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(Continued from last week)
BYNOPSIS,

CHAPTER 1-Scarlett, an American
soldier of fariune in the ewploy of tne
Amperial Police at the outbrink
ef the Franco: Prussian War, I8 ordered to
arrest John Buckhurst, s leader of the
Cotnmunists, who s suspodted of having
®tolen the French erown weld, While
wearching for Huckhurst Scariett Is or-
to nrrest Countess de Vassart and
ETOUp Of socialists snd escort them

o Lhe Belglan border.

CHAVPTER fAndas Bylvia
Elven of the Odeon disgulsed as & pois-
ant and oarries hor to Trappe, whem
the countems und her friende arg sesein-

11 -Beaurlett

CHAPTER [II-All are arrested. The
ocountess saves Bearintt from ' (aisl il
fromn the roof of the houst. He dr nuunces
Buckhurst as the leader of the Heds vk
the countess vonducts him to wiiers Buck-
hurst is secreted,

head against the solid stone, while
the blank, throbbing seconds pasaed.
The Countess stood there, shocked
and breathless. 1 saw her slesve In
Tags, nnd the snowy skin all brulsed
beneath,

What irony lurks in blind chance
that 1 should owe this woman my
life—this womun whose home I had
eome 10 confiscate, whose friends I
had arrested, who hersell wns now
my priconer, destined to the shame of
axile!

Perhnps she divined my thoughts—
I do not know—but she turned her
troubled eves to the arched window,
where a palnted saint imbedded in
golden gloss knell and beat his breast
with two hnavy stones,

“Mateme," 1 sald slowly, “your cont
age and your goodness to me have
made my taik o heavy one, Can 1
lighten It for you In any manner?”

She turned townrds me, almost tim- |

idly. “Could I go to Morsbronn be
fore—befora | cross the frontier? 1
have & house thers; there are a few
things [ would like to take—"

She stopped ehort,,secing, doubtiess, '

the pain of refusal in my face. “But, |
after all, it does not matter, I Bup-
posa your orders are formal

“Ye#, madame."

“Then It |6 & matter of honor?

“A soldler I8 always on his honor;
a soldier's davghter will understand
that™

“I underatand,” she gaid, [

We had stopped, by a mutual {m-
pulsie, at the head of the stone ltalr-l
WAY. |

“Why do you shelter such a man
a8 Jobn Bueckhurst?" 1 asked, abruptly.

8he ralsed her eyes to me with per
foct compoaure,

“Why do you ask? ‘

“Because 1 have come here l‘romi
Parle to arrest him. |

Bhie bent her head thoughtfully snd
lafd the tips of her fingers on the
sculptured balustrade.

“To me," whe sald, “thera's no such
thing s a political orime.”

“It 18 not for a political erime that
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For answer she stepped across the
ball and laid one hand against the
blank wall. Then, reaching upward,
fhe drew from between the ponderous
blocks little strips of stosl, colored
ke mi.tar, dropping them to the
Stone floor, where they rang out
When she had flung away the last
one, she #tepped back and eet her
frall shoulder to the wall; instantly
A muss of stone swung silently on an
unseen plvol, a yellow light streamed
out, and there was a tny chamber,
illuminated by a lamp, and & man just
rising from hie chair.

CHAPTER Iv.
Prisoners.

“This |s Monsleur Bearlett, of the
Imperial Military Police,” sald the
Countess, in a clear volce, ending with
that slightly rising Inflection whieh
demands an answer, [

“Mr, Buckhurst," 1 sald, *I am an
Inspector of Mllitary Police, and 1
cannot begin to tell you what a pleas-
ure this meeting I8 to me." |

I stepped forwnrd and placed him
formally under arrest, touching him
slightly on the shoulder. He did not
move a musels, yet, beneath the thin
cloth of hig count | could d'yine a
frams of {ron. “You have not asked
me why I arrest you," 1 suggested,

“and, monsieur, T must ask vou Lo
Step back from that table—quickl—
don't move!—not one finger!™ |

For a second he looked into the
biitrel of my plstol with concentrated
composure, then glanced at the table
drawer which he had jerked open, A
revolver lay shinlng among the litter
of gluss tubes and papers in the!
drawer,

The Countess, too, saw the revolver |
and turned an astonlshed face to my
prisoner,

“Who brought you here?" asied
Duekburst quistly of me.

