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CHAPTER L

HAT a beautiful girl!”

cried Lieutenant Ar-

mand Guillet to his

friend, Rene Dumontier,

as the two young men

balted and gazed after
the fair creature who had flitted by them
almost like a vision in a dream. *“I never
saw a sweeter face,” continned Guillot,
“and no grass shall grow under my feet un-
tit 1 have made her acquaintance. Yon
surely must know her, Rene?”

“ Only by sight,” replied Dumontier;
“ but tuke care, my boy, or we shall be
rivals, for it was love at first sight with me,
too. Iler name is Madeleine and she’s the
daughter of Maitre Zephyvre, the weaithy
farmer of Bose-Mesnil near this city. An
only chiid, she bas been carefully educated,
and is said to be as clever and lovable as
she is beantiful; but a bit of a coquette
withal.”

Rene Dumontier was the son of one of
the leading notaries in the old city of Yve-
tor, in the north of France, so famous in
song and history as constituting a little
kingdom all by itself. The story is a
strange one: It seems that the Frencl: King,
Clotaire, slew one of the Lords of Yvetot
before the very altar of the cathedral of

Soissons, and, to make amends for his ter-
rible crime, decreed that the Lords of
Yvetot should thereafter and until the end
of time ve real Kings, Kings of Yvetot,

Ii is one of these good little Kings of
Yvetot whio has always been such a favorite
with French pcets and been held np by
them in strong contrast to the real Kings,
who seemingly take such pleasurein taxing
and oppressing their people anddriving them
off to be slain in useless wars.

Lieutenant Guillot bad just graduated
from the military school and was very
proud of the gold Iace of his handsome uni-
form, which set off to fine advantage his
erect and graceful carriage. His apple-red
cheeks and warm gray eyes, huwever, were
in strong contrast to the pale and scholarly
face of his friend Dumoentier, whom he was
now visiting, Dumontier’s father being his
guardian.

Guiliot had passed very little of his lifein
Yvetot and hence it was quite natural that
he should bave turned to his friend for in-
formation concerning the beautiful Made-
leine. As the farmer’s daughter disap-
peared in the distauce, a strange silence fell
upon the young officer und he walked along
with his gaze fixed upop the ground.

“Come, come, Armand,” said the notary’s
son; “don’t take this thingso mueh to heart,
You're a soldier and you’ll win the love of
maidens as easily as the bays of victery.
Soldiers and sailors, you know, are pro-
verbially heartless. Love-making is a mere
pastime witi them.”

‘Tut, tut, Rene,” replied his friend.
“Dou’t speak so lightly of this matter. I
tell you 1 love that girl madly, and although
t may be love at first sight, yet that’s the
wost dangercus kind, so I'm told. It’s ke
a shot at close range; it tears its way
through with terrible etfect.”

Again a dead silence came upon the two
friends as they crossed the publie square in
the grand old town and directed their foot-
steps toward the club-rooms. 1t was early
in the afterncon and very few members had
made their appearance. The notary’s son
Jed the way into the reading-room, and,
strange to say, the two young men instinet-
ively drew apart and took seats on opposite
sides of the room. They both unhooked a
fil» of papers from the rack and seemed to
be suddenly deeply engrossed in reading,
but a keen observer would not have failed
to notice that it was a mere semblance of at-
tention, that in reality neither of them was
reading a word. It was a mere pretext on
the pari of each to enable him to think
calnly over ths adventure of the half-Lour
just passed and the words which it had
prompted each to speak to the other.

The notary’s son had bsen flippant, al-
most jestful. Was it not a mere sabter-
fuge? Did h» not mean to throw his friend
off his guard in order the better to outstrip
him in his race for Mad-leine’s heart? As a
rule, Rene was anyihing but fliprant. To
him life was an earnest problem—so
earnest, in fact, that he had thus far
broughit to naught all the efforts of his
father, th.e ¢1d notary, to inveigle him into
marriage. Iene would not be huriied; he
wanted time to think the matter over. The
voung officer knew all this, and hence had
he been particularly struck by his friena’s
banter and scoffing. It startied him. He
found himself gaziug blankly atthe news-
paper which he was holding up before his
eyes, and with a sudden impulse he tossed
the file of papers aside, sprang up and
walked to where the notary’s som was
sitling,

“Rene!” excliimed Gnillot solemnly, so
ico!fj?mly that his fritnd was quite startled
by it.

