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RKomaence of an Amer.can’s Sirange Ad-
vintures In the | reanco=Frussian v ar

ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE

Baany

CHAPTER L
I Fall inte Disgrace,

FTRUCK my heelp lagether,

and came o The “salwia”

It 1 think | betruyed none of the hol smelive Thal ong boli-
bag ie mmy bear, but that | bore mysell o & trained scidier shoud

MUl M was & hard pow

ahwv abd P hemtt was slel

e nesumee, fur my biood ran Nt with

wiith daspp nimenl | knew bl »us

ol only the orna o iy mlilaty carecr, bul pafuape ae great 8 oriale in Lhe

Mistary of the worid

Aud thus for & secunld or se we four remained sllept—an odd group, |
daub! ot we furtued o that vast gilt-and-mirrored reom where the bustls

A noiss of Marla caime 10 us faintly,
In the great, carved armchair st one side of the table, resplondent In |
Mue and goid uniform, esprawied the Bmparor,

Bhort, fat, gray-paildd, his long
SmArineas, s wuales nestly wassd|

mustache (wisied upward in abeurd
his small, bloodahol eyes Fared and

Bllaking;: Wis short, stubby Angers fumbling helpleaaly with the papers | had

browghl bBim.

1 have peldom seen & less repnl fp-
ure than was prescnted at that mo.
mant by his loperial Majosly Na-
poleon 111, Ewmperor of the French

On the other hand, in all my life I
bave never beheld a more Imperiaily
beautiful woman than she who lraned
ever the artored ohair.-back, xlane-
ing at those same papurs thaet strowed
Bar husband's lap.

The Empress MKugenis was at this
time well on toward middle age, Hhe
had, in ftact, passod her forty.fourth
birthday, Yot she bad the face and
form of & wirl

There was a namelesn something
about haer, too, that suggested royal
pload—of which, by the way. she had
pot one drop In her veins. Esxguisite
i dress, countenance and bearing,
she seemed a glint of Lving sunshine
In that tinaled room.

The third of the group—a portly,
rublcund man In the uniform of &
major-general—was His Grace the
Due ds Meride—born politiclan, born
meddler, and—mont trusted of Her
Majesty's three potent advisers

In such lofty company IL seema
anti-cllmax to mantion myself, Hay
Benton, New Yorker by birth and
now cavalry saptain in the French
army.

My errand alone accounted for my
presence thers, Al the first whisper
of war with Prussia I had beco one
of several trusted officers sent secret.
Iy to Uermany.

No, they did not eall me a apy. Yot
1 had been one none the less. And
eapturs would have meant & hempen
eollar for my neck. Butl had escaped
—through luck and pative Yankee
wit—and was the first of the sacret
envoys to present a full report to
thelr majestios.

1t was the Emperor who broke the
fbriet nilence. He spoke potushly,
ahrugging his stooped ahoulders like
& peevish child as be addressed De
Meride.

] can make nothing of 1t all,
meneral,” he excladmed. *“There Is
a wretched error somewhere 1
have read your reporits, day hy
by day. They tell moe our own
srmies ars prepared, down to ths last
button on the gaiters of the lust sol-
dler. They tell me, too, that Prussia
is panic-stricken; that her troops are
disorganizged; that villagers near the
Rhioe sre floaing eastward In terror,
mingling with the frightened, 1il-din-
ciplined troops.”

“ syt s so, sire,” aftirmed De Meride
amilingly, the while he caat & covert-
1y lowsring look at me. P —

.. Yot look what reporis this ‘expert’
of yours brings usl" went on the
Emperor, unheeding, "“Thres vast
German armles, perfectly equipped,
drilled like machines, marching with«
out tents or an ounce of surplus bag-
gago—all headed for the Rhine, plun-
ning lo move across Into France like
some three-headed snnke—the pens-
ants all along the Rhine rushing lo
arms, eager to defend Lheir Vater-
Jund,

“Moltke, Blsmarck and the reat of
the Deutschers, all working out a
feurlern campnign as they might a
gama of chesn.  Mathematical accu-
racy, calm power, confldence every-
where"

#It |n very slinple” began the BEm-
press with a nervous Iittle luugh.
We must immedintely!—