“I'did,” snid the (lountess, her volca]
almost breaking. !

Slowly Buckhurst turned his eyes|
on the Countess; the faintest gilmmer |
of white teeth showed for an !munll

| between the gray llnes that were his

lips.

“So you brought this man here?” he
sald. "Oh, I am glad to know it"

“Stop! Stand back from that tablel™
I cried

“I beg your pardon,” he sald, coollr‘|

“Madame,” gald I, without taking
my eyeés from him, “in & community
dedicated to peace, a revolver {8 an
anachronism. So 1 think—if you move
I will shoot you, Mr. Buckhurst!—eo |
| think I had better take it, table
drawer and all—"

“Stop!" sald Buckhurst,

“Ob no, 1 can't stop now," sald 1
cheerfully, “and If you attempt to up-

8ot that lamp you will make a sad

mistake, Now walk to
Turn your back!
With the

the door! |
Go slowly!—hnit!*™
table-drawer under one

Wwe want John Buckhurst,” 1 sald, arm and my pistolhand swinging, 1

watching her. “It is for a civil out- followed Buckhurst oot Into the hall.

mge." Under the trees on the lawn, be !
Her face wae ke marble; bar  gign the driveway, | saw Dr, Delmont

hands tightened on the fretted oary. standing, blg, bushy head bent

ing. thoughtfully, hands clasped behind
“What erime Is be chargad with? his buek,

ahe asked, without moving, Near him, Tavernler and Bagard
“Ho Is charged with being a com- were fting & few boxes into a furm-

mon thief,” | said Wagon, But there were yel no signs
“It 18 brutal to make such & of the escort of gendarmes which had

charge!™ she said, "Will you pledgs | boen promised me

me your honor that If he answers Ad Buckhuret sppoared, walking all

satisfactorily W that false chirge of slone abend of me, Dr. Delmont looked

theft. the government will let him  up with & bitter luugh

R o= [ “Muossieurs,” 1 eald, cocking and

“I will take It upon myaell to do
80" wnid I, “Mut what in Heaven's
nam+ 18 this e o you, madame?
He l& a militant anarchist, whone

ereet s not yours, whoge propaganda
teaches merciless violenco, whose pro-
gramme s Lereadr,"

8he was gneivg at me with dilated
oyes, her hands holding tight to the
balustrade.

"Md you not know that?” I asked,

[

“Stop! 3tand Back From That
Tablel”
astonished,

“No," she sald.

“You are not aware that John Buck-
hurst Is the soul and center of the
Bellaville Rede™

“I¢ Is—It Is Inlsnl" alie stammered.

“No, madame, it 18 true. He wears

s mask here; he has decelved
g Bockhurst will acswer for

L B

|

uneocking my pistol, “it is not because

Delmont armagged the young Count

leaning over me; a third came up,

Elven and Tavernier followed; Buck- | of earbolle In the ali,

hurst ran to the carriage and lsaped
in

“No resistance!” bellowed Delmont, |

&5 BHazard snatched up the plstol 1
had taken from Buckhurst. But the
invalld had already fired at a borse-
man, and bad gone down under the
merciless hoofs with & lance through
his face.

My first Impulse wae to shoot Buck-
hurst, and 1 started for him. I ran
past Bazard's trampled body and fired
&t an Ublan who had pelzed the
horses which were altached to the
carriage where Buekburst sat

Again 1 ran around the wagon,
through a clump of syringa bushes,
and up the stone steps to the terrace,
and after me galloped one of thoss in.
comparabie cossack riders—an Uhlag,
lance In rest, setting his wiry lttle
horse to the stone steps with a loud
“Hourra!"