“For heaven’s sake, Armand,” answered
Dumontier; “what’s the matter? You
really frightened me. 1 didn’t hear your
step. I was thinking about Madeleine.”

The voung officer fairly stazgered as this
name struck his ear. It seemed to him that
the notary’s son had not pronounced it in a
sufficiently respeetful tone of voice. Al-
though he had heard the name of Madeleine
spoken a thousand times in his life, yet for
this on e, the sound of the word sent a
wysterious thrill through his frame. He
was upon the point of erying out: *Sir,
don’ presume to mention that lady by her
first name in that way to me!” when he be-
thought himse!f and forcing a smile to his
lips, spoke as follows:

“Rene, 1 believe it is an old German
proverb which says that in money matters
all sociability ceases. I think it should be
amendrd and the words ‘*love affairs”’ be
put 1 place of “money matters.” If any-
one had ever told me that anything in the
shape of 2 woman could ever come batween
us so as to endanger our life-long friendship,
Ishoulad have been infinitely amused, and
yet I find myself oppressed by a mysterious
something at thisearly stage in the proceed-
ings. Dumontier,” continued the young
officer, lowering his voice, * we must be
careful—"

**Why, what do you mean, Armand ?” in-
terrupted the notary’s son, coloring up as he
met the earnest look of Guillot’s big round
eves,

“1 mean,” replied his friend, *that in this
matter we must be more than honorable—
we must be honor itself, Madeleine must
be the sole arbiter of our fates. We must
not—nor must any one for us—strive in any
way to gain an undue advantage. I speak
after the manner of my profession. It must
be a fuir fizht in au open field. There must
be no ambushes, no masked batteries, no
strategemis. We must_have no allies, no
companions in arms. We must ride forth
with lances couchant, flying the device,
‘May tbe best man win.’ Do you agree
with me, Rene?”

“ Tdo, most assuredly!” exclaimed the
notary’s son, in a very earsest tone of voice;
** and speaking for myseif, while 'm will-
ing to sdmit that I have, in a manner that is
characteristic of me, admired this fair mai-
den for more than a year, yet have I never
either to her father, whom I know, or to
any living being, breathed a confession of
wy love. So, my dear Armaud, we stand
ou equal focting.”

‘ Not s0, my friend,” replied the youn
officer; ** you are a ricn man’s son, while
have nothing but my sword, and its blade
13, as you know, new and bright.”

**Ab, true, my boy,” made answer Du-
montier with a sigh; * but yon have what I
lack—a fine figure and a handsome face.”

A faint blush ran up toward the young
officer’s hair as he cried out:

% them we are perfectly matched,”
and reaching out his right hand he grasped
his friend’s right, firmly and heartily, while
almost iustinctively their left hands fiew
iuto the air in token of a solemn compact,

Eaen looked the other fall in the eyes,
and each seemed satisfied that there was no
guile or reservation of thought in the
lgmest and wanly gleam which he saw
there.

It so happened about tnis time that
Notary Dumontier was summoned to attend
Maitre Zephyre at the latter’s spacious resi-
dence at Mesnil, for the arrangement
of some property transf-r, and as two wit-

-uesses would be necessary, the notary in-

»

vited his son and his ward to accompany
him. The two young men were presented
to the beautiful Madeleine, and the friendly
but not less earnest contest began at once.
The farmer’s daughter seemed rather
awused than seriously touched by the
marked attention of the two friends, while
as for Maitre Zephyre, in his homely but
forcible language he informed the old
notary that *‘the only difference between a
rich man’s son and a young army officer was
that oue spent money which his own father
had earned, while the other spent money
some one else’s father had earned.”

But there was a surprise in store for the
farmer of Bose-Mesnil, and it came to him a
iew weeks later in the shape of a double
offer of marriage for the hand of his daugh-
ter, the notary acting for bis ward as well
as for his son. :

* You must make your selection, Maitre
Zephyre,” cried the cld notary, laughingly.
*They are both good boys, but one has a
pot 'o'l mo ¢y and the other next to noth-
ing.