*Iha two reports do not agree,” in-
terrujted Napoleon with a snarl v

biuve besn foolrd—by some ons. By
whom? ! demand'——
vrnis mun Les  broke in De
Meride, coldiy Insnient, A —
“Hy the laws of our army” |

shoutod, furlous, “1 can be shot for
atriking you, or for challenging you

to a duel. Do not presume too far
upun (hues WS No man shnll saw
1 lle, But for tha Empress's pros-
ance'”

syt tut, ut!" elucked Napoleon
In weary reproof. "What have we
here? Cuptaln Hentwon, you forget
yourse!f und the reapect due your

Emperor, Whhkdraw that rude spesck,
or-
Willlngly, alre" I retorted, "“when

this man withdraws his accusatlon
that 1 Le. I have served Your Mas
jesty both lere and in Alglers, I
risked my Hife & doren times aon this
@ernmuan vesture, For reward, am 1§
o bhe diseredited and brandod as a
Bar? In thlid caso ‘liar' mesns also
raltor!”

" demang justice, If [ have servad

i ——— e

Your Majesty well | dessrve credit
It | Lhave deceived you | merit death
LY martial law,. In either camw' ——

The Empresa had been whispering
rapidly in e Meride's esar. The
Duke now broke in, |

“1 spoke overhastily” he snid in
ailky reservation. “Captain Benton's
name for honor and sl that s up-
right was well establinhed In Alxiers,
Indesd, it was on the atrength of that
reputation, as much as for his known
fkill as a poout, that he was chosen
for this Prusvian affalr. 1 was wrong,
Your Majesty, to doubt his word.
liut his tdings are nons Lhe |oas
falso. He has been grossly misin-
formed.”

“Eu?' queried the Emperor, pus-

Kled., “Yeor him veport la clroumatan-
tisk.  And It denles all of yours,
Duke. For Instance, you toid me

the Bouth (erman States hated Prus-
#la and would seek alllancs with us
He tells ua thay are flocking to Prus-
sin's ald,

“You told me Prussia coulld not
put two hundred thousand men in the
fieid, and then ouly afier months of
recruiting. This report says there are
already over four hundred thousand
armed men on the march and re-
serves of'—

“De Meride has just explained,” in.
terposed the Empress in that won-
drously sweet voloe of hers, “that
Captain Benton is mistaken. The |
captaln has been misied by German |
secret agents, of course, who guessed '
hin identity and found It more pyrof. !
fuibie to send him back with false
news than to bang him. The 'leo]
report is 4 web of absurdities"

Now, even had court stiquette per-
mitied, I could not bluntly contradict
& woman and tell her that it was she,
not I, who was “misled.” From the
first Bugenle had dabbled in politics
~for which she had no talent—and
liad always been the tool of her un-
scrupulous or Incompetent advisers,

As pll the world now knows, it was
these “advisers” who had forced on
the present confilet with Prussia, let-
ting the Empresa boellove It was the
result of her own statecraft, and en-
eouraging her to refer to the adven-
ture os “my lttle war"

And among all the advisers—whom
shie as slavishly obeyed, even as the
third Napoleon obeyed her—none
uther held so complets dominion over
lier mind as did Merida,

“Are you sure? muttered Napo-
loon as his wife paused in her vehe
ment sposech, “Because, If not, It
would be well to halt our armies
that are rushing to the Rhine. It
would evon be unwise for me to start
to-morrow o joln Frossard's division
on the Baar. If Prussia can really
put more than four hundred thousand
man into the fAeld"——

“Hhe cannot!™ laughed the Em-
ross,  “Listen. De Merido and |
wve been dally in touch with the
cemplre's  greatest  tactlelans,  Our
wooret mervice force s perfeot, s it
Hkely that every one of our miliwary
oxperta and our most skilled apiea in
“t fault, and that this unknown
Awmerican cavalryman s rightT Is it
not on the fuce of It Insanely Impos-
aible ™

“An American!”™ mused
much lmpressed by hor
yer wlmost hypnotic tones,
true, 1 had forgotten. I know the
American eharncler well. 1 lived In
New Jersey for ten miserable months.
And when 1 told the yokels there I
whs of lmperial blood they used to
laugh at mo and tell me ail men
ware equal, I might have known
buottor than to trust a man from such
W land, Perhaps you and De Moride
are right”

“Perhapu ™ she mocked reproach-
fully, *“If you begin to doubt us, In
whom ean you trust? 1f the word
nf an Ameriean captain of cavalry
Im to be tonken In preferenco to that
af your own wife''-—

Bhe kot no further. The tmperial
woeulhercoek had vetied In a guaty
Wust of wrath,

"You're right,” he cried.