It was o stesp a grade for the
gallant horse. 1 flung my pistol In
the animal's face and the poor brute
reared stralght up and fell backward,
rolling over and over with his unfor-
tunate rider, and falling with a tre

 mendous splash into the pool below,

“In God's name stop that!” roared
Delmont from below. "Olve up, Scar
lett! They mean us no harm!”

“Come down, bussar!™ called an of-
ficer. “We respect your uniform.”

“Will you parley!" 1 aaked, Nsten-
Ing intently for the gallop of my
promised gendarmes. If 1 could only
Eain time and save Buckhurat,

"Foulez-fous fous rendre? Oul ou
non?" shoutsd the offlcer, In his ter
rible Prench,

“Eh bien, non!" I erled, and
ran for the chatesu. As ! gained the
doorway they shot at me, but | only
Aed the fuster, springing up the stale
wny. TWere T gtood, saber In hand
ready to etop the firut man, .

Up the smirs rushed three Uhlnns,
sabers shinfog in the dim light from
the window behind me: 1 fnfd my
forefiiger fiat on tho binde of my
afier and shortaned my arm for &
thrust—then there cnme a blinding
flamh, a roar, and | was down, tryfug
o rise, untll & clinched fist struck
me in the face and I fell fiat on my
back,

They got me out to fle terrace, and
earried me to the lawn. Omne of the
men brought o cup of water from the

| pool,

“Herr Rittmelster,” I sald, I'ainu‘ |
had a prisoner here: he should be in
the earriage. Is he?"

The officer walked briskly over to
the carriage. “Nobody here but two
women and & scared peasant!” he
called out,

Two soldiers lifted mae agaln and
bore me away in the darkness. | was
perfectly conscious,

And all the while I was lietening for
the gallop of my gendarmes, not that
I cared very much, now that Buck-
hurst was gone,

SBuddenly the chapel bell of La
Trappe rang out & startling peal; the

She Filled My Cap With River Water,

Prussian captain shouted: “Stop thut
bell!  Shoot every civillan in the

| i ] (] 1 - " .

thls minn 18 a dangerous political erim: house!™ But the Ullans, “h_" rushod

. up the terrace, found the great doors

lnnl, that the government hus sent boltad i e lower whidow
me hérs to arrest bim . . . or kil a oA - .

him. It I8 becsuse he I8 a common
thief, a thief, . . . a thief
who ateals erucifixes, « « lke this
one-""

I brushed aside a plle of papers In
the drawer and drew out a big gold
tructfix, marvelously chiseled from a
lump of the solld metal, , , . *
thiet” I contlnned, “who strips the
diamonds from crucifizes, ., . . a8
this hue besn stripped, « « and
who sells a single stone to & Jew In
Strasbourg, named Fishel Cohen, . ., .|
now in prison to confront our friend
Buckhurst.”

In the dead silence 1 heard Dr. Dal-
monut's heavy breathing. ’I‘avomler‘l
Eave a dry sob and covered his fuce
with his hands. The young Countess |

screened with steel shutters,

On the hattlements of the south
wing a red radlance grow brighter;

somebody had thrown wood Into the
Iron basket of the anclent
and set fire to it

beacon,

“That teaches ma & lesson!” bawled

the enraged Riltmelster, shaking his

fist up at the brightening alarm signal,

An Ulilan laid & heavy hand on the
shoulder of the listening Countess;
ghe tried to draw back, but he pushed
her brutally into the earriage, and sha
stumbled and fall into the cushions
beslde me

Fever had already begun to turn my
head; the jolting of the carriage
brought me to my sensos at times. It
I ¢could only have falnted, but 1 could

not, and the agony grew so Intanse
gtood motionless, frightfully white, | =
staring at Buckhurst, who had foldeq | that I bit my lip through to choke the

his arms

Buekburst looked at we, long
enough to sae that the end of hia rope |

#cream that stralped my throat

Once—It was, I think, very near diy-
broak—l1 came out of & dream In

Bad come, Then be alowly turned His {which I was swimming through oceans

doadly eyes on the girl before him.

