he said:

‘“There are other days to come in which
you wiil not regret such friendsnip.”
® “Have you food ?” 1 asked.

“Plenty and to spare.”

“And drink ?”

“Both waier and wine.,”

“Then I can do nothing for you—"

“But silencal” he interruvted eagerly.
“Compiete silence to Floquet, to his sons
and—and to both his daughters, Shall it
pe inine?”’

**I'orover, if that will help you to safety
and iriends,”

But they were calling me to the cabin;
caliing me from the upper evening shad-
ows into the now darker shadows of the
hold. Our hands clasped tightly again,
and [ jelt that the desperate stowaway
was certain of his trust. I turned away
bewildered and came to the little eabin
table so distracted and unnerved that
Pierre Floguet roared out:

“*Our stranger friend has looked upon
some Breton ghost among the calves and
the sheep.” v

All langhed merrily at this sally, satve
poor Celeste. For a little time her face
was more blanched than mine; and I

| moaned.

pitied her anew for the heavy load she !

nad borne from a discovery perhaps more
ominous than my own.

I think I was more silent, but certainly
more considerate and tender, to Celeste
atter that night. I could not bear to enter
that bold 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.

Countiess times my impulse was to
share contidence with Celeste. I have
bean unutterable thankful since that I
did not, Asoften was I tempted to dis-
close what I knew to Pierre Ilogquet and

claim his generosity, through our almosi |

aflectionate friendship, and thus prevent
the horror of so:ne accidental tragedy;
but from this the frightful emphasis of
the stowaway always held me back.

On the second morning atterward the
snow-capped Pyrenees were sighted; and
on the evening of the same day the En-
riqueta del Meira crept siowly between
the headlands of Capes San Lorenzo and
Torres, through the fauntastic shipping of
the harbor, and was soon rocking sofily
beside the ancient muelle of Gijon.

The bustle and activity of the quay
soon attracted all of Pierre Floquet’s tam-

and songs oi our m-xi:'.»:'*r:.;
were almost silenced by the hoarse water- |
L snows; |
ent; where,

to our last night encamy [
across the red tiles of Grandas, lay the |
wondrous valley against whose farihest |
rim nestled Meira, Mecca of the journey |
of Pierre Floguet, !

liven bere in our romantic surround- |
ings, beside the fiaring, gypsy-like fires, |

it se d to press closer and more fore- |
bodingly into my consciousness. It was |
carried wildly along on the thunderous !

ihe night, Ittrem-
n’s tones, It brooded
s. It even pene-
shrill chalienges,

as ol
bled in my comp:

trated my droans like
And at last it startled me from sleep, in
the actuality of words, as the first morn- |
i s filtered through the mighty tirs,
Celeste, bending over my couch soltly
whispered:

“*Silence Remember that whatever in
the next hour comes, more than one shall
ever love you for your noble deed at !

Gijon.”? 1

1ing stream and
ids. As I turned to
seized from behind.
mordaza was placed in my
were blindfolded, my

I arose and dressed. The camp was
astir. 1 passed to the edge of the near |
r bathed my face and |
l- ]

leave the stream
Instantly a
mouth, my
arms  were

Here I could distinguish swift move-
uts, rustlings, hurryings, strugglings
id low words of commmand and threat.
More dreadtful than all to me were tho |
hideous screams of Pierre Floquet, as he |
unavailingiy against his bonds;
for his maledictions were not those or
despair av the ruin of all his earthly bopes,
but were launched at e, at whowmn he
curse nd elutched, as his betrayer.

Fiarece and fiercer grew his struggles
with his captors, Souie Keen iustine: of
horrible vengeance brought him closer

strove

strength, despite all restraint, he would
putt out my life like a raving bull, I

lieved my end bad come, when 1 felt a
little form dart close against my own and
heard Celeste cry:

*I'ather! Father Pierre Floguet! e is
innocent! Ile is your friend—nobie and
good. See! Know it is my life, shelter-
ing his, vou shall first destroy !’