* Ha, ha!” chuckled the peasant farmer;
*‘it seews, friend Dumontier, that we com-
mon people are good enough for you aristo-
crats when our lands are broad. Zounds!
all the spendthrifts in Yvetot want to marry
Madeleine and go to Paris and live on the
iroceeds of my farnus, They’ll not do it!
ﬁ’n hiave none of them, not even your pale-
faced boy!”

Several days after this interview Maitre
Zephyre carried his answer to Notary Du-
montier,

“I tell you, friend Dumontier,” said he,
“what I've told all the others who come to
me with their fine promises. 1’ll not give
my girl away! I’ve spent twenty thousand
francs educating her. She has a mind of
ker own. She knows what she wants better
than I do. When she gets ready, she’ll
make her own pick. Tell those youngsters
that’s what Maitre Zephyre says,”

When Rene heara this decision on the part
of the old farmer, his heart strings snapped,
for he had hoped that his father’s money
would influence the thrifiy peasant to favor
his suit. Now that the question of fortune
was elimivated from the contest, Kene
became suddenly conscious of hLis woe-
ful lack of that ability to translate his feel-
ings into words. ‘That he loved Madeleine
as deeply as Guillot, he did not doubt, but
wouid be be able to tell her so, aud to tell
her sc in surh a way as to persuade her that
bhe was speaking the truth ?

That was the question, and a very Import-
ant question it was.

Days and weeks went by, and with such
exquisite coguetry did the beautiful Made-
leiue repel tue earnest attentions of the two
friends that they half began to persuade
themseives that she would really end in dis-
missing them both as saitors.

The tie was now approaching when the
King of Yvetot was accustemed to entertain
the nobles and geutry of his tiny Kingdom
by a series of fotes. A thousand colored
lanterns shed a mellow radiance upon the
fouuntains and banks of flowers, imparting a
fascinating air of unreality to the gardens
and conservatories. At one of these fetes it
was that Guillot led the fair Madeleine at the
end of a w.liz, out of the glare of the ball-
room and into the seeming world of [antasy
which lay around the chateau.

Armand could distinctly frel against his
arm the throb of her heart, now that its beat
was intensified by the intuxicating measure
ol the waitz.

‘““Madeoiselle,” be uttered almost in a
whisper, “‘my leave of absence has almost
run is length—"’

Instinctively Madeleine drew closer to
Armand’s side as these words were spoken,
and be could laiutly feel her Lold tighten
upon his arm.

“Nay, Madeleine,” continued Guillot,
scarcely above a whisper, “that is not all.
After a few days in Pans I must burry on
to Marseilles and join my regiment, for ii
his been ordered to Tonquin.”

Madeleine shuddered and her he:rt seemed
to miss a beat, for siie raised her hand to
her throat and pressed it there as if to en-
courage life to resuwe its healtaful mareh.

“Muaeleine,” murinured Armand, ‘‘the
time has come; you must speak or—"’

At this moment a cluster of white roses,
pinued upon her corsage, was loosened by
ber arm, which still lay aeross her boson,
and fell to the ground. "Guillot st oped and
picked them up, and as he did so the fizure
of the notary’s sou appeared on the grav-
eled walk. H~ was seeking Madeleine,
who was pledged to him for tie next danee,

As Armand held the roses out, Madelcine
fixed her glorious eyes full upon his face.
They were filied with tears.

* Keep thenn  Oh, keep them? she whis-
pered as she laid her ungloved hand within
Armand’s for a brief instant; then turned
away and bastened toward Dumontier.

Guillot quickly thrust the roses into the
breast of his tight-fitting uuiform coat and
stood there waiching that retreating fignre,
so tall, so like a wood nymph’s in its native
grace and beauty; and as he stoud thus
straining his eyes to follow her, that wad of
crurlied roses seemed to be burninz into bis
very heart’s fiber. Bat its fire was such a
blissful pain that many minutes passed ere
ie coula bring himself to move away, lest
by stirring he might stay the charm of those
fluwers which still glowed with the warmth
of the bosom from whichi they had fallen.

CHAPTER 11.