Scarlet to the roots of her hair, she
stood there, utterly etunned. Then
the wsudden double beat of horses'
hioofs broke out mlong the svenud be-
low, and, through the red sunset 1
faw & dozen horsemen come écamper
Ing up the drive towdrd us. At the
game moment | stepped out Into the
driveway to sigoal the riders, ralsing
my hand.

Instantly & pistol flashed—then an-
other and another, and a dozen harsh
voloes elouted: “Houura! Hourra!
mmtu

“Mflle tonnarre!” roared Delmont;
“the Prussishs are herel”

“Look .

e -iyingon w tabile

of water, drinking as 1 ewam. The car

rlage had stopped,

"Are you suffering? came n low
voles, close to my ear,

“Madnme, oould T have a Iittle wa

ter! 1 muttered,

Very gently sho lald me back. |
wns entirely without power to move
balow my walst, or to support my
body.,

Bhe flled my eap with river water
and held It while I drank After |
had my fill she bathed my face. pass-
ing her wet hands through my halr
and over my eyes. The carriage
moved op snd [ fainted,

CHAPTER V.

u.--p-u
MIM&-m

The map with ths hesln mede a
horrld grimace when he ceught my
eve; his face wns a curlous goldes
vellow, his eyes jet bjack, and at first
1 took him fur a fever phantom.

Then my bewildered ever fantened
on his scarlet fex, pulled down over
his left ear, the aky-blux Zouave
jacket, with [ts bright-yellow ara-
besques, the canvas breeches, logzings
Inced close over the thin ehins und
ankles of an Arab, And 1 Lnew ulm
for & soldler of African rifi¢ men, one
of those brave childrag of the desert
whom we called "Turcos,” and whose
falth in the greatness of France had
never faltered sinee the first blue bat-
tallon of Africa was formed under tha
eagles of the First Empire,

“Hallo, Mustapba!™ 1 eadd, laintly;
“what are they dolng v me now?™

The Turco's golden-bronve vieage re-
laxed; he saluted me,

“Macache enbir,” he sald; “they
plcked & bullet from your splne, my
{nspactor.”

An officar In the uni®irm of & staff
surgeon came around the table whore
I was lying.

“A millimeter farther and that bul-
let wonld have cracked your spine.
Remember that and keep off your
feat. Ouf! The cannon are tuning
up!"™ as & tearrible discharge shatternd
the glass In the window punes heside
me,

“Where am [, doctor?' I asked

“"Parblen, In Morsbrona! Cag't yon
hear the orchestrs, slm-bam-zim! The
Prusslans are playing thelr Wagner
music for us, Hers, awallow this, How
do you feel pow 1"

“Sleepy. Did you say a day or two,
doctor?”

“I sald & week or two—perhaps
louges, I'll look i thia svening It
'm not up to my chin lu amputations.
Take these overy hour if in paln. Go
to aleep, my son."”

As | lay there on my long, cashioned
chalr, burning with that insatiable
thirst which, to thoroughly appreciate,
one must be wounded, the door opened
and a Tureo soldier came into the
room and advanced toward me on tp-
Lo,

I beckoned him, and the tall,
brongzed fellow came up, smiling, show-
g his snowy, pointed tselh under @
erisp beard.

“Water, Mustapha,” 1 motloned with
atiffened lips, and the good fellow un-
slung bis blue water-bottle and set it
to my burning mouth.

"Merel, mon brave!" I sald. “May
you dwell in Paradise with All, the
fourth Caliph, the Lion of God!"

The Turco stared, muttered the Tok-
bir In a low volce, bant and kissed
my handa,

“"Were you onee an officer of our
African battallons?" he asked, in the
Armb tongua

“Sous-Mficier of spabi cavalry,” 1
sald, smiling. "And you are s Kabyle
mountaineer from Constantine, 1 ses”

"It 18 true ae | recite the fatha"
cried the great fellow, beaming on me

The musio of his long-lorgotten
tongue refreshed me; old scenes and
memories of the camp at Oran, the
never-to-be-forgotten cavalry with the
scarlet cloaks, rushed on me thick wad
fast; Incidents, trivial matlers of the
bazaara, faces of comrades dead, cams
fo me In fiaghes. My oyes grew molst,
my throat ewelled, 1 whimpared:
Glve me a drink, In Qod’s name!"

