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Poem read at Cambridge on tbe Hundredth Anni
versary of Wasbir "foil's faking command of 
the Amei icau army, July 3. 1775 ]

Words paaa a i wind, but where great deed* were 
done

A power abide* transfused from sire to son.
The boy deeper rr \ thrill his ear
That tmuling through his pu se life long shall tun 
With sure iiupularon tr» k*ep liouorr’ear,
When, pointing clown, his father whispers. Here. 
Here, where we ftand. • t:>;>d hr. the purely Great. 
Whose soul no fciren bareness could tiasphere. 
Then nameleet. now apowerand m*xed withtaie. 
BistOTic town t oh boldest sacred dua?
Once known to men .n piou* earned.
And one ruemoi ia’» pne that uarea to 
But memory greets with revtr<n*:a! 1 w 
No spot ia a 1 thv ciren t sweet as this.
Touched by that modest glory as it pa»*
O'er which yon « Irn hath piously diaph-.yed 
These hundred years its monumental shad*.

Of orbed completeness: end this balanced aout.
So simple in t j* grandeur, coldly bare 
Of draperies theatric, standing there 
In perfect symetery of se'f control, 
seems not so great at first, but greater grow*;
Still as we look, and by expert* nee learn 
How grand this quiet is. how nobly stern 
The discipline th*t wrought through life #ng 

tiroes
This energetic passion of repose.

A nature too decorous and severe 
T oo self reeprcifui iu lfsgriels and joy a 
For ardent jiirls and boys.
Who find no genius in a mind s s c  ear.
That u s grave depths stein obvious aud near.
Nor a soul great tb. t mad»- so little noire.
They fe* 1 no lurce in th*t calm cadeneed phrase 
Tne habitual fUil dress of his well bred mind 
That w-eins t » pare the minuet's courtly maze. 
And tell o f ampler Lisures. roomier length ot days. 
Hia broad bu L brain, to »*if bo little kind.
That no tumultuary h ood cou:d»*u^<i.
Formed to coiit* ol in* a , r*»t atnaz *.
Looms not like tnese tn«t borrow height ot 
It was a w«*rld of statelier movement then 
Than i lis we fret ir . h*- a den z*»u 
Of that idea! Rome t ml made * man t »T fiiea.

Of our swift passage through tins seen* v 
Of ii fe aud death, in *ie dm able than wr 
Wh^t landmark h »cougen a ’ as a tree 
Repeating its g:e<-n b gend every spring 
Aud, with a yearly ibitf.
Recording the fa»r sea-on* ra they d •
Tvpe of our brief but still ri newnd raor'a’ tj 
We fall as leaves: the immortal trunk r»mains; 
Build< d with cosily ju ce ot hearts a id - r*ics 
Gone to ilie mould now, whither all tin t be 
Vanish returiiiees yet are proerean* still 
In human live* to come "f good or id,
And feed unsetu the root! ol Destiny

Men’s monuments, grown o’d. forget their flame 
They should eternize, but the p ace 
Wiheie shining soul-* have passed imbibes a giace 
Beyond mere earth: some sweetness of their tames 
Leaves iu the. eoii its ttut xtoguibhed trace 
Hungert. pttb* tic. sad w:t?i lobleraim*
Thai pent I at.* our live# and heightens them 

bhamee.
This pu bt ta'.tial wo: hi .and lie*;
8eenio so.id tor a moinent win n we stand 
On dust hnuobled bv heroic t’«» l 
Once ndgMv r > st>t tin a t tt ting land,
And might v Mill sue i burden t i upbear.
Nor doomed t a triad the pat io i things th 

were:
Our sense, refined wi’1’ viit ie  of tb* spot 
Acrois I he mis is of L« the’s sleeov i * ream 
Recalls him, 1 ie sole chief w.t iout * blot,
No more a pallid image and a dream 
Bui as he dwelt w.ta men decorously supreme

t mer<

Our grosser minds need this ferret t ’al hint 
To raise tiioso buried daygti »ru tombs ot piiut; 
“ Here tt j«k] 1 e sou y we reDe»t.
And h the tis; ue ot.iii ed aud still 
In that gray rnmaTer front we call th* Pas!.
Feels ifi its frozen veins our pulses thrill. 
Breath*a living air and mocks at Death's deceit 
it warms, <t stir*,» omea down to us at last,
Its features human w th familiar light,
A man.beyo ri the hi*tjr.an s »?t to kill,
Or sculptor's roeflace w.ili patient ehisei-bii^lit.

Burn the dumb earth hath memory, nor for naught 
Was fancy given, on whose enchanted loom 
Present and Pas! commingle, Inr.t and bloom 
Ot on* fair bougo, inseparably. wiought 
Into fhe seam’* ss tspestry of thought.
8o charmed. with nndeluded eye we see 
In history's fragmentary t ile 
Blight clews of conl'niiitv.
Learn that high ua*.i:ies over Time prevaii.
Ai d feel ourselves a link in thrt entail 
That binds ell ag* s past With «sl! that are to je.

Beneath our ennseersl d c!ga 
A century ago he stood,
Framed vaguely lor that old fight in fhe -rood 
Which redly foamed round him but enuidao: over

whelm
The life foredoomed to wield our rough-hewn 

helm: —
From colleges, where now the gown 
To arms had yielded, frmn the town 
Our rude self summoned isri *9 Hocked to see 
The new-come chief* and w onder which was hr 
Ho need to question long: cl s**-l;pped and tali. 
Long trained in murder brooding forest# ]pn*e 
To bridle others' clamors and Ins own.
Firmly erect, he tow.ned above them all.
The incarnate discipline that was to Gee 
With iron curb t t u ‘. aimed democracy

ith

A motley rout was that which came to stare, 
fn raiment tanned by yen** of sun and storm 
Of every shape that was not uniform.
Doited with regimentals he e and there:
An arrav all of captains, used io pray 
And stiff in fight, but serious drill’s despair. 
Skilled to debat * their orders, not obey;
Deacons were tnere. selectmen, men ot note 
lu half-tarned hsiuleis ambushed round 

woods.
Ready t»# s* ttle Frvwill bv a vet*,
But largely liberal i »its puvate moods,
Prompt to *s&« it oy man Hers, voice or p«n 
Or ruder arms, their rights as Englishmen 
Kor much fastidious as to how and when:
Yet seasoned stuff and fiit-st lo create 
A I hought siaul army or a lasr:?!  ̂State;
Haughty they said he way at first, severe.
But owned, as ah men owmi, me steady h»nl 
Upon the brio 1m. patient to com in and,
Prized, as all prize, the justice pure from tV:«■
And learned t ) honor liatt, then love him then re

vere.
Such power there is iu c>*r eyed selfresr ra;n 
Aud purpose clean as light from every selfish taint.

Musing beneath the legendary tree.
The years between fn 1 off. i seem to see 
The sun flecks, shaken in the slit led foliage 

through,
Dapple with gold hia sober buff and blue 
And weave prophetic aureoles round tne hcad 
That shines our beacou now nor uarkens w.th the 

dead.
O man of silent mood,
A st ranger among tt angers then.
Now art thou since renow ;icd ti e Great, the Good. 
Familiar as the day in al! t'ie homes of men!
The winged years,’ to*: w.nnow praise and blame. 
Blow many mine* out; they but fan to rlame 
The self rcHewing splendors of thy tame.