Napoleon,
banlering
“That 1s

"1 wns a

fool. It is all & thick-headed blunder
or werst -on the part of this Yan
hee, What d'ye mean, fellow?’ ha

touared at me, shuking the papers in
my face, “"what d've mean by bring-

ing me o pack of lies like this? If
you're pot & triitor you're a fool,
You've Dbeen gulled by German

ngents,. Any one can seo that by
louking at theso lists of yours."

It was hopelons to say or do any-
thing. The man's ecrafty braln,
which had ralsed him from the low-
Iy position of polities]l exile and New
Jersey schoolmoster to the lmperial
throne of France, was fast losing is
uld power, b

The mortal dinease of which he was
o soon to die woas already upon him,
He was & weak, readily influenced
wiock of his old shrewd self., | saw
the helplessioss of It all, Yot 1
sought once more Lo right mysslf,

“Hire,” I excluimed, "l stuke my
lite on my report's accuracy,”

| —=
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"Plsh!" he aputtered. “What is the
lite of one boggurly ocavalry otficer
agaiost the fate of France? You've
been tricked, sir. Tha! is the beat 1
can say for you. So gullible a feliow
Is & disgruce to the wrmy, I advise

ou to send In your resignation be-
ore your blunders do any more dam-
uge.”

I whipped out my sword, The Em-«

«ror finched. Bo d4id De Moaride,
irenio  wlone was uwnmoved, and
eyed me with that wondrous, lnseru-
tible smile of hers.

Hefore De Meride could touch the
bell at his elbow I had broken the
biade of my sabre ncross my knee.

Dropping the pleces at the Em-
peror's fest | saluted and stamped
from the room.

Along the marble corridor and
down the wide stnirway | hastened,
my empty scabbard clattering
ngalnst the stones, my braln o moaze
of Impotent fury.

At peril of life I had brought my
Emperor tidings of vital impor: that

might well save him-—-and France
lu;‘o--:rom the pit yawning Jjust
ahead,

1 own I had hoped for promotion,
at the very least. Instead, mg re-
ward had been wile insult that 1
could not resent. 1 had incurred the
charge of belog a llur, a fool or &
traitor=—our all three, And my mil-
tary carcrer was ut an end,

I had looked forward to this war aas
n golden opportunity for high ad-
vancement; as & confilet whersy my
nviord might perhaps cleava for me o
path to the covetsd marshal’s baton.
Instead, | wan a discredited outcust,
A sirangor In & strange land,

And all because I bad served my
master overwoll,

Out of the palace 1 strode,
blindly stamped through the quiet
iarden paths, saecking to get away—
nnywhere—to outrun my furlous de-
wrnir—~to avold the alght of man,

Around a furn In the prim, hedge-
hordored gravel walk | wheeled, Then
I halted—brought up, all standing,
wnd momentarily sane again-—by thoe
night of a face,

and

CHAPTER I1.
The Wonder-Girl.

T wan a girl who barred the
narrow, twisting path bae-
for me. Even befors she
spoke | knew whe was an
Amerlean. Looking back

tha ascens, 1 reécall she waa

nn
dresscd us only Amaerican girls know
how to dress. Hut, at the moment,
1 saw nothing but her face,

I have #0in tivie odassla, regular

features, but never a countenance
whose Ineffable sweetlness so struck
to my very soul. On sight of 1t 1 felt,
I think, the same mad 1mpulss of en-
thusinsm that brought a whols vast
suldience Involuntarily to lts fest
when Handel's “Hallelujah Chorus™
wos firsg sung.

This praise sounds overdrawn (o
you, perbaps, But then you never
saw Madge Clay.

My red rage forgotien, T halted,
ptaring stupldly at the eirl, with the
nhsurd fantasy that—somewhere—
some  time—she and | lad met in
dreame,

Bhe, dn her parl, had stopped aa I
swung bHlindly round the cusve inilo

the path: agd she drew back a wtep
to avold colliding with me.