Apain he held up the blue water-
bottle, After a moment [ anld: "“Te it
& battle or a bousculade? But 1 need
uot nsk; the cannon tell me snougl
Are they storming the helghts, Mus
tapha?" .
“Muciuche comprendir,” gald the sol-
dier, dropplng into patols, “Thers (s
much noise, but we Tutcos are here in
Morsbronn, and we have seen pothing
but sparrows."

“Are you detailed to look after met"

He said he was, and I Informed him
that I needod nobody: that it wie
much more Important for everybody
that he should rejoin his battallon |
the atreot below, whers even now 1
could hear the Algerian bugles blow-
ing a sllvery sonnerie—'"Garde =a
vous!"”

“I am Salah Ben-Ahmod, a mara
bout of the Third Turcos” he sald,
proudly. “Have I my Inspector's per
mission to go?"

“Go, Balah Ben‘Ahmed, the mara:
bout," sald I, lanughing.

The moldler stiffened to attention:
his bronzed hand flew to his searlet
fer, and, “Saluts! O my inspector!”
he erled, eonorougly, and was gone at
a bound,

I bad been lying there motlonlese
for an hour, my head on my hand,
eniveling, when thers came a knock
at the door, and I hastily butfoned my
blood-stalned shirt to the throat, threw
a tunic over my shouldera, and eried
“Come in!”

A trick of memory and perhaps of
physteal weaknoss had driven from
my mind all recollection of the Count.
ess de Vaspart since 1 had come to my
senses under the surgeon’s probe. Bui
at the touch of her fitgers on the
door outslde, I knew that it could be
nobody but my Countess,

Bhe enterad nolselessly, bearlng a
bowl of broth and some bread: but
when she gaw me sltting thers with
eyes and nose all red &nd swollen from
sniveling whe set the bowl on a table
aud hurried to my side,

“What Is 1t? Is the paln so dread
ful 7 she whispered, !

"No—oh no. I'm only a fool, and
qulte hungry, madame."

and a glass of the most exquinite wine
I ever tasted—a wine that seemsd to
rmm he whole room with its

Bhe brought the broth and bread

canopy above the bed. “Do you know,
oss to the shelter of an elm; Bylvia | holding & basip. There was an odor Madame la Comtesse

“l1 ought to,” she mald, falntly
amused, "1 was born In this room.
It was to this house that 1 desired to
come belore—my exile

After a silence 1 sald, "1 wish I
could look out of the window.”

She went to the window and folded
up the varnighed blinds,

“How dreadful the ecannonade Is
growing, she said. “Wait! don't
think of moving! I will push you
close to the window, where you can
see.”
| Lying ther, watching the slow
shadows crawling out over the slde
walk, 1 had been for some minutes
thinking of my friend Mr. Buckburst,
when 1 heurd the young Countess stir
ring in the room behind me,

“You are not golng to be & eripple?”
she sald, a8 1 turned my head,

“0Oh no, indeed!” sald L

“Nor die?" she added, seriously.

“"How could & man die with an angel
straight from heaven to guard him?
Pardon, I am only grateful, not {mper-
tnent” I looked at her humbly, and
ghe looked st me without the slightest
expression.

"Are you English, Monsler
lett?" she asked quistly.

“Amerloan, madame."

"“And yet you take service under an
smperor."

“l have taken harder service than
that.”

"Of necessity 1"

“Yes, mudame,”

She was sllent.