How many subtleu influences unite. 
With spruil ual torch ot joy or pain 
Invisible as air and soft i
To body forth that image of the biaia 
We sail our corn tr«, visionary shap^
Loved more than woman, fuller of tire than w tae 
Whose charm can noue define.
Nor any, though be flee it, can escape'
All parti-co ored threads the weaver, Time,
Nets in bis web. now tiivial, now sublim*.
▲11 memories, ah forebodings, hopes and fears. 
Mountain ami river, lorest. prairie, sea,
A hill, a rock, a homestead, field or tree.
The casual gleanings of nnreckoned rears.
Take goddess shape at 1 ist at d there is She,
014 at our birth, new as the springing hours 
Shrine of our weakness, fortress of our powers, 
Consoler, kindler, peeilcss ’mid her peers,
A force tLat 'neath our conscious being stirs.
A life to give our permanence, when we 
Are borne lo mingle our poor eat th with herp 
Aad all .this glowing world goes with ;;3 ou out 

biers.

You, who hold dear this soli conceived ideal 
Whose fait h and woiks alone can make it real 
Biiug all your fairest gifts to deck he: shrine 
Who lifts our lives away from Toine and Mine 
And feeds them at the core with manhood more 

divine; •
When all have done I heir utmost, surelv he 
Hath given the b< m who gives a character 
Erect and constant, widen nor auv shock 
Of loosened elements, nor ti e forceful sea 
Of flowing or of ebbing fates, can stir 
From itsdeep bases in the living rock 
Of ancient manhood's sweet security 
Aud this he gave, screut-h far from pride 
As baseness, born with prosperous sura ailn-A 
Part cl' wha: nobler seed shall iu out loiu* abide.

The longer on this earth we live
And weigh ih** various q ialit e» of men.
Seeing how most aie fugitive, 
or fittul gifts, at best, oi n *w and ♦hen. 
Wiud-aavered corpse-1 g t . tlaughtorsof f ae !en# 
Tne moie we feel the highoiern-ieatursa l* au t/ 
Of plain devcteiine3s to duty,
Steadfast aH*i t̂ 11. nor paid with morta'. pxaise.
Bat tiudirg amplest recompense
For life’s ungariaudi d expense
In work done squareiv a>id unwasted day*
For this we honor bun that he could know 
How sweet the service and now free 
Of her. God's eide t dangnter here below.
Aud choose iu meaucst raiment which wai sad.

Placid complet aegc. life without a fall 
From faith or higuebt aim?, tiuth’s breachlces 

wall.
Surelv if any fame esu >u»ar the touch.
liis will s a / “Here ' ’ the last trumpet's cal!
Tiro unexpresaive man abuse i;e expressed so 

much.

Never to eee a r alien l>vn 
Hath been given to urnt >1 insn.
I'niess io T lose who * n tu*t summer x / . ’i 
Gazed silent when i e Great Virginian 
rusheathed ibesw uri whose 1st«1 liarh 
Shot union through the iueoherei t clash 
Of our loose atom . crystallizing them 
Around u sing e win's unpliai t stem 
And making purpose o t emotion rash.
Out of thdtseabbaid sprang, as from it# womb 
Nebulous at first but haraemt g to a star 
Through mut tal share » f suubunt and of gloom 
The common faith that made us wuat we are.

Thai lifted blade t.*arsformed r r  janglingc!aat. 
Till tiieu provincia’. to Americans;
Here was the doom fixed; here is marked the dale 
When this New World awoke to mau’s  estate. 
Burnt its last ship and ceased to look behind:
Nor tnought less was the choice; no love e«* hate 
Could irom i t » poise move that deliberate rniird. 
Weighing between too early and too laf*
Thot>e pitfalls of the man refused by F*t*;
His was tbe i id pat t ai vision of the great 
Who see rot as tli y wish, but as they fiaC- 
He saw the dangers of defeat, nor less 
The incomputable perils of success;
The sacred pest thrown by, an enif tv rind;
The future, cloud land, snare of pioph* ti blind

On eit her hand a sullen rear of woe*.
Whose garnered ! ghmiugs none couli giie#.*.
Piling its thuudet heads an 1 muttering 
Yet drew not back h s hand, bur gravely cho#e 
The seeming desperate task whence our new na

tion rose.
A noble choice and of :*nraor*al seed'
Nor deem that acts heroic wait ou chance 
Or easy were as in a boy’s romauce;
The man's whole lif- preludes the single deed 
Tuat shall decide if b:« luberit ince 
Be with the sifted tew of matchless breed,
Uur race's sap and sustenance,
Or with the unmottved herd that only t ieep and 

leed.
Choice seems a thing indifferent; thus or so 
What matters r ? Tue Fates w ith mocking lace 
Look on inex- -. able, uor seem to km-w 
Where the lot lurks that gives life’s  foremost 

place.
Yet Dufy’s  leaden casket holds it still,
Aud but two ways are offered to our will—
Toil with rare triumph, ease with safe disgrace. 
The problem fetill for us and all of human race.
He chose—as mea chooso—where most danger 

ahowrd.
Nor ever faltered neath the load 
Of petty maies, that gall great hearts the most,
But kept- right on tbe strenuous up-hill road. 
Strong to the eud. above compUint or ho sat.
His soul was still iu its unstormed abode.

Virginia gave us this imperial uitu
Cast in the mighty mold
Of those high-stature * ages old
Which into grander forms our mortal metal ran,
*he gave us this unblemished gentleman:
What shall we give her back but love au*l praise 
As iu the dear old ul restrained days 
Before the inevitable wrong bega ’
Mother of States and uudiniished men,
Thou guvest us a country, giving him.
And we owe always what we owed thee then.
The boon thou wouldst have snatched freui us 

agon,
Shines as before with no abatement dim.
A gr^at man’s memoir is tue only thing 
With influence to outlast the present whim 
And bind us aj when hete hs* knit our gotdea nag. 
All ot him that was subject- to the hours 
Lies in thy soil aud mak< s it part of oura 
Across more recent graves.
Where uuresentf ul Nature waves 
Her pennons o’er the shot ploughed sod. 
Proclaiming the swee t truce of God,
We from this couseciated pli*in stietch  out
Our hauds as free tr«»m thought or uou-st
As here the united Xoith
Poured her einbrtwned manhood forth
In welcome of our saviour aud thy son.
Through tne battle we have better learned thv 

worth,
The deep-aet courage and undaunted will,
Which, iike hi* owe. the day's disaster done.
Could safe in manhood, suffer and be t till.
Both tbiue and ours the victory hardly won;
If over with distempered voice or p* n 
We have misdeem-»t thee, here we take it back— 
And for t he dead of both don common black 
Be to us evermore as tnou wast then.
As we forget thou h»ft not always been.
Mother of States aud uupoliuted men.
’’irginia, fitly named for England’s manly <juceu.

—Atlantic.

M ADAM E D E L IC IE U S E .

BY GEORGE W. CABLE.

No bend of men so strong rs common pride 
In i-aines suh imed by deed* that have uot died; 
Tliei-e are their arsenals, these the exiiaustnss 

mines
That give a constant beai t iu gre&t designs;
These are the *iutT whereof such dreams are 

made
As make hero c men; ibus surelv he 
Ft ill holds iu place ttie nmssv blocks he laid 
fNeath our new lrart»e. enfoicing sobeilr 
The self-restraizit th#t makes aud keeps a peoplt

iron.

Oh. for a drop of that terse Roman # ink 
Who gave Agricola dateless length cf days 
To celebrate him fitly, neither swerve 
To phrase ui.kunj t. nor pass d scretiou’s brink 
With him so statue like in sad reserve 
No diffident to ciaim. ?o forward to deserve!
Noi need i shun due influence ot his t*me 
Who. moit it among molt A*, seemed as now 
The equestrian shape with unimra-*sioned brow. 
That paces si.ent ou through vistas of acclaim.