The infuriated Cagot sank moaningly
beneath hnis captors,

Then all was still for a little until I
heard the c¢linking of coin as it was cast
hurriedly into leathern pouches,

“All!—all!” cawme from the voice of
bim in command. *“Even the belt hiding
the cheques for golden onzas on the bank
Piorre Iloguet skall not have |
left so much as a centavo for his grand
lite at Meira. We will even roast his
calves and sheop for our dinner!”

A burst of wild lauglter toilowed this
cruel threat, and a pitiful groan escaped
’ierre IFloquet’s lips as the last vestige of
bis hoard was stripped trow him.

shortly we were- all led forward
the roadway. Here we wero

into
forced to

walk for perhaps a half-hour’s time.
Then our coursse led over a narrow path-

vay, along the rocky side of some stream
which roared and thundered far below, !

Finally we were halted. The bandages |
wore removed from our eyves, the morda-
Zas irom our moulhs, and we found our-
selves under guard in a covert-like space
overspread with iirs, defended on the cne
side by an alimost impassable barrier of
rocks, and on the other by the brink of a
tremendous l'hi{\‘ln.

{'here were but fow of the band about
us, and after we had been given bread
and wina one of the robbers came close to
the side of Pierre Floquet. |

*‘Our chiaf,” he said, *‘is a kindly man, ;
and he would deal generously with you.
He bids me say he has no use for your
gold, if you wiil put listen to reason. If|
you will give to him in honorable mar- |
riage such one of your daughters as he |
may choose, he will return to you intact ‘
evaery real you have lost, aud further, it |
shall be yours uniass that daughter shail |
gladly give her iree cousent,” |

While Pierre I'loquet’s iace writhed like |
some savage auimal’s al bay, he cast ap-
pealing looks upon Clothilde and Celeste.

*Jf wiih your free and lasting will?”
answered Clothilde ifor both. **Shall I
first go to see hin, [Mather Pierre?”

**L.e Dhiable! Itshall be so,”” came sob-
bingly from Pierro IFloguet.

Clothilde went and returned, dolefully !
shaking her head. Then Celesto radi-
antly disappeared, while my own heart
sank despairingly within e at the
thought of this irretrievable sacrifice.

in a moment more, cne of the brigands |
came to Pierre Iloguet, unbound him, !
and poured upon the sward before him !
every article of which he had been des-
poiled. While he clutched at it savagely,
something like a despairing groan tremu-
lously filled the air.

*It is Celeste!

It is Celeste!” he

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

““Pierre Iloguet?”
and pleasant tone.

“Gaspar Vaides I” stammered Pierre
Floguet. staggering to his feet in amazed
bewilderment,

“Senor Refugidado!”’ I eried, beside
myself with astounded joyousness; for
Celeste’s blazing eyes sought my own
with lightning glances of intelligence,

‘*“I'lie same,” said the brigand chief
calmly, “who canie from Concarneau, for
the Jove of Celeste, behind the Enriqueta
del Meira’s bags of grain and bales of
hay.”

Then foliowed a shout of joy from all,
even from FPierre Floquet, as a score of
gay, bronzed fellows crowded about the |
now ecstatic company. |

**These wers my olden comrades, Pierre
Floauet. They already know I have
gained by honest toil almest as muech as
you. We are botb in their power; but
they are all, and always, for loyal friend-
ship, at our command, They will love

he bezan inalow

(ard of the United States army is con-

| Another

i five feet from
| little

| met a friend, whowa he suddenly arr

| tal

| of the good tidings made his own way

{ Possibly led by the very guide who had

| eral inotelligence which enlightens

to know me leading on and on the right A A ) \ P
life, besids Celeste ! ‘\ N -\ 5 " l “‘
And thus bappily came to its ending | “
the strange journey of Pierre Floguet; | s
for in another half hour the mountain
friends of (Gasper Valdes, with brave
“Adios ! and **Dios le a comp " had
disappeared amid tho shadows of the
and, the bells of our cattle min-
gling with the shrill songs and whistlings
of the muleteers 2nd echoing through the |
mountain ways like tender idal mel-
odies, wé passed from Bandeiro’s hights