“Would it nmuse you to hear what
I bave been?" I said, smillng,

"That In not the word,” she psaid,
quletly. "“To hear of hardeblp helps
one to underatand the world"™

Suddenly a shall fell into the court.

yard opposite, bursting lmmediately
in n cloud of gravel which ralned
agulnst our turret Hke hall,

SBtunned for an instant, the Countess
atood there motionless, her face turned
towards the window. [ struggled o
ait upright,

"Whare ia the safest place for us
o atay? she asked. Her volce was
perfectly ateady,

"ln the cellar,
onee,"

Bang! A shell blew up in a shower
of slates and knocked a chimney Into
a hesap of bricks.

“Do you Insist on staying by that
loop-hole?" she asked, without a quiver
In her voles,

“Yes, I do,” sald L “wil you go
to the cellar?

“No," she sald, shortly.

I saw her walk toward the rear of
the room, hesitate, sink down by the
edgo of the bed mnd lay ber face In
the plllow.

Shells ralned fast on Morsbronn:
nearer and nesrer bellowed the guna;
the plaster cefling above my head
eracked and fell in thin flakes, filling
the room with an acrid, smarting
duet. Down the street a dull sound
Rrew into a steady roar; the Turcos
dropped piek and shovel and melzed
their rifles,

“Oarde! Garde u vous!™ rang their
startled bugles; the tumult increassd
to a swelling uproar, shouting, cheor
Ing, the c¢rash of shutlers and of glaas,
and—

"The Prussiana!” bellowed tho cap-
taln. “Turcos—charge!"

His volce wad lost: a yvelling mass
of soldlery burst into view; splked
helmets and biiyonats  glittering
through the smoke, the Turcos wer
whirled about ke brilltant butterfiies
in & tornado; the fugilinde swelled to
a stupefying din, exploding in one
terrible crash; and, wrapped In lHght-
nlug, the Prusslan onset nisged,

From the stairs below cams the
goumd of a voleeless struggle, the
trample aud panting and clioking of
steel, till of a sudden a voloe burst
out Into & dreadful streaming. A shot
followed—sllence—another slot—then
the suirs outside shook tnder the
rueh of mounting men.

As the doot burst open 1 felt o
touch on my arm; the Countess de
Vassart stood orset and pale, one glen.
der, protecting hand resting lightly on
my shoulder; a lleutenant of Prusslan
Infantry confronted us.

"I do not bave you thrown Into the
street," ho sald to me, In axeellent
French, "because there hus been no
firlng from the windows in this wvil
lage. Otherwise—other mepsures, Ba
at ease, madame, I shall not harm
your Invalld."

Under*the window strident Prusslan
bugles wera blowing & harsh s
mons; the young officar stepped to the
Ioop-hole and looked out, then hastily
romoved his helmet wnd (hrust his
blond hesd through the #moky aper
ture. “March those prisoners in be
low!" he shouted down,

A moment later came a trample of
feet on the landing outside, the door
wag flung open, and three Prisoners
were brutally pushed fnto the room.

1 tried to turn anfl Jook at them;
they stood fn the dusk near the bed,
but I could only make out that one

Sear

1 beg you to go at

was & Turco, Jig Jucket In Tags, his
canvas breeches covered with mud.

Agaln the lNeutenant CAmMe to the
loop-hole and glanced out, then shook
his head, motloning the soldiory bnok

“It s oo high and the arg of fire
too Hmited” he said, shoruy, “Detai]
four men to hold the stairs, ten men
and a sergsant In the room helow, and
you'd better take your prisoners down
there. Bayonet that Tureo tiger |t
ha shows his teeth agaln, March !

As the prisoners fled out | turned
once more and thought | recognized
Salah Ben Ahmed in the dishevolad
Turco, but could not Le certain, so
digfigured and tattered the soldisr ap-
peared.

Under the windows the flat, high.
pitched drums began to rattle; deap
voices shouted; the whole street un-
dulsted with masees of gray.snd.hi--

uniforms, moving torward through the
#moke. A superb regimental hand pe
ghn to play; the troops broke out into
heavy chearing.