What figure more immovably august
Than that giuve strengt li so gent le aud so pure
Calm in gedu fortune, whan it wavered, sure;
That soul serene, impenetrably just.
Modeled ou clsNflc line* so simple thev endure • 
That soul so softly radiant and so white.
The tiack it left seems less of tire than ught. 
Cold but to such as love distemperature ?
And if pure light as some deem b*» the force 
That drives rejoicing place's on their course.
Why for his power benign seek au improper 

source I
Ris was the true enthusiasm that burn* long, 
Domestically bright,
Fed from itself aud 6hy of human sight.
The hidden lorce that makes a lifetime strong 
And n t the six rt lived fuel of a song.
Passion.ess, say you ! Wnat is passion for 
But to sublime our nitures ard control 
To front heroic toils with late return.
Or none, or such as shames the conqueror ’
That fire was fed with substance ol ihe soul 
Aad not with holiday stubble, that could burn 
Through seven slow years of unadvaneing wa 
Equal * hen fields were lost or fie ds were won
With breath of popular applause or blame.
Nor faoued nor dumped, unqueuchably the same,
Too inward to be reached by flaws of iale tame.

Soldier and statesman, rareft unison:
High poised example oi great duties done 
Simply as breathing, a world’s honors wora 
As life’s iudifferenj.gifts to all m*n born.
Dumb for himself, unless it were t » God.
But for his barefoot soldiers eloquent.
Tramping the snow to coral where they trod 
Held bv his awe in liollow-ewd content;
Modekt yet firm as Nature's soli; unblamed 
Nave by the men his pooler temper shamed;
Not honored then or now because he wooed 
The popular voice, but that he st 11 withstood; 
Broad minded, higher souled, there is but ore 
Who was all tins aud ours, and all men s—Wash

ington.

Minds strong by fits, irregularly great,
That flash and darken like revolving lights. 
Cat oh more the vu gar eye unschooled to wait 
On tbe long curve of pauent days and nights. 
Bounding s whole life to to the circle fair

Ju»t adjoining the old Cafe de Poesie on 
the corner stood the little one-»tory,yellow- 
washed tenement of Dr. Mossy, with its 
two glass doors protected by batteu shut
ters, and its low. weed-grown tile roof 
sloping out orer the sidewalk. Vou were 
ery likely to And ttie doctor in. for he was 
great student and rather negligent of hit 

business—as business. He was a small, 
sedate, Creole gentleman of thirty or more, 
with a lace and manner that provoked in
stant admiration. Ho would receive you— 
be you who you may—in a mild, candid 
manner, looking into your face with his 
deep bine eyes and reassuring you with a 
modest, amiable smile, very tweet and rare 
on a man's mouth.

To be frank, the doctor'* little establish
ment was dusty and disorderly—very. It 
was curious to seo the jrrsaud jars and 
jars. In them were serpents aud hideous 
Ashes and precious specimens of many 
sorts. There were stufled birds ou broken 
perches, and dried lizards and eeit and lit
tle alligators and old skulls with their 
crowns sawed off, and ten thousand odd 
scraps of writing paper strewn with crumbs 
of lonely lunches and interspersed with 
long lost spatulas and rust eaten lancers.

All New Orleans, at least all Creole New 
Orleans, knew, and yet did not know, the 
dear little doctor. So gentle, so kind, so 
skillful, so patient, so lenient: so careless of 
the rich and so attentive to the poor: a man, 
all in all. such as. should you once love 
him, you Would love him forever. So very 
learned, too, but with apparently no idea of 
how to show himself to his social proAt— 
t wo features much more smiled at than rt 
speoted, not to say admired, by a people re
mote from tbe seats of learning, and spend
ing most of their esteem upon animal hero
isms and exterior display.

"Alas!” said his wealthy acquaintances, 
“what a pity; when ho might as well he 
rich.”

“Yes, his father has plenty.*'
"Certainly, aud gives it freelj; but intends 

his son shall see uoae of it."
“His sou? You dare not so much a* men 

tion him.”
“Well, well, how strange! Hut thev cat 

never agree—not even upon their name. 
Is not that droll!—a man named General 
Villivicencio, and bis son, Dr. Mossy!"

“Oh, that is nothing; it is only that the 
doctor drops the tie Yillicicenrio.”

“Drops the de I'HliricauioS but I think 
the de T illiriceucio drops him. ho. ho, ho,— 
diable.'"

Next to the residence ot good Dr. Mossy 
towered the narrow, red-brick front man
sion of young Muie. Delioieuse, Arm friend 
at once and always ot those two antipodes. 
General Vdlivicencio and Dr. Mossy. Its 
dark-covered carriage-way was ever'rumb- 
ling, and. with nightfall, its drawing-rooms 
always sent forth a luxurious light from the 
lace-curtained windows ot the second story 
balconies. *

it was one of the sights of the rue 
Royale to see by night its tall, narrow out
line reaching up toward the stais, with all 
ite windows aglow. 9 

The Madame had had some tastes of hu 
man experience; had been betrothed at 
sixteen (to a man she did not love, “being 
at that time a lool," as she said): one sum
mer day at noon bad been a bride, and at 
snndown—a widow. Accidental discharge 
of a tipsy bridegroom’s own pistol. Pass 
it by! it  left bat one lasting effect on 
her, a special detestation of quarrels and 
weapons.

nurse their infant brothers have a game of 
“choosing" tbe beautiful ladies who sweep 
by along the pavement; but in Rue Royale 
there was no cboosiog; every little damsel 
mast own Madame Delicieuse or nobody, 
and as that richly adorned and regal favor
ite of old General Villivicencio came along 
they would lift their big. bold evea away up 
to her face and pour forth their .admiration 
in a universal— "Ab-h-h h !” *

But. mark you. she was good Madame 
Delicieuse as well as fair Madame Peli- 
cieuse; her principles, however, not con
structed in the austere Anglo-Saxon style 
exactly (what need, wirh the lattice of the 
confessional not a stone’s throw oA ?) Her 
kind offices and beneficent schemes were 
almost as famous as General Vdlivicencio’s 
splendid alms; if she could at times do 
what the infantile Washington said he could 
not, why. no (tou'ot she and her friends gen
erally looked upon it as a mere question of 
enterprise.

She had charms, too. of intellect—albeit 
not such a sinner against time and place as 
to be an “educated woman"—charms that 
even in » plainer person would have brought 
down the half ot New Orleans npon one 
knee, with both hands on the left side. She 
had the whole city at her feet, and, with 
the fine tact which was the perfection of her 
character, kept it there contented. Madame 
was, in short, one of the kind that grace
fully wrest from society the prerogative of 
doing as they please, and had gone even to 
such extravagant lengths as driving out in 
the Amerioan faubourg, learning the Eng
lish language, talking national politics, aud 
similar freaks whereby she provoked the 
unbounded worship of her Icsh audacious 
ladv friends. I a tbe centre of tbe cluster 
of Creole beauties which everywhere gath 
ered about her, and. most ot all, in those 
incomparable companies which assembles! 
in her own splendid drawing rooms, she 
was always queen lily. Her house, her 
drawing rooms, etc., tor the little brown 
aunt who lived with her was a mere piece 
of carious furniture.

There was this notable charm about 
Mme. Delicieuse; she improved-by compari
son. She never looked so grand as when, 
hanging on General Viiiivicencio’s arm at 
some gorgeous ball, these two bore down 
on you like a royal barge lashed to a ebip- 
of-the-Iine. She never looked so like her 
sweet name as when she seated her pret
tiest lady adorers close around her and got 
them all a-langhing.