Andre Boulanger had gradnated from the
Military Academy in the same class with
Guillot and been assigned to the samne regi-
ment, and no hand grasped Armand’s with
more cordiality than did his upon the return
ol bis classinate froin the oid town of
Yvetot.

Boulanger was a genuine Parisian. as
ready for aduel as fora drinking bout—a
haudsome fellow, with large, dark eves,
curly brown bLair and small, regular te-th,
as white as a dog’s. It was not to be won-
dered at that women tarned soft glances
upon this handsome face. But Bou anger’s
admiration was for the sex in general.
S"Life istoo short to devote oue’s seif to one
woman,” wus one of his fav.rite shibbo-
leths. As every fiber of his frame was at-
tended by bravery, the news that his regi-
ment had been ordercd to Tonquin was
extremely pleasing to him, and aimost the
first word he uttered after encireling Guillot
in a vigorous embrace was :

“Ab, but Armand, my bey, isn’t this
superb! To think that in less than sixty
days we are to smell gunpowder on a real
battle-field. Ha, ha, ha, it is almost too
good to be true. But nhearken, comrade,
do you know what I’'m going to do? Every
Celestial I kil I'm going to eut off his cue
and take liome the eollection for braids for
my sweethearts in Paris. Ha, ha, ha!”

Guillot made & wry face.

“Why, mon dien, Guillot, what’s the mat-
ter?” inquired Andre. *You look so
changed; vou’re not the same joily fellow
you used to be. Look youn, I’tl wager ten
franes to a wisp of straw that you’ve falien
in love with some country beauty.”

“There can be no wager on a certainty,”
replied Guillot, quietly. “You’ve struck it,
Andre. 1 have fallen in love; nay, more,
I'm engaged to be married to one of the
sweetest women that ever drew breath—an
angel, a perfect angel.”

*“ Oh, bah!” cried Lieutenant Boulanger:
‘““that’s enough for me. When a man sinks
so lowas to call awoman an angel in solemn

-

earnest he has my symg:thy. A woman
who is goced is apt to constant, and a
woman whoe is constant is a bore.”

Armand laughed heartily at his friend’s
raillery.

*‘Ah, but walt till you see my Madeleine]”
he exelaimed. .

“But has she money?” asked Boulanger,
with an air of impatience,

“Yes, her father is said to be wealthy,”
replied Armand. ¥

*Good, that reconciles me to your blunder,
for, my dear bony,” cried the other, “mar-

e is a blunder unless a woman has
money; and even then it is only excusable
on the ground of dire mnecessity, but I trust
you gave her your photograph, for ten
chances to one she’ll never see you again.
I am told these Celestials are good marks-
men even if their eyes are set crooked in
their heads.”

Many were the long hours which Guillot
whiled away bYDlales of Madeleine’s govd-
ness and loveliness. Boulanger ended by
becoming so much interested in this Norman
maiden that he found himself cncouraging
his comrade to discourse upon her many
vl{iuas. bef th d

ong before they had reached Tonquin
Andre Boulanger came to know the gold
from Yvetot to Bosc-Mesnil almost as well

as if he had trodden it as oft en as Armand
had. The uncompromising Parisian was
quite persuaded at last that there might be
other parts of the world besides the French
capital to which one might, under certain
peculiar circumstances, becomse really at-
tached; and he secretly resolved that if the
Celestials failed to make a cold corpse of him
he would, upon his return to France, try the
effect of thoss charms which Armand in-
sisted were inherent in flowering hedges,
dark-green meadow land, fields of golden
grain and long stretches of pasturage with
groups of soft-eyed cattle browsing on the
tender Lerbage or ruminating under the
clumps of trees which dotted these fields, all
of which were so vividly described by Ar-
mand as making up the delicious landscape
between Yvetot and Bosc-Mesnil.

Above all had the frivolous Parisian been
touched by his comrade’s description of a
certain pond near the spacious farm build-
ings, which the moon silvered like a huge
shield of Achilles the night he parted with
the fair maiden of Bosc-Mesnil, and how
beneath that glorious firmament the lovers
had stood, with wide borders of flowers
between them and the water, and ex-
changed vows that onlydeath could possibly
release them from.