INSTITUTE,

They Are in Splendid Shape and

the Fature is Promising.

olrase
glons;

Grand Results of its Successfui Manage-~
meat—New Life and Hope Given

across the sunlit vale and on to the sweet { to Those Who Had Desoaired.
old hamlet of Meira, joyousiy and still | : 5 2
togather, l R 3
2 . I & 5 CASE OF
For the REcorDp-UNTON. B 1 i P street, Sac-
- n i B, | anto. Cal., ) a sévere
THE VISION. | sufferer with” en bt
I saw unto a beauteous maid i ;_-::n".'.m Lhr S
An aged beggar com [ e ..\i‘?' % M['.:; 3 y
As pon him, weil displayed i ; ] RV by
Proclatmed hin deaf and d.mb, | ;i,'_':l”'ﬁl'."j
Unto the maid he stretehed bis palmg=— | | e Creat
My heart was stirred to se sy sT\'c-re
For, O, the maid reiased him alms ook oidpya oo

And mocked him scornfully!
And then I woke from my brief nod
Ant kr r
I was tae

The maid was poetry!

—ELWYN IRVING HOFFMAN.
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WILFL.

Like tech ' when the
down,

Or toader erispi

My nt ot

"OwWn;

The season’s speat, the end 1s none too soon.

vines ci sun goes

1" at the harvest noon,
lite droops low; its leaves are |

I've plowed
i Cican
Uniil the crop’s ‘“‘laid by”; the prospect's
fair,

the field

both ways an’ kept it

And as 1 view the stretch of gold an’ green
I suitl the cool an’ creepin’ evenin’ alr,

ringtiine come :
P Winter's ¢ I
Lt an everiastin’ growin’ day.

1 an’ itz belongin’s, stock an’ stor
e Lo wile, the near horse ot Lhe te:
she jiues e, to them she bore,

precious blooms afloat on our life |
stream. !

some few re«
to my fun'r
LI want tc
pluined

juesis I wich obeyed,

Ghsequid

The w

: without parade
hearse or boxed-up car-

Of

I, on springs to bre
yLear me to the chure wd’s rest,
¥ has served me well so far;

; the simyplest is the best,

the jar,
rd?-

A coffin cheap as can be Loaght or made
1S good eno O lay a mortai in

For one mus o dust, the otl adey
An’ all that's eariily go 1o earth ag'in,

Lay out my body in my e>mmon clo’s,
No bouglten shroud of shiny coal @’ v

L y iriend ¥ n2ighi or Kno

L won't look sirange or seem t

atment,

CHIS IN-

TITUTE H!

For all it's homespun an’ home.made :au'l WOMIEN AN [LDREN given special
. Pialn, { attention,
My God has walked with me in it down { Consultation efther at the Institute or by
o ORL |
An’ I should fecl most foolish, weak and vain |
I'o put on airs to walk with Him up there. |

lecated

, Dacramento,

my nzighbors diz the grave,

As 1 bave nelped to ¢o, without « Xpelise; Ui

It ain’t vae cost I mind, ail that 1'd waive,
| nua, < y YATY vras v o s orowrth
But I don't want hired nands 1o bear me | PATDNESS—Ne kS graveily oF Hain
hence. produced on bald head. Written
guarantees, ug, 1 fact,

At last, a swe
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stantly improving. The forces are sup-
plied with Dr. Price’s Baking Powder.
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CAN ANTS TALK?

Tribute t» tho Brain Power
ol These Lemariable [usec

{s.