“Vorwarts! Vorwarts!” came the
steady commands,

“The invasion has begun,” 1 eaid,

Her face was expressionless, save
for the brightness of her syes,

Buddenly s company of ploneers ar-
rived on the doublequick, balted, fell
out, and began to break down the
locked doors of the houses on elther
eide of the street. At the pame time
Prussian Infantry came hurrylng past.
dragging behind them dozens of vehi-
oles, lopg hay-wagons, gardeners’
carts, heavy wheelbarrows, even a
dingy private carringe, with tarnished
lamps, rocking orazily on rusty Eprings

The soldiers wheeled these wagans
into a double line, forming n complate
chaln across the atrest, where the Tur
cos had commenced to dig their ditch
and breastworke—a harricade high
enough to check a chargs, and oun-
nlugly srranged, too, for the wooden
abatis ocould not be seen from the
easlern end of the strest, where n
charge of French Infantry or cavalry
muet enter Morsbronn If {t entered
at all,

“Somsthing ia going to happen,” I
#said, us a group of smartly uniformed
offirers appeared on the roof of the
opposite houss and hastily sersmbled
to the ridgepole.

A colonel of infantry, splendidy
mounted, drew bridle under our Toop
hole nnd looked up at the officers on
the roof across the WAY,

“Attention, you up there!” he shout-
ed. "Is it Infantry

“No!” bawled an officer, hollowed
hand to his cheak. “It's thelr brigade
of heavy cavalry coming like an eartl-
quakel™

“The culrassieral™ 1 erfed, olectri-
fled. “It's Michel's cuirassiora, '
dame! And—oh, the barricude!” |
groaned, twisting my ficgers In hein
688 rage. “Thevll be caught fn a
trap; they'll dle lke files In that
streat”

Bhe sprang to her feot. stood a
moment, then stepped swiltly forward
into the angle of the tower,

“Loolk there!" sha erlod. in Lerror.

"Push my ehalr—quicki!® 1 enid.
She dragged it forward.

An old house nerosg the street,
which had been on fire, had collapsed
into & mere meund of slute, charred
beams, and plusier. Through the
brown heat whiok quivered above the
rulns I could see out into the country
And what 1 gaw was a llne of hilly,
crowinid with smoke, a rolling atretoh
of mendow below, set here and  there
with shottorn trece and hoppoles,
nnd over this uneven ground two ogi-
monts of Prench culrassiers and two
squisdrone of lancors moving slowly
farward as though on parnde,

The culrassiers moyed on glowly,
the sun a blindine vheet of fire on
thalr armor; now nd then a horan
tosged his beautify! nead, now and
then a steel helmet turmed, fsshing.

Griefstricken, 1 groaned alond:
"Madame, thore rides the [inest eav-
alry in the world!—to annihilation.'

How could 1 know that they were
coming deliberately (o sacrifice them-
Kelves T—thnt they rode with death
heavy on thelr goyls, knowing well
there was no hope, understanding that
they were to die to save Lhe frag-
ments of A& beaten army?

“Thay are doomed, like thelr fa-
thers," 1 muttered—"gons of (he oul-
rasilere of Waterloo, Look, madame!
Look on the men of France! You say
you do not understand the narrow love
of country! Look!"™

“It 18 too pititul, too horrible” she
fnld, hoarsely, “How the horses tall
In the meadow!”

“They will fall thicker than that
In this street)”

“See!" sha cried; “they have begun
to gallop! They are coming! Oh, I
cannot look!—I—ecannot)"

Far away, n thin ary sotnded above
the cannon din: the doomed culras-
slers were cherlng, It was the first
charge they had ever mnde; nobody
had aver eeen cavalry of their arm on
any baitle-field of Burope sinoe Wa-
terloo,

Now among the thicket of hop-vines
long lnes of black aroee; there was n
flagh, u belt of smoke, ntiother flogh—
then the metallle rattle of bullety on
steal brenst-pintes, Entire ranim of
culrasilers wont down In the smoke of
tha Prussian rifiee, the sinister elash
and crash of falllng armor filled the
alr, And, above the Infernal fracas
rose the heavy cheering of the
doomed riders,

Into the deep, narrow street wheeled
the humemen, cholking rosd and gide-
walk with thelr galloping sguadrons,
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