But now, as our eyes mot, & won-
dering look fashed over her face—Arst
doubt, then astonlshment, and last of
all & sudden rediant Joy that trans-
figured her.

“IMek!™ ahe cried, na 1 still stood
marvelling, “Dick Graome!™

Bafore I could reply or fairly grasp
her words she had taken an eager
atep forward, had thrown both arma
about my neok and had kissed mo,

No, 1t was not an \llusion or
heaven sent mirnge, Bhe kissed me.
Full on the mouth!

If 1t seems strange to you who read,
then judge wbat sffect It had on me—
when this tall, gloriously lovely mald-
en—an utter stranger to me—calied
me rapturously by & name nol my
own, and—kissed me,

Will you laugh at me when I say
my first clear wsensation was of
shame? Not shume for my own un-
heard of good luck; but for the hu-
millation this aweet American girl
must experience when she ashould
know of her mistake.

Of course, she had mintaken me for
some one dear Lo her. A brother; no
—a& swoetheart, Thore was nothing
slsterly in the Joyous amoze of her
grosting. I sought to ense the imposs
sible mituation us best | might.

“Pardon!™ 1 managed to say, as
her wrme relessod me, "1 am Ray
Benton, captaln In His Majesty's
Ninety-elghth Hussars, ["—

Hhe fell back., Mut there was no
mortified upology In her pained gaze,

"Why., Dick!" she eried In surprise,
“that lsn't a pretiy joke. Aren't you
glad to wee mo?"

"Gladder than for any sight that
bas met my eyes In yeurs" | blun-
dered impulsively, “"butl sorry beyond
words that I am not the fortunate
man you take me to be. 1 am Ray
DBoenton, an American, sorving in the
French cavalry., May 1 ask your for.
giveness for letting you make such a
divine error? And will you belleva
me when | promise to forget your—
your greeting? [ ne doubt have the

good luck to resembls some one
who''——

“Diek!" she cried with impatient
dospalr, “are you crazy? You can't
have forgotten my very looks in six
Ulitle months, You know | am Madge
Clay aa well as [ know you are Rich-
ard Graeme." °

“Madge Cloy? I schoed absently,

For agaln at the name the absurd
fancy selzed me that this wonder-gir)
aod [ had met In dreams,

Hhe winoed at my coloriess repetl-
tion of ber name, Then bher dark eyes
flashed.

“If I had not known you all my
life,” she murmured, her swest voloe
shaking, “If we had not boen enguged
for n whole yeir—it you had not told
me & thousand times that you love
me=—if | 4id not know you for & man
of stalpless honor—I should belleve
you wore taking this cruel, brutal
way of breaking our engage''—

“Miss Clay!” I erled. “You are
torturing yourself on my wretched
account, and falsely blaming some
honorable man who no doubt adores
you, Can't you ses 1 atn telllng you
the truth? Could any man who wan
not a lunatie pretend not to know
you unless he really didn‘t?

“I am Ray Henton, A hundred men
in Parls can verify that. The army
lists hers and In Alglers will quickly
prove 1t to you. Who the doubly
happy Richard Graeme may he | do
not know, though the nuame,
un you speak 1, seemis to have a
vaguely famillar sound to me. 1 have
no doubt rend It somowhere, 1 wish
to Heaven,” I added bitterly, "that 1
wore indeed he, In all this broad
carth thero is not one living soul who
oan show such joy at seeing me.”

“Oh, you are mad! Insana!" she
exclaimed. "1 know you as no one
clas does. | know your very mood
and exprossion. And you never could
protend so sucerssfully, Am | dreamn-
g, or have 1 too gone crasy? It s
nll & horrible nightmnre.”