Of the two balconies which overhung the 
banquette on the front of the Delicieuse 
house, one was a small affair and the other 
a deeper and broader one, from which 
madarne and the ladie* were wont upon 
gala days to wave handkerchiefs and cast 
Howers to tbe friends in the processions. 
There they gathered one eighth of Januarv 
morning to see the military display. It 
was a bright bine day. and the group that 
quite filled the balcony hail laid wrappings 
aside, as all Aower buds are apt to do ou 
such Creole January days, and shone re
splendent in spring attire.

The sight-seers passing below looked np 
by hundreds and smiled'at the ladies' eager 
twitter, as. fiirtirg in humming-bird fashion 
from one subject to another, they laughed 
away the half hours waiting for the pageant. 
By and by they fell a listening, for Mme. De- 
liceuse had begun a narrative concerning 
Dr. Mossy. Sbe sat somewhat above her 
listeners, her elbow on the arm of her chair, 
and her plnrop white hand waving now and 
then in graceful gesture, they silently at
tending with eyes full of laughter and lips 
starting apart.

“Vans savez," sbe s»id (th“y conversed 
in French, ot course), “you know it is now 
long that Dr. Mossy and his father have 
been in disaccord. Indeed, when have they 
not differed ? For. when Mossy was but a 
little boy, his father thought it hard that 
he was not a rowdy. He switched him once 
because he wonld not play with his toy gun 
and drum. He was not so high when his 
father wished to send him tu Paris to enter 
thie French army; but he would not go. 
We used to play often together on the ban
quette—for I am not so very many years 
younger than he. no. indeed—and.' if I 
wanted some fun. I had only to pull his hair 
and run into the bouse: he would cry, and 
monsieu-r papa would come oat with his
hand spread open am i-----"

Madame gave her hand a malicious little 
sweep and joined heartily in the laugh 
which followed.

"That wa» when they lived over the way. 
But wait! You shall see; I have something.
This evening the General-----”

The houses of rue Royals gave a start 
and rattled their windows. In the long, 
irregular line of balconies the besuty of 
the city rose up. Then the houses jumped 
again and the windows rattled; madarne 
steps inside the window and gives a mes
sage which the housemaid smiles at in re
ceiving. As she turns the houses shake 
again, and now again; and now there comes 
a distant strain of trumpets, and by and by 
the drums and bayonets and clattering 
hoofs, and plumes and dancing banners: far 
down the long street etretch out the shining 
ranks of gallant men. and the fiuftering, 
overleaning swarms of ladies shower down 
their sweet favors and Wave their countless 
welcomes.

Ic the front, towering above his captains, 
rides General Villivicencio. veteran ot JSl 1- 
15. and with the gracious pomp of the old- 
time gentleman, lift* his cocked bat, and 
bows, and bows.

Madame Delicieuse's balcony was a per
fect maze of waving kerchiefs. The Gen
eral looked np for the woman of all women; 
she was not there. But he remembered the 
other balcony, the smaller one, and cast his 
glance onward to it. There be saw madarne 
and one other person only. A small, blue- 
eyed, broad-browed, scholarly looking man 
whom the arch lady had lured from bis pen 
by means of a mock professional summons, 
and who now - .ood beside her, a smile of 
pleasure playi. » on bis lips and about bis 
eves.

bean. Madame laughed to herself, “Mon
sieur Peacock, 1 have thee;” but aloud she 
said gravely: •

"Come into tbe drawing room, if you 
please, and seat yourself. You must be 
greatly fatigued."'

The triends who waited below overheard 
tbe invitation.

“Au revoir, General," said they.
“Au revoir. Messieurs." he answered, and 

followed the lady.
‘•General," said she, as if her heart were 

overflowing, “you have been spoken against. 
Please sit down.”

“Is that true, Madame?"
“Yes. General."
She sank into a luxurious chair.
"A lady said to-day—but you will be 

angrv with me. General "
“With you. Madame ! That is not pos

sible. *
"I do not love to make revelations. Gen

era1 ■ but when a noble friend is evil spoken 
oP-—she leaned her brow upon her thumb 
and forefinger, and looked pensively at ber 
slipper’s toe peeping out at fhe edge of her 
skirt on the rich carpet—“ones heart gets 
very big."

"Madame, you are aa angel.’ But what 
said she. madarne

“Well, General, I have tb tell you the 
whole truth, if you will not be angry. We 
were al! speaking at once of handsome men. 
She said to me: 'Well. Mine. Delicieuse, you 
may say wbat you will of General Viliivi- 
cencio, and I suppose it is true: but every
body knows’—pardon me. General, but just 
so she said—‘all the world knows he treats 
hia pon very badly.’ ”

“It is not true,” said the General.
“If I wasn't angrv!” said medarne, mak

ing a pretty fist. ' How can that he” I 
said. ‘Well,’ she said, ‘mamma says he has 
been angry with his son for fifteen years.’ 
|But what did his son do!’ l said. •Noth
ing.’ said she. ‘Ma foi,’ I said, ;me, I, too, 
would be angry if my sotrhad done nothing 
for fifteen years'—ho, ho, ho!”

Tbe old General cleared hi* throat, and 
smiled as by compulsion.

“ lou  know, General.* said Madame, 
looking distressed, it was nothing to joke 
about, but I had to say so. because 1 did 
not know what your son had done, nor did 
I wish to hear anything against one who 
bas the honor to call you his father.”

Sbe paused a moment to let tbe flattery 
take effect, and then proceeded:

"But then another lady said to me, she 
said, “for shame, Glarisse^’to laugh at good 
Dr. Mossy: nobody—neither General Villi- 
vicencio. neither any other, has a right to 
be angry against that noble, gentle, kind.
brave—"

“Brave!*’ said the General, with a touch 
of irony.

“So she said," answered Mme. Deli- 
cieuse, "and I asked her, ‘how brave ?' 
‘Brave!’ she said, ‘why, braver than any 
soldier, intending the small pox, the chol
era, the fever, and all those horrible tbmgs. 
Me. I saw liia father onen run from a snake:
I think he wouldn't tight the small-pox— 
my faith,’, she said, ‘they say that I>r.
Mossy does all that and never wears a acap- 
n,“' and does if nine hundred ami ninetv-

“Vite!” said Madame, a* the father’s eyes 
met the son’s. Dr. Mossy lifted his arm 
and cast a bouquet of roses. A girl in the 
crowd bounded forward, caught it iu the 
air. and. blusbi ig. banded it to the plumed 
giant. He bo ved low, first to the girl, 
theti to the b> Icony above; and then, with 
a responsive stoi’e, tossed up two splendid 
ki.s»es. one to IN tdame. and one, it seemed—

‘•For what w .• that cheer.’”
“Why, did v ou not see! General Vil- 

livicencio cast • kiss to his son.”
The staff of * leneral Villivicencio were a 

faithful few wh > had not bowed the knee 
to any abomination of the Americans, nor 
sworn deceitfndy to any species of com
promise: and this band, heroically un
conscious of their feebleness, putting their 
trusts in “reactions” and like delusions, 
resolved to m„ke one more stand for the 
traditions of their father*. It was con
cerning this tha'i Mme. Delicieuse wa* in
cidentally about to speak when interrupted 
by the boom of cannon: they had promised 
to meet at her house that evening.

They met. With very little discussion 
or delay (for their minds were made up 
liefore hand), it was decided to announce 
in the French-English newspapers that at a 
meeting of leading citizens it had been 
thought consonant with the public interest 
to place before the people tue name of Gen
eral Here ii Ie Mossy de Villivicencio. No 
explanation was considered necessary. All 
had been done m strict accordance with 
time-honored customs, and if any one did 
not know it it was bis own fault. No eul<»- 
giutn was to follow, no editorial indorse
ment. The two announcements were des
tined to stand next morning, one on the 
English side and one on the French, in 
severe simplicity, to be greeted with pro
found gratification by a few old gentlemen 
in blue cottonade. and by roars of laughter 
from a rampant majority.