I was one -);\ylstanding in my garden
near the trunk of an old willow tree, up
which a scattered line of ants was erawl-

ing. After a time i observed an occa-
sional straggler coming down in the

opposite direction, Iere and there a
couple of ants, ascending and desce iding,
chanced to meet: but thers was no stop-
page and no talk. Presently, at about
the ground, I sureared a ! &
hollow in the trunk with 2 large
spoonful oi thick treacle to see how long
it would remain undiscovered. I then
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 with
heavy teet, and when near the

ground
ted
on his way up, and with his antenn:m
b he plied vigorously, held a good
. What was s2id 1 know no , but
the friend knew, and thereupon marched
steadily on up the tree to the newly
founa treasure. Meanwhile the bearer

oustiwitching
of the eyes
other

quickly baek to the nest a few yards otl
in the grass, to which I watched him. He
was soon lost to view, but beyond ali
doubt soon spread the news of treasure-
trove throughout the colony.

Within half an hour ot that time a lon gt

ingscien-
men of
and

icf.
dyan is

Hu

- : ] Srale 3
unbroken lino of hungry auts were | Puely vege- Nervousness
| marching direct to the tree, making Hudyan stops tmigsions,
straight for the feast, remaining there for Premat r‘pq’s anddevelopes
- 2 i ! i nd ™
a time, and _then returning to the nest | of the d;:- and n‘nt..,«-‘s
in another line on the other side of the | ¢ ¥ BonE S,

T - 3 d Pains in tk
willow. This process, of ascending and | days. n)m...:

descending termites, went on for | LOST by day or
some hours, in fact, until dusk, when | nightstopped

the numbers of advaneing guests graw |
less and less, and fivally ceased. Before
it was dark not a single ant was to be
seen, though early the pext mornine a
fresh band of adventurers set out in the
same fashion, coming and going all da7
until every morsel of the sweets had dis- |
appeared.

Here, therefore, clearly some talk of
the surprising dainty bad taken place be-
Lween thetwo anis lllﬂ-’)[ZHE on ':ll() l'UIltl
to it, while tidings had been carried to
the calony, which at once roused all the
inmates to go fortn direct to the

stage. It is a symptom of ser é
and barrenness. It can be stopped in 20 days
by the use of Hudyan,

The new discovery was mede by the Specis
ists of the cold famons Hudson Medical instita
It is the stronges r made, It is very
powertul, but hs )Id for $1.00 & pack-
see orb packages 00 (plaiii =caled boxes).
W ritten guarantee given fora cure, Jf you buy
six poxes and are not entirely cured, six more
< . Ky vi be sexy o0 you free of atl char
So much for the gen- { Cond f,‘r“:‘il.,,& raand tebtis j=  AdAress
and | IWUDSON MEDICAL INSTITUTE.,
ﬂ“sl'Juuctlou Stockton, Market and E lis

i streets, San Francisco.

@

ieast,

tirst discovered it.

guides the whole life and work of
wise nation of insects.—The Quiver.

Here'’s the Peddler,
with washing-powder. “Prizes,” too, for
any women brave enough to use it. Reck-
less—that’s a truer word for her, when
you think of all the harm that cheap,
inferior washing-powders can do.
When you consider the ruinec
clothes, paint, etc., that you're risk-
ing, wouldn’t it seem cheaper to
buy these trifling ¢ prizes,” for
yourself, if you want them? Pearl-
ine isn’t peddled—doesn’t give
any prizes. It is a prize in itself.
You can save more money witl
Pearline, by reason of its absolute
safety, than with any cheap
washing-powder. By the way,
/ did you ever get a reaily good
S’ thing from a peddler? p
Pearline is manufactured only by James Pyle, New Vork.

s )

B-ELY'S CREAW BALM Cleanses tho 3
Passages, Allavs Pain &llyInﬂ:::nsl&
gthe Scres

¢ elefl at once for(fo:l
Apply into the Nostrils. ——[t ig Qui

G0c, Druggists or by mail. ELY BR(
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n fiead.
y Absorbed.
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I35 Try it in Your Next House Cleaning.sgLl
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