“On the contrary,” I soothed her, it
i the gort of thing that huppenas every
day ln il old world of mistakes and
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surprisoa. Every man 1s sald to have
& double. It is ey lot, no doubl, to
look so much like your flunce that
after slx months of separation you
take me for him. Is he by any chunce
a French oMoer, too™

“No. He ls—you are—a caplain in
the United states army. A veleran
of the Civil War. A member of my
father's staff, You"——

“It was not my fortune to bear
arms for my own country,” sald I,
“and five yoars ago, when the Civil
War ended, I was sous-lleutenant of
cavalry In Alglera. My legal tarm of
service for France was not yet over
and [ could not have gone to America,
Indeed, I have pol beon la the United
Htates In—in—more years than 1 can
remember, As for'—

“Listen to me,” ahe broke In, lay-
lng on my arm & Mtile hand whose
magnetio  touch somebow  want
through my whole being. “Listan to
me” she went on, holding my eyes
with hers and speaking in the slaw,
compelling tone one uses In Imparting
o lesson to soms backward child.
“You have lost your senscs! How
you come to ba In French oavalry
uniform and cwlling yourself ‘Banton'
I do Aot know. But you are suffer-
Ing from some terrible daluslon; and
If buth our lives are not to be wrecked
I must rouss you from IL

“You left Amerlca—New York—just
#x monthy ago. Father and | camas
to the dock to aee you off. You oame,
by order of the Governmoent at Wash-
ington, to study French cavalry con-
ditlons, and to be on the apot In case
the rumored trouble beiwesn France
and Prussiae should devalop inte war,

"You wrote me regulariy—at fOrst,
Then for months | heard nothing from
you. But father told me you were no
doubt visiting ths varlous garrison
towns where the postel saystain was
defretive. Ho | Kept on Ltrusting you.
Then when news of the war cama,
and father and others of vur gKonerals
hurried over hers Lo watab the man-
ouuvres for the Uoevernmuent, | made
father Lring me along. This s vur
very first day in Paris. Father and 1
wWern walking to the Tulleries and he
stopped, back thers, to speak to an
old moguatlntance. 1 grew Lired of

walting. 8o | strolled on—and came
Tavi we favi with jou. Aud uuw Jua
dun't even know me!"

All at once the whole situation was
cloar, | wondered | had pot thought
of It befora. This glor.ous girl-—
whose sad oyes and broken voles hpd
wWrung my very soul—was & lunatic!
There was no other saxplanation.,

All her talk of & lost lover—her de-
talled account of hisn suppoaititious
career—her own present pilght—aill
woere explalned by this aingle theory.
bhe had mansged to glve her nurses
the alip and was walking abroad alone
in search of her Imaginury swoet-
heart.

I wan eonfirmed In this knowledge
by the fact that | had morn than onoe
seanned the full llats of the American
ofMoers on  governmental duly In
Parin, searching there for some fa-
millar namea.  And “Hichard Usasme”
was nowhere yn thoss lisis.

AL this sol', ay heart sohed the
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— Tl T | want perowsde her
be ek B R e s el geardi akb
baion wlownin e (e ave of wad Son
Ll

o B pare B o beagiifel demmenied
@ e mailb sbens

) Weirhsd 16 bor and w8 ahew B
apeak When mhe ca® —and iarved—
the «honge L6 W) Bl preatdien

“ARY ghe crisd T Vew aie bagid-
g to rememiaer T You de relem-
ber. [Hea ™

“Ben” | seidand the cansclatory
e checlnd W "l rememiar.  Neow
vu and | must go srsEhl e peur
’- camde  They will be asbivue 14 o
-_|l

Muw strangely pou speak!™ she
s s red Youre mot win Wit Le
poureed But this elowd Lhal hes
ghvel pour brain e LMisg a liilla
b wen Ihal. We iust goi you pesd
medival vare sud you'll seen e well
You poor oy -k and oul of your
wind (8 8 foreign land? Oh, the pity
of il 3 ihank Hesvan | mel you In

“Nou, paa” | soothed. *1t In wery,
vory fortunate, Now lel us buriy as
fant &8 o can Lo whers you Are stap-
g You kuow  (he address, of
course ™

Her greal syss wers hrum:u\u with
tearn | was in basto o gol her away,
AL ARy mowent the Ko bordered,
pociuded walk whore we stood might
be invaded Ly some party of gay of-
P oers—oach or all of whom she might
glaiin  as  the  mythicel “Migherd
Ciravme.™

“Cumie,” 1 repeated, "take my
won't you? Now where do you live

ek, wshe ¢ claamed, drawing
away from me, “What s 17 You
don't talk like an insats man. Hather
ws If It were | you thought crasy.