As the junto were departing, sparkling 
Madame Delicieuse detained the General at 
the head of the stairs that descended into 
the tiled carriage way, to wish she was a 
man that she might vo'te for him.

“But, General,” she said, “had t not a

nine times in a thousand tor nothing! Is 
that brave, Madame Delicieuse, or is it 
not!' And. General, what could I say!” 

Madame dropped her palms on either side 
of her spreading robes and waited piead- 
ingiy for an answer. There was no sound, 
but the druiiiming of the General's fiDgers 
on hia sword-hilt. Madame resumed:

“I said, T do not deny that Mossy is a 
noble gentleman;'—I had to say that, had i 
not. General?”

“Certainly, Madame,” said the General, 
“my eon ie a gentleman yes.”

“ ‘But,’ I said ‘he should not make Mon
sieur. his father, angry.' ”

"True,” said the General, eagerly.
“But that lady said: ‘Moneienr, big

father, maxes himself angry,’ sheeaid. ‘Do 
you know, Madame, why his father is angry 
so long?’ Another lady says, ‘I know!' 
‘For what?’ said I. ‘Because he refused to 
become a soldier: mamma told me that.' ‘It 
can not be!’ I said.”

The General flushed. Madams saw it, 
bur relentlessly continued:

" 'Sliii* oui,’ said that lady. ‘What!’ I 
said, ‘think you General Villivicencio will 
not rather be the very liran mosr certain to 
respect a son who iiad the courage to be 
hisovn master? Ou, what does he want 
with a poor fool of a son who will do only 
as he saye? You think he will love, him 
less for healing instead of killing! Mesdi- 
moiselles, you do not know that noble 
soUiiei!”

Tbe coble soldier glowed and bowed his 
eeknowledgements in » dubious, half re- 
remonstrative way. as if Madame might be 
producing material lor her next confession, 
as. indeed, she dilligently was doing; but 
she went straight on once more, as a sur
geon would.

“But that other lady said: ‘No. Madame, 
no, ladies: but I am going to tell you why 
Monsieur, the General, is angry 'with his 
son.' ‘Very well, why?’—‘Whv?’ It is just 
—becanse—he is--a little man”

General Villivicencio stood straight up. 
‘Ah! mon ami,’ cried the lady, rising ex

citedly, “I have wounded you and made 
you angry, with my silly revelations. Par
don me, my friend. Those were foolish 
girls, and, any how. they admire rou. 
They said you looked glorious—grand'—at 
the head of the prosession.”

Now, all at once, the General felt the tre
mendous fatigues of the day: there was a 
wild, swimming, whirling sensation in his 
head that forced him to let his eyelids sink 
down; yet, jnst there, in the midst of his 
painful bewilderment, he realized with 
ecstatic complacency that the moat martial- 
looking man in L miaiana was standing in 
his spurs with the hand of Louisiana's 
queeolics: woman laid tenderly on hia arm.

T am » wretched tattler!" eaid she.

stantly imagining a confused chatter of la
dies, and when he shat his eyes with annoy - 
ance, there was Mme. Delicieuse atanding, 
and saying, “I knew not a reason why you 
should be angry with your son,"gazing in his 
face with euch simplicity, and then—that 
last eoene on the staire.

Madame heraelf was keeping good her 
resolution.

“Now or never." she said, “a reconcilia
tion or a qurrreT."

When the General, to keep up appear
ances, called again son-, atter hie late dis
comfiture, she so moved him with au ac
count of certain kindly speeches of her 
own invention which ehe imputed to Dr. 
Mosey, that he promised to tiall and see 
hi* sun; “perhap*;” “pretty 60on;” “proba
bly.''

Dr. Mossy, sitting one February morning 
among bis specimens aud books of refer 
ence, finishing a thrilling chapter on the 
cuticle, too absorbed to hear a door open, 
suddenly realized that something was in 
bis light, and, looking up, beheld General 
Villivicentic standing over him. Breathing 
a pleased sigh, he put down his pen, and, 
rising on tiptoe, laid hi* baud upon his 
father's shoulder, and lifting his lips like a 
little wife, kissed him.

“Be seated, papa." he said, offering his 
own chair, and perching ou the desk.

The Genera! took it, and. clearing bis 
throat, gaz-d around upon the jars and jars 
with their little Adams and Eves in zoolog
ical gardens.

“Is all going we!!, papa’" tinatiy asked 
Dr. Mos*y.

“Yes."
Then there was a long pause.
“ 'Tis a beputiful day," said the son.
“ Very beautiful," rejoined the father.
“1 thought there would have been a rain, 

but it has cleaved off." said the eon.
“Yes,” responded the father, and 

drummed on the desk.
“Does it appear to be turning cool!" 

asked the son.
“No: it does not appear to be turning 

coo! at all." was the answer. ,
“Ĥ ni'm!" said Dr. Mossv. *
“Hem!" said General Villivicencio.
Dr. Mossy, uot realizing his own action, 

stole a glance at his manuscript.
“I am interrupting you," said the Gen- 

erai, quickly, and rose.*
“No, no' pardon me; be seated: it gives 

me great pleasure to— I did not know what 
I was doing. Jt is the work with which I 
AH my leisure moments.”

So the General fettled down again, and 
father and son sat very c!o*e to each other- 
in a bodily sense; spiritually they were many 
miles apart. The General s finger-ends, softly 
tapping the dtst, bad tha sound of far-away 
music.

“The city—it is healthy!" asked the 
General.

“Did you ask ma it——?" said the little 
doctor, starting and looking up.

"The city—it hae not much sickuess at 
present?" repeated the father.

“No: yee—not much." said Mossy, and, 
With utter unconsciousness leaned down 
upon his elbow and supplied an omitted 
word to the manuscript.

The General was on his feet as if by the 
touch ot a spring.

•‘I rnustgu!”
“Ah! no, papa," ssid the sod.
“But yes. I must.”
“But wait, papa, I bad jast now some

thing to speak of—"
“Well!” said the General, standing with 

his hand on the door and with rather a dark 
countenance.

Dr. Mossy touched his fiugers to hi* fore
head. trying to remember.

“I fear I have—alb I rejoice to see your 
name before the public, dear papa, and at 
the head ot the ticket.”

The General’s displeasure sank down like 
an eagle's feathers. He smiled thankfully 
and bowed.

“My friends compelled ine," he eaid 
“They think you will be elected?"
“They will not doubt ic. But what think 

you. my son?"
Now the son had a conviction which it 

would have been madness to express, so he 
only said:

"Thev could notelect one more faithful.’* 
The General bowed solemnly.
“Perhaps the people will think so; mv 

friends believe thev will.

mast fight, and you—yon can not; if yon 
fight our cause is lost! The candidate mast 
not fight." . . .

"Ilah-h! Messieurs," oried the hero, beat
ing his breast and lifting his eyes, “grace au 
ciei. I have a son. Yes, my beloved friends, 
a son who shall call the villain out and 
make him pay for his impudence with 
blood, or eat his words in to morrow morn
ing’s paper. Heaven be thanked that gave 
me a son for this ocoasion ! I shall see him 
at once—a* soon as 1 can dress.”

“We will go with you."
“No, gentlemen, let me see my son alone. 

I can meet you at Maspero's in two hours. 
Adieu, my dear friends."

He was resolved.
“Au revoir,” said the dear friends. *
Shortly after, cane in band. General \ illi- 

vicencio moved with an ireful stride up the 
banquette of Rue Royale. Just as he passed 
the red-brick front one of the batten shut
ters opened the faintest bir. and a certain 
pair of lovely eyes looked after him, without 
any of that round simplicity which we have 
betore discovered in them. As he halt 
turned to knock at bis son’s door he glanced 
at this very shutter, but it was as tightly 
closed as though the house were an en
chanted palace.