There was one thing which Guillot, un-
like Boulanger, had firmly resclved to do
upon reaching Tonquin, and that was to do
his duty and no more. No fighting for the
mere fun of it, no taking of risks, no rushing
upon the enemy with reckless impetuosity
with an idea of winning decoration or of
dying in the attempt.

**My life belongs to my darling Madeleine,”
he would murmur to himself, “and I intend
to take good care of it for her.”

Not sothe hot-headed and reckless Bou-
langer. Nothing seemed to give him more
pleasure than to be arvused at midnight to
take command of skirmishers or lead a de-
tachment to repulse an attack on the out-
posts. No sooner had the dashing Parisian
come off unhurt from one affair than he was
ready for another. Warnings, even repri-
mands, had no effeect upon him. In one of
these engagements the cry went up that
Licutenant Boulanger had been captured.
‘This meant death by horrible turture. At

sight of his comrade in the bands of the.

enewy and dragged senseless and bleeding
over rocks and arroyos, even thoughts of
Madeleine were not powerful enough to re-
strain Guiilot from making a desperate at-
tempt to save his friend.

Calling upon those of his men who were
willing to make up a forlorn hope to follow
him, Guillot dashed off in pursuit of the
band., Iiis velemwence infected his men
and they fell upon the Celestials with a fury
that astounded them. After a bard fight,
but mnot until Guillot had been severely
wounded, was the rescue accomplished.
When Boulanger bad regained couscious-
ness he berated his friend soundly for in-
pertling his life in that way.

*The next time,” added Boulanger, *‘re-
member Bose-Mesnil and don’t take any
chances. ‘There is no one waiting for me,
that’s the advantage I have over you.”

Buat in spite of this frivolous speech,
Andre was deeply touched by the devotion
of his friend, and he quietly resolved that
if it ever came to the test, he would lay his
life down to keep a shadow irom resting
on tie fair fields of Bese-Mesnil.

A whole year had now elapsed since
Guillot had suniffed the fragrance of the
flowering shrubs and blossoming fruit-trees
of Bosc-Mesnil. Madeleine’s letters had
reached him with pleasing regularity. But
now the iptervals between them became
noticeably lengthened and the warmth of
their tone, too, was pereeptibly lowered.
Guillot was distressed, and it required all of
Boulanger’s hopefnluess to keep him from
breaking down compietely.

One merning the bugle-call and long roll
of the drums announced that the enemy
was about to attack. In deep silence the
leng lines of French troops took up their
positicn, while from the hills of Lang-Song
the hoarse-tonea trumpets of the Chinese
Lellowed forth discordantly, and the pufls
of blue smoke flouted bazily away in the
clear merning air.  Now and then a battery
belctied forth its shot and shell, and they
went whistling over the headsof the Freach
with weird musical ring

Suddenly a staff officer reined in his horse
witiin nearing of Lieutenant Guillot, and
cailed out to the Colonel:

A counrrier has arrived from France, Col-
onel, and there’s a letter for Licutenant
Guilot.”

“A Jetter for me?”” involuntary queried
the young officer; ** where is ity

**In the bands of the jQuart-rinaster,” re-
plied the ofticer.

Guiltor raised his eves to his Colonel’s
face. That ofiicer read the imploring look
that lay in them.

**Go and getit, Lieutenant,” cried the Col-
onel in a cheery tone of voice, and as Guillot
hurried away his commander added: * Poor
fellow, if a Chinese sharpshooter should

single him out, he will at least have had the
consolation of having heard from home be-
fore dying.”

Boulanger had seen his eomrade hurry
away to the rear, and immediately guessed
the object of his errand. The Parisiun
could feel the cold perspiration beading on
his brow as be waited for Guiilot to return.
At length the young officer came in sight
and took up his place with his company. A
strange pallor had overspread his face.

sonlanger made haste to aecost Lhim,

“ Well, well, what news, my hoy ?”’

“You mean the letter,” answered Guillot
with a vacant. stare in hLis eyes; “Oh, I've
not o ened it yet. I have it here. It’s not
from Madeleine. 1don’t know the hand-
writing.”

Boulanger’s heart rose into his throat, but
he managed to puil himself together.