g9 i

flound the curve hurried rapld, Arm
footuteps. An elderly, heavily bullt man,
sprucely dresssd and  wearing Ih’
pweeping musteche and “Hurnsias
!lman then ao common In Amer-
can army ecirclos rounded the tura

4 enme up with us
wAt sight of tha girl confronted by A
stranger in French cavalry uniform
he halted In angry dismay, then

ushind belwesn us.

v Madge!” he demandad sharply, s
this forelgn puppy annoving you? If
—Lord blass my soull” he broks off,
rushing &t me and salzing both my
handn In dellghted grip. “It's Diek
Graema!  Dick, yon ald rascal, what
d'ya moan by dressing up lke &
Frenchy and growing a -u-tnﬂu"lnl
goatea? [ hardly knew you, lad!

| ——

CHAPTER IIl.

The Girl and the General.

HE old gentleman was pink

! | in the face with the pleas-

. ure the meeting gave him.

Every Inch of his portly

form, from tha ahiny patsnt

leather boots to the waving white

whiskers, seamed to exhale delight.
[ stood gaping at him like an idiot.

“Upon my word, boy!” he rumbled,
noting my blank expression. “You
don't seam sapecially tickled to meet
your old chlef. 1If your welcoms to
Madge wasn't any warmer, I don't
wonder her eyes are wet. What's the
matter? Have you two been quarrel-
Ing™"

“Father''—— began Madge,

Then her valce falled ber. She clung
to the old fellow's arm as to & havea
of refuge in a storm. From pink bis
face went red.

“What's thia?™ he demandad.
“IHore's & pretty scone after aslx
months' absence! Dick, will you ex-
plain "

Explain! My brain was dizay, My
comimon sense told me It was quite
tmpossible that two lunatics ahould
e abrosd In the Tullerles gardens
that morning with precisely the same
hallveination,

Ho | waas forced to ravert to my firatl
lden. I bore o marvellous resam-
binnes to one Richard Orasms, whom
they both knew-—and whose head at
thut moment of dire ambarrassment,
1 would bave tuken exquisite pleasure
In punching.

*“I'ho explanation was very simple,”
I wnswerad. “Miss Clay haw''—

“Miss Clay?" ho lnterrupted. "Next
you'll be calling me ‘GOsn. Clay' In-
stend of 'Chlef!” What'——

“Miss Clay,” | pursued stiffly, “hos
mistalien me for a Capt. Grasne of
the United Btates army, whom It ap-
pears, I ressmble.  You, air, have
ovidoently fallon into the same error.
May I offer vnce more my apolugles
for baving usconsclously caused
vltbor of you any embarrassment,
Bl v——

“You tulk ke a bouk,” snorted the

general, “Are you cragy or only
drunk? Or are you trylng to Le
funny '

My temper is never of the r.nngl.
putiant. Aud events that day had
uirnined it sorely.

“I wm nelther drunk pnor out of my
head,” I soapped; "and, with all my
alna, no one ever accused me of belng
& humorist. I repsat, there has been
s mistuke, which, though It was Do
fault of mine, I greatly regret. Par-
mit me'—

I wheeled about, strode along the
walk to ths point whers It meorge
in the bLuatiing avenus beyond. But
un | resched the end of the path Geu.
Cluy's buond was on my sboulder,

“Hold on, Diek—hold onl"
puffed, winded by his haste.

I stopped reluctantly. Had he been
sounger | should have shaken off his
detaining grasp and burrisd away.

“Hold on, lad!™ he repeuted,
“Madge Is In a terrible state about
your. She thioks you've loat your wits
or something, You can't leave us like
this. You and I fought slde by side
through the [asé two years of the
Civil War, and™—

“And you captured Lee at Appo-
mattox, whila I was buay catohing
Jefferson Davie and takivg ichmond

he
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My nams 0 hoss dars B
Grasme and pours wan I
Grasl s il perfoctiy
Sraps ar 1he Chinees
Buw that 've gdogitted
oaim. parbeps yuy wil|
way "

I bad the graee is b
Wy booreh. petiy sager,
the burt ook sn the oid
vhes ked my awhoard flaght

Bt remember | was ponree
that day The scens ol the palase

anawnre! the general
“you are pleassd te make fun of
wa both ence held ssered, and
surer at evenis and people
part of eur country’s history,
your affalr—not mine
deny you are Wohard Grasme,

old wtaff officer, and my only dangh-
1er's Hanos, then (e malter doss son-

corn me. | want an saplanation; and
you must give "