Dr. Mossy's door, on the contrary, swung 
ajar when he knocked, and the General en
tered.

“Well, my son, have yon seen that news
paper’ No, I think not. I see you have 
not. since your cheeks are not red with 
shame and anger."

Dr- Mossy looked up with astonishment 
from the desk where he sat writing.

“What is that, pape?”
“My faith! Mossy, is it possible yon have 

not heard of the ‘attack upon me, which 
has surprised and exasperated the city this
morning.

“No," said Dr. Mossy, with still greater 
surprise, and laying his hand on the arm of 
hia chair.

His tather put on a dying look. “My 
soul!” At that moment hia glance fell 
upon the paper which had been sent in by 
Mme. Delicieuse. “Bat, Mossy, my son,” 
he screamed, “there it is!” striking it ra
pidly with one finger—“there! there! there! 
read it! It calls m e‘not responsible!' ‘not 
responsible* it calls me! Read' read!"

“But, papa,” said the quiet little doctor, 
rising, and accepting tbe crumbled paper 
thrust at him. “I have read this. If this 
is it, well, then, already i am preparing to 
respond to it."

The General seized him violently, and, 
spreading a suffocating kiss on his face, 
sealed it with an affectionate oath.

“Ah, Mossy, my boy. you are glorious! 
You had begun already to write! You are 
glorious! Read to me what you have writ 
ten. my son.”

The Doctor took up a bit of manuscript, 
and. resuming hie chair, began:

“ M essrs E dito rs—On your journal of 
this morning”—

“ Eh hon! you have hot written it in 
English, is it,‘sod?”

“But, yes, papa.”
“ 'Tis a vile tongue,” said the General; 

“but. if it is necessary—proceed."
“ M essr s. E dito r s— On your journal of 

this morning is published an editorial ar
ticle upon the Villivicencio ticket, which is 
plentiful aud abundant with mistakes. 
Who is the author or writer of the above 
said editoral article your correspondent 
does at present ignore, but doubts not he is 
one, who, hasty to form an opinion, will yet, 
however, make his assent to the correction 
of some errors and mistakes which”—

“Bail!” cried the General.
I>r. Mosey looked up, blushing crimson.
“Bah”' cried the General, still more for

cibly “Betise!”
“ilow?" asked the gentle son.
“ ’Tis all nonsent!” cried the General, 

bursting into English. “Hall you ’ave to 
say ie: ‘ 'Sieur Editeurs! I want you e’all 
give de mem of de indignan' scoundrel who 
meek some lie* on you’ Daper about mon 
pere et ses amis!' ”

“Ah-h!” said Dr. Ifossy. in a tone of 
derision ami anger.

His father gazed at him in mute astonish 
ment. He stood beside his disorderly little 
desk, ivis small form drawn np, a hand 
thrust into his breast, and that look of in
vincibility in his eyes such as blue eyes

ulousiy.
But, yes." said the son.

Toosen- 
i—you may 
believe you 

were going to reason it out in the news
paper: Fight! If I want you to fight?

A thrill of delight filled tlie General’s ; I i)0n “ .V soul, I believe you do not want to
e. This was like a sou. i fight!

“Ah! no. madarne. you are my dearest 
friend, yes.”

beautiful bouquet of ladies oft my balcony 
this morning?"

The little maidens whom poor parentage 
taa doomed to sit upon street door-sills and

The General replied, with majestic gal
lantry, that “it was as magnificent aa could 
be expected with the central rose wanting.” 
And so madarne was disappointed, for she 
was trying to force the General to mention 
his son. “I will bear this no longer; he 
shall not rest.” she had said to her little 
annt, “until he hat either kissed his son or 
quarreled with him." To which the aunt 
had answered that, “coufe que conte, she 
not cry about it;’’ nor did she. Though the 
General's compliment had foiled her thrust, 
she answered gayly to tbe effect that enough 
was enough; ••but, ah ! General,” dropping 
her voice to an undertone, “if you had 
beard wbat Some of those roeebuds said of 
you-?”

Tbe old General pricked up like a oountry

“Well, any how, 1 called them fools. ‘Ah! 
innocent creatures,’ I said, ‘think you a man 
of his sense and goodness, giving his thou
sands to the sick and & filleted, will cease to 
iove bis only son becanse he is not big like a 
horse or quarrelsome liks a dog? No, ladies, 
there is a great reason which none of you 

; know.’ ‘Well, well,’ they cried, ‘tell it' he 
ha* need of a very good reason: tell it now.' 
•My ladies,' I said ‘I must not’—for, Gen« 
era!, for all the world I knew not a reason 
why you should be angry against your son: 
you know. General, you have never told 
me."

The beauty again laid her hand on his 
arm and gazed, with round-eyed simplicity, 
into his somber countenance. For an in
stant her witebery.had almosteocquered.

“Nay, madarne, some day I shall tell you; 
I have more than one burden here 'But 
let me ask you to be seated, for I have a 
question, also, for you. which I have longed 
to ask. It lie* heavily upon my heart: I 
must ask it now. A matter of so'great im
portance—"

Madame'# little brown aunt gave a faint 
cough from a*lim corner of the room.

“ Tis a beautiful night)" she remarked, 
and then stepped out upon the balconv.

Then the General asked his question. It 
was a very long question, or, may be, re
peated twice or thrice: for it was iully ten 
minutes before he moved out of the room, 
saying good evening.

Ah ! old General Villivicencio. The most 
martial-looking man in Louisiana! But 
what would the people, the people who 
eheered ia the morning, have said, to see 
the fair Queen Delicieuse a* the top of the 
stair, sweetly bowing you down into the 
starlight—humbled, crest fallen, rejected !

The campaign opened. The Villivicencio 
ticket was read in French and English with 
the verv diff erent sentiments already noted. 
'a the Exchange, about the courts, among

“hanks.thprft tsraa l i t al L- i nrr  x*rr»i.

fraiu
“Thank you, my son’ i thank you much. 

Ah. Mossy, my dear boy you make me
happy!"

“But,” addrd Mos*v. realizing with a 
tremor how far he bad gone, “I sec not 
how it is possible.’’

The General * chin dropped.
“Not being a public man," continued the 

Doctor: “unless, indeed, my pen—you 
might enlist my pen."

He paused with a smile of bashful inquiry. 
The General stood aghast for a moment, 
and then caught the idea.

“Certainly! cer-tain-Iy! ha, ha. ha!"—back
ing out of tbe door —‘‘certainly! Ah' 
Mossy, you are fight, to be sure: to make a 
complete world we must have swords and 
un revoir; no, I can not stay—I will return. 
I hasren to tell my friends'that the pen of 
Dr. Mossy i* on our side! Adieu, dear 
son. ’

! «
His

Standing outside on the banquette he 
cowed—not to Dr. Mossy, but to the bal
cony of the big red brick front—a most 
sunshiDy smile, and departed.