“Cowe, come, Armand,” he eried out, in
as cheery a tone as possible; *‘courage,
comrade! Why, it may bring you the very
best of news. Open it aud read it, for
things are going to be pretty lively in a half
hour or so.” 7

Guillot drew the letter torth, and with
trembling hands broke the seai. A pitiful
expression of suffering came over his face
as he read the letier. His lips moved, but
the storn of battle had already burst upon
the French lines, and no one heard what he
said. Before Boulangzer could get a word
from him the bugles sounded an advance
and the comrades were separated. As Bou-
langer took up his position he caught one
more glance of Guillot’s face. It had
changed its expression completely. A de-
moniac lock was upenit. The lips quivered
and the eyos were fixed upon the cnemy’s
advancing lines. All the world seemed
dead to the young cfficer, and he faced the
furicus fire of the Celestials as if it de-
pended upon him alone .to stem that wild
onset.

Then the smoke of the French batteries
which now opened fire swirled up between
the two friends and not until his Captain
had called out his name did Boulanger face
about and manifest the old-time eagerness
to lead his men into the fray.

Although the Celestials withstoed the
farious onslaught of tte Freneh troops with
admirable steadiness, yet they were gradu-
ally forced back within the lines of their
fortifications, and it was not until late in
the afternoon that the reserves were or-
dered up and the command given tocarry
the fort at the point of the bayonet. Hero
it was that Boulanger after a long search
found his unfortunate friend Guillot
stretched upon a bed of straw tenderly
watched over by several of his men. It did
not call for the trained eye to see that he
was mortally wounded, but his mind was
perfectiy clear and bhe welcomed his com-
rade with a smile, saving, as with a great
effort he held out his hand to him:

**Ab, Audre; I'm glad you have come, 1
have something to say to you before it’s all
over. These villainous celestials, they
thought my heart wasn't heavy encugh, s0
they’ve laid an ounce or so of cold lead very
near it.”

Boulanger, who had thrown himself upon
his knees and wus holding his comrade’s
chilly hand ciasped between both of his,
turned his face away to hide the tears
which, in spite of his efforts to appear calmn,
were trickling down his cheeks.

** Never mind, Andre,” whispered Guillot.
‘* 1t has happened just as I wanted it. It is
my own doings. 1 had nothing to live for.”

* What, has Madeleine proved false to
you?” gasped Boulanger, * Oh, the vile
creature I’

** No, no, Andre,” replied Guillot; “don’t,
ob, don’t say that; don’t vreathe a word
against Madeleine. I cannot believe that
she was false to me., They have deceived
ber. Dumontier, Dumontier, has done it all.
Read, read, what they write to me.” And
the young officer drew the fatal letier frowm
his breast and handed it to hiscomrade. For
an instant, as his gaze fell upon the crimson
siains which in one place scemed to have
set a seal of blood at the end of the letter
and in another with merciful intent to have
blotted out the beloved name of Madeleine,
Boulanger could not read a word. His tears
blinded bim and his hand trembled as if
smiiten with palsy. Butgradually he got the
mastery of his feelings and read the mes-
sage from Bosc-Mesnil which had wrought
such dire effect. The letter purported to
come from Maitre Zephyre and contained
these words:

To the Lieutenant Armand Guillot—How

shall I express to you a father’s indignation at
the outrageous farce into which your miserable
vanity moved you to drag my daughter’s name.
To think that so honest a face should only be a
mask to hide the nefarious workings of a de-
praved beart! Your letter to Monsieur Dumon-
tier bas been read to me; wherein you congratu-
late yourself upon baving proved yourself a
more accomplished deceiver of women than he,
and wherein you inform him that yon have oo
further use for the peasant’s daughter. You
thought forsooth that the daughter of a humble
peasant deserved no better usage at your hands.
Ah, could you but have witnessed the keenness
with which she felt my humiliation at thought
of 1y daughter’s name bandied from lip to 1i gby
ggnips and scandal-mongers, mentioned only to
sneered at, I believe that even your crue!
heart would have been touched. But the uoble
son of my devoted friend Dumontier, who never
suspected that your atientions to my daughter
were not pure and honorable, has taken good
care that my daughter's name shall be im-
medlately rescued from suspiclon. He will make
her his wife next week. As for you, sir, I re-
joice that your parents are unot alive to be wit-
nesses of vour shameful conduct. From an in-
dignant father, MAITRE ZEPHYRE.