“I have already sxplained In fall,”
I replied more quistly. “I am Caph
Ttay MPenton of the Ninsty-sighth

tuarters and prove it. You and Miss
Clay declare | parted with you beth
slx monthes ago. Hix months age |
was quartersd at Alglers, as my com-
raden thevs can teatify, [ had been
there for years, Who Richard Grasme
may bs [ don't know; nor am [ pe-
sponsibla for my ohance likensss o
Him. My only regret in the affalr s
that I seam to have caused your
daughiar keen sorrow. | wish I might
soms way atons for that"”

He wan studying my facs rather
than my words. Now abruptly he
sald:

“You eame direct to Parla from Al
glem™

“I 414, 1 was transferred to the
Ninety-elghth from the"—

“You say you served for years ia
Algiars. How many years?' )

“I=I don’t remember. You will ind
the record at'——

“Don’'t remember how long yeu

morved there? When wers you last In
America?"

“l=1 don't recall.
ago that"—

“Hince the Civil War?"

“No sir. It was, of courss, many
years befors that. In my boyboed
Bo long ago that the events are
blurred In my memory."”

“You are not Richard Grasma, you
say, and"-—

“I have told you again and again
that I am not.”

“And yot you have his face, e
volce, his every sxpression.”

"“*The likeness must indeed be
r—

“Likeneas?™ he scoffed. “Many =
man looks like soms other. But oaly
In story books oan that likeness con-
tinuo to decelve Lis best friends whea
they see him at close range and hear
bim speak. This is not & question of
‘Ukencss.’ You are Iichard Grasme,
& Clvil War veteran, and formerly of
my staff. And you are engaged to
my daughbter., What U mean
thfn Quevr pose 1 do Ilul.’:n". but
Mudge's pake | mean o find out.™

There wuas & truculence, an
threut In hiv deep voles, It
m{\ newly allnyed anger,

4a Lhis some unusually clever ad-
Voulurer—suime awindler who waas
Playing s deep game of bis own, with
mysull as his vicum? Parls was
theu alive with such gentry,; no
far-fetched romance could exaggerate
easures they
in order to gain lhqr

1 lovoked more closely at
old man who called ,Iumu‘?l. m“.
Clay, and who clisimed such close ao-

AQuaintance with me. From him my
suspiclons glance shifted to Madge's
pale, wisersble face ws she rejolned
us,

Nul That girl was no sw
decoy. n thy most prejudiced
of Justioe those honest dark eyes
hers would huve glven the lie to
W charge.

And yel—

A rageed cheer rose from the
tering Kroups on the avenus
the street, with loud Jlagl
Wl moovuterments trott -
gorgevusly attired officers, One or
two In genaral's uniform.

In the bovy thure was but ons In
civilian dress—a little, soldierly, black
clad man, who managed his restive
roan horse with the consummate skill
ut’l":; bm-lnl v.;u.lu loader.

o little man's lerel oyes
chanced to rest for anphuu:{ on us
Un wWa stood wt the entrance to the
pitth. At onco he relned his roan out
of the fest-trotting cavaleade, darted
Moross pavement and sidewalk, relnsd
W & pecomd Just In fromt of ua,
saluted In gay famlliority, and oried:

“"Welcoune ta  Parls, Gen. !
Miss Clay, | shall hope for
pleasura of calling on you befors we
start for the front"

With & wave of his band he had
Fulloned aff 1o reinin his companions
isuving me looking after him in pew
wuondar,

For 1 had at once recognised the
livtle rider In clvilian dress. Thers
Wwas not an officer in all Parls who
liwd not meen and admired this most
Uistingulahed guest of the French na-
tion,

“"You know that man? queried Gen. «
L) .;:

“Yea—by sight. It ls the American
Keneral, Phil Sheridan.”

“Under whom you served in the
llhc‘:mdonh Valley " :

"Whom | nover saw until he came
to Paris,” 1 retorted.

But thers was tow less an
no suspleion in my tone, Ta'
whom Phil 8heridan had so
halled aa & brother-in-arms
surely be no mers "

It was a0 long
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