The very next morning, as if fate had or
dered it, tbe k iiliviccucio ticket was at
tacked—ambushed, as it were, from behind 
the American newspaper. The onslaught 
was—at least General Viliivioeneio said it 
was—absolutely ruffianly. Ntiver had all 
the lofty courtesies and formalities of 
chivalric contest been so completely Ig
nores. Poisoned balls—at least personal 
epithets—were used. Tbe General himself 
Was called “antiquated !” The friends who 
had nominated bitn. they very positively 
sneered at. dubbed “fossils,*’ “old ladies." 
and their caucus termed “irresponsi
ble "—thunder and lightning.’ gentle
men of honor to lie called “not re
sponsible!" It was aaserted that the 
nomination was made secretly, in a private 
Louse, by two or three unauthorized harum- 
scarums (that touched the very bone) who 
had with more caution than propriety with
held their names. The article was headed. 
“The Crayfish-eaters Ticket.’* It continued 
farther to say that, had not the publication 
of this ticket been regarded as a dull hoax, 
it would not have been suffered to pass for 
two week# unchallenged, and tha

No." said Mossy.
‘•My God!” whispered the General, 

heart seemed to break.
* Y'es." said the steadily gazing doctor, 

his lip* trembling as he opened.them. “ Yes, 
your God. I am afraid’ —

“Afraid !" gasped the General.
“Yes." rang out the doctor, “afraid; 

afraid! God forbid that I should not be 
afraid. But I will tell you what I do not 
fear—I call your affairs of honor—mur
der !”

“My sen !’* cried the father.
“I retract," cried the son: “eonsider it 

unsaid. I will never reproacn my lather.’
“It is well,” eaid the father.' “I was 

wrong. It is my quarrel. I go to settle it 
myself.”

Dr. Mossy moved quickly between his 
father and the door. General Villivicencio 
stood before him utterly bowed down.

“What will you!” sadly demanded the 
old man.

painfully, and he began at length to wonder 
why Mossy did not retnrned.

There came a rap at tbe glass door differ, 
ent from all tbe raps that tad forerun d—» 
fearless, hat gentle, dignified, gi>aoetaI rap; 
and the General, before he looked round,’ 
felt in all his veins that it came from the 
young Madame. Yee, there was her glori
ous outline thrown sidewise on t’ie glass. 
He hastened and threw open the doer' 
bending low at the same instant, and ex
tending his hand.

She extended hers also, but not to take 
his. With a calm dexterity that took the 
General’s breath, she reached between him 
aBd the door, and closed it.

“What have you?".anxiously asked the 
General—for her face, ia spite of of its 
smile, was severe.

“General," she began, ignoring his iu- 
quiry—and, with all her Creole bows, smile# 
and insinuating phrases, the severity of her 
countenance but partially waned—“I came 
to see my physician—your son. Ah ! Gen 
erai, when I find yon reconciled to your son 
it makes me think I am in heaven. Yon 
will let me say so ? You will not be offend
ed with the old playmate of your sou ?’’

She gave him no time to auswer.
“He is out, I think, is he not ? But I am 

glad ot it. Ic gives us occasion to rejoice 
together over his many merits. For yon 
know, General, in all tbe years of your 
estrangement Mossy had no friend like my
self. I am proud to tell you so now; is it 
not so ?”

The General was so taken aback that, 
when he had thanked her in a mechanical 
way, be couhl say nothing eise. She seemed 
to fall for a little while into a sad medita
tion that embarrassed tbe General beyond 
measure. But as he opfened his mouth to 
speak, she resumed:

“Nobody knew him so well as I; though 
I, poor me, I could not altogether under
stand him; for look you. General, he was— 
what do you think ?—a great man ! nothing 
less."

“How ?” asked the General, not knowing 
what else to respond.

“You never dreamed of that, eh?” con
tinued the lady. “But, of course not; no
body did but me. Some of these Amer
icans, I suppose, knew it; but who would 
ever ask them? Here iu Royal street, in 
New Orleans, where we people know noth
ing and care nothing but lor meat, drink, 
and pleasure, he was only Dr. Mossy, who 
gave pills. My faith! General, no wonder 
you were disappointed in vour son, for yon 
thought the same. Ah! yes, you did! But 
why did you not ask me, his old playmate?
I knew better. I could have told you how 
your little son stood head and shoulders 
above the crowd. I could have told you 
some things too wonderful to beliove. I 
could have told you that his name wag 
known and honored in the scientific schools 
of Paris, of London, of Germany! Yes! I 
could have shown you”—she warmed as she 
proceeded—“I could have shown you let 
ters (I begged them of him), written sb 
between brother and brother, from the fore
most men of science and ^scovery!"

She stood up, her eyes flashing with ex
citement.

“Papa," said the son, with much tender
ness. “I can not permit you. Fifteen years 
we were strangers, and yesterday were 
friends. You must not leave me so. I will 
even settle this quarrel for you. You must 
let me. I am pledged to your service.”

The peace-loving little doctor did not 
mean “to settle," but “to adjust." He felt 
in an instant that he was misunderstood; yet, 
as quiet peop le are apt to do, though not 
wishing to deceive, he let the misinterpre
tation stand. In his embarrassment he did 
not certainly know what he should do him
self.

The father’s face—he thought of but one 
way to settle a quarrel—began instantly to 
brighten. “I would myself do it,” he said 
apologetically, “but my friends forbid it.” 

“And so do I,” said the doctor, “but l ‘ 
™  I» myself now, and will not return 
until all i# finished. Give me the paper.” 

“My son, I do not Wish to compel you.” 
There was something acid in the doctor’s 

smile as he answered:

please ” 1110 **** ^aPer‘ ^oa
The General handed it.
“ Papa,' said the s'owtlltfyoii must wait 

here for my return.”, . , . , ---------- ------- »t was

E L S &  K  S b S S S * 1 w“  ■,tould i 1
Ameng the earliest readers of this pro- | *.‘I will call aud make excuse for vou “

auction was the young inadame. 8ti« first j the son. * 9
enjoyed a quiet gleeful smile over it. and • “Well, 
then called:

• Nannie, here, take this down to Dr.

the “banks.” th°re was lively talking eon 
cerningits intrinsic.excellence and extrin
sic chances. The young gentlemen who 
stood about the doors of the so called “cof
feehouses” talked with a frantic energy 
alarming to any stranger, and just when 
you would have expected to see tht-m jump 
and bite large mouthfuls out of each other’s 
face, they would turn and enter the door, 
talking on in the same furious manner, and, 
walking up to the bar. click their glasses to 
the succes# of the Villivicencio ticket. Sun
dry swarthy and wrinkled remnants of an 
earlier generation were still more enthusi
astic. There was to be a happy renaissance: 
a purging out of Yankee ideap; a blessed 
home-coming of those good old Bourbon 
morals and manners which Yankee notions 
bad expatriated. In the cheerfulness of 
their anticipations thev even went the 
length ot throwing their feet high in air, 
thus indicating how the Villivicencio ticket 
was going to give “doze Americains” tbe 
kick under the nose.

Iu the three or four weeks which fol
lowed the General gathered a surfeit of adu- 
lation. notwithstanding which he was con-

Mossy stop.’ Sue marked the communi
cation heavily with her gold Pencil. “No 
answer; he need not return it."*
. About the same hour, and in a neighbor
ing street, one’ of the “not responsible*" 
knocked on the  ̂illivicencio castle gate, 
fne General invited him into his bedroom. 
” ith 4 short and strictly profane harangue 
tue visitor produced the offensive newspaper 
and was about to begin reading, when one 
of those joud nasal blasts, so peculiar to the 
Gaul, resounded at the gate, and another 
"uot responsible" entered, more excited, if 
possible, than the first. Several minutes 
were spent in exchanging fierce sentiments 
and slappiDg the palm of the left hand ran-
1/ilT* n-iil, Y. ,.7. . I . *

_ consented The almost happy
fattier, “go my son: I will stay. But if 
some of your sick shall cpll »”

"Sit quiet,” said the son. “They will 
think no one is here.*’ And the General 
noticed that the dust Tay so thick on the 
panes that a person outside would have to 
put. Ins face close to the glass to see within 

In the course of half an hour the Doctor 
baa reached the newspaper office, thrice 
addresed himself to the wrong person, firm' 
ly tound the courteous editor, and easily 
convinced him that his father had been ioi. 
posed upon; but «ken Df. Mossy went 
larther. and asked which one of the talent
ed editorial staff had written the article*

“Y on see, Doctor,” said the editor—“just. - —  editor-
stmi into my private office a moment, 

lney went iu together.

“But whv did you never tell me?” cried 
the General.

“He never wonld allow me—but you- 
whv did you not ask me ? I will tell you; 
you were too proud to mention your son. 
But he had pride to match yours—ha !— 
aohiev ing all—everything—with an assumed 
name ! ‘Let me tell your father,’ I implored 
him; but—‘let him‘find me oat,’ be said, 
and you never found him out. Ah 1 there 
he was fine. He would not, he said, though 
only for,your sake, re.enter your affections 
as anything more or less than just—your 
son. Ha!”

And so she went on. Twenty times the 
old General was astonished anew, twenty 
times was angry or alarmed enough to cry 
out, but twenty times she would not be in
terrupted. Once he attempted a laugh, 
but again her hand commanded silence.

“Behold, monsieur, all these dusty speci
mens, these revolting fragments' How 
have you blusheiL to know that onr idle 
people laugh inr their sleeves at these 
things ! How have you blushed—and you 
his father! But why did you not ask 
me ? I could have told you: ‘Sir, your 
son is not an apothecary, not one of these 
ugly things but has helped him on in the 
glorious path of discovery; discoverv. 
General—your son—known in Europe as 
a scientific discoverer !' ‘Ah-h !’ the blind 
people sav, ‘how is that, that General 
\  illivicencio should be dissatisfied with 
his son? He is a good man and a good doc
tor, only a little careless, that’s all.’ But 
you were more blind still, for you shut your 
eyes tight like this; when, had' you searched 
for his virtues as you did for his faults, you, 
too, might have known before it was too 
late, what nobility, what beauty, what 
strength, were in the character of your poor, 
poor son!”

“Just Heaven! Madame, you shall not 
speak of r̂ny son as of one dead and buried! 
But. if you have some bad news.”

eh
“Your son took your quarrel on his hands.

‘I believe so—I think ——”
“Well; I saw him an hour ago in search 

of your slanderer!”
“He must find him!” said the General, 

plucking up.
“But if the search is already over,” slowly 

responded Madamte.
The father looked one instant in ner face, 

then rose with an exclamation:
"Where is my son? What has happened? 

Do you think I am a child, to be trifled 
with—a horse to be teased? Tell me of my

Madame was stricken with genuine an
guish.

“Take your chair,” she begged; “wait, 
listen; take your chair.”

"Never! cried the General; “I am going 
to find my son—my God! madarne, you have 
locked this door! What are you that you 
should treat me so? Giye me, this in
stant, ------- ”

"Ob! monsieur, I beseech you to take 
your chair and I well teli you all. You can 
do nothing now. Listen! suppose you should 
rush out and find that your son had played 
the coward at last! Sit dntrn »n,i__ *-»Sit down and 

“Ah! madarne, this is play!”cried the dia* 
traded man.

“But no; it is not play. Sit down; ! want 
to ask you something.*’

He sank down and she stood over him. 
anguish and triumph strangely mingled in 
her beautiful face.

“General, tell me true; did not vou force 
this quarrel into your son’s hand? I know ’ 
he would not choose to have it. Did you 
not do it to test his courage, because'all • 
these fifteen years you have made yourself 
a lool with the fear that he became a stu
dent only to escape being a soldier’ Did 
you not?” *
thro*o''h<i'Ve3 l°°ked him through and

defiance *f * demanded he with faint
Yos. and if he has made dreadful haate 

an. .j ; r?,v<;d il18 courage?’* asked she.
Well then,”—the Ue&eral straighfened 

up tnumi»hantly—“then he is iqy eon!”
He beat the desk. J

•‘Certainly^ J °Ur wealth* f°r exatnpler* 
The lady bowed In solemn Tuoc&efy.
„.!• will make him a magnificent funeral'* 
dtw lather bounded up aud stood Hpee«U 

.ess, trembling from head to foot. Madam* 
looked straight in Iris eye.
,. .^“urson has met the writer of that ar» tide.”

"Alphonse, proceed to read,” said the 
General, sitting up in bed.

“De Crayfish-eaters' Ticket"—began Al
phonse; but the third rapping at tbe gate 
interrupted him. and a third “irresponsi 
>le reinforced their cumber, talking 

loudly and wildly to the waiting man as he 
came up the hall.
.. Finally, Alphonse read the article. Lit
tle by little the incensed gentlemen gave it 
a hearing, now two words and now three 
interrupting it to r;p out long, raaping mal- 
evictions, and wag their forefingers at each

The next minuteidiy with the back of the right. Presently «>».w Dr. Mossy dVpartVng'hurrie l̂l t̂Vn  ̂
there was a pause for breath. * | the place, while the'Editor < Z n l « 3 , fJ°“

return ^  I,en’ aB8ured wo^fd not
General \  illivicencio sat awl waited 

among the serpents aud innocents. His 
spirits began to droop again. Revolving 
Mossy s words, he couhl not escape the 
fear ..hat possibly, after all, his a„n 
mignt compromise the Villivicencio honor 
m the interests of peace. Not that he 
preferred to put his son's life in jeopardy 
he would not object to an adjustment’ 
p.ovideu the enemy should beg for it’ 
But if not. Whom wnnIH Kl„ IOr. l t i

apartment67 W o u ? ^  tTperform Those - * O U  Belect
As Aiphonse reached the close,- and 

dashed the paper to the floor, the whole 
quartette, ia terrifi.- unison, cried for the 
blood of the editor.

ut hereupon the General spoke with au-

“No, Messieurs," he said, buttoning his
«rm nK g°7 n- *v VJa?ely- “y°n •hall* not fighjt him. I torbid it—you shall not!'

“ B u t. ”  c ried  the three a t onoe, “ one o f

K bhalf w o S *  *°ffl̂ e n£ u
worm ‘ He suffered. dome speotacled book

The monotony of his passive task wa. 
^ L 0? L ° L } wo caller« who had the!or, bad manners) to peer through 

.w ™ rVy ?iaB8and ‘ben open the door to 
halI ri8inf5 from hirchair, he am 

™  ™VWlth a Polit® smile, that the doctor 
n°tT conld he **y bow long he mtRht be absent. Still the time dragged

.W here?’ the old mans lips tried to ash. 
suddenly9 unexpectedly* in r 

way.
**AIy T>xl! and tbe villain-*-*
^Lives!” cried Aladaiue. 
lie rushed ti* the door, forgetting that it 

was locked.
“ Give me that key!’* he cried, wrenched 

at the knob, turned away bewildered, 
turned again toward it, and again away; 
and at every step and turn he cried, *‘Ou* 

“ J «on! I have killed mv sot* 
Ob. Mossy, my son, my little boyi Ohi mtf 
son. my son!” * “

Madame buried her face in-her hands and 
sobbed aloud. Then the father hushea hi* 
cries and stood for a moment before her. 

Give me the key, Clariase, let me go."
!*be r°8e and laid her face on his shoulder. 
•̂Vyhat is it, Clarisse?” asked he.

trothedr’>8<>n aDd 1 Were ten yea n  bc' 
“Oh, my child !’’

“Alae! would to God I had kfiowa it ? 
Oh! Mossy, my son."
h«r<hTn«u0“?i*a*’” cried *be lady, clasping ner hands, forgive me—mourn no more— 
your son is unbanned! I wrote the artiole- 
;."k*!- -'’dar.reoanting slanderer! Your son 
vs hunting for me now. I told my aunt to

*>
b