“‘Oh, that wretch Dumontier,” eried Bou-
langer, beating his forehead with bhis
clenched ﬁst, *that infamous wretch has
done &ll this.”

“You are right, Andre,” said Guillot,
faintly, “‘and to think, too, that he should so
soon have forgotten his sacred compact with
me. Abh, why was I so hasty, Andre? Why
have I thrown my life away like this? Why
did I not bide my time till the end of the
war, and first slay this miserable wretch,
who has so infamously betrayed me? Ob,
what a madman 1 have been!”

“Listen, my dear Armand,” said Bou-
langer, tenderly, as he encircled the dying
man’s neck with his arm and set his lips
close to Guillot’s ear: “If you must die,
dear comrade, die in peace. Leave Dumon-
tier to me. When I get back to Paris, I'll
take the first train up to Yvetot and spit
him as I would a rat.”

*“Will you, dear Andre?” exclaimed Guil-
lot, as a strange glare began to burn in his
eyes. “‘Will you siay the wretch?”

“1 swear it,” replied Boulanger solemnly,
as he raised his right hand over his head.

“But remember, Andre,” whispered Guil-
lot, “not an unking word against Madeleine.
Not even a reproachful look at Madeleine,”
and the young officer fell back exhausted,
lxisﬁ_ breath coming in quick ana ominous
puffs.

“*Hark, Andre,” he whispered hoarsely ;
*don’t you hear it! That’s the chapel bell
at Bose-Mesnil. Look, look, there she goes
all in white on the arm of Maitre Zephyre.
Isn’t she beautitul, Andre? AN, there
comes Dumontier, the wretch—the wretel.
Give me my sword, Andre; he shall not
have her. I'll kill him. I’I1 kill him at the
very chapel-door. Quick, Andre, Help,
help, before it’s too late! Madeleine, Mad-
eleine, wait for me—wait”—and with a
heart-rending sound of life ebbing away in
his throat, the young officer gasped and died.

\CHAPTER IIL

At the end of one vear’s service in the
Tonguin War, Andre Boulanger, now Cap-
tain Boulanger, applied for and was cranted
six months’ leave of absence. ile was
richly entitled to it, notonly on account of
the splendid record which lie hiad made for
himseil, but for the reason that the severity
of the climate had begun to tell upon him
and the Colonel of his regiment recognized
the fact that the country could ill afford to
lose such a brave and capable officer, With-
out doubt, Guillot’s death had produced a
deep iwpression upon Boulanger. This
was more apparent at the mess table than it
was in the field. Ile fought as well &s ever,
but his flippancy and gayety had manifestly
suffered diminution, and, above all, his
opinions of and conduct toward women had
undergone revision aud  suppression.
Driefly stated, he was not the saue mwan,
aud it was darkly hinted at among bis
brother officers that Guillot, in the hour of
death, had unloaded some terrible grief
upon Bonlanger—a grief so intense and ab-
sorbing that to it, aud not to the effects of
the elimate, was to be attributed the break-
ingdown of his health,

Captain Boulanger himseli quietly but
firmly repelied all attempts of his intimates
to get at the true inwardness of the matter.

** Leave that melaucholy in Paris!”

“* Coine back to us with a new liver and a
new spleen, too!”

** Remember that like cures like in love!”

Such were some of the good-humored bits
of advice volunteered by his brotler officers
when Boulanger parted with them.

Ounce out of the warm, molst atmospliere
of the East, Captain Boulunger’s health
meunded rapidly, and by the time he found
himself once more in the whirl of Parisian
life most of the old-time dash of manner and
vigor of action had returned to him.

He made but a short stay at the ecapital,
however, for he longsd to be where his
thoughts were, and within a week after his
return to France set out for the old city of
Yvetot. It was the blossom time of vear
when Captain Boulanger reached his friend’s
birth-piace, and it scemed to him that he
Lad never seen a more beautiful country
than that which lay around about the
famous old Norman lown. As the train ap-
proached the city his gsze suddenly fell
upon a group of spacivus and well-kept
farm buildings. In an instant he recog-
nized it as Bos2-Mesnil, aud, as the fra-
grance of the blossoming fruit-trees entered
the car-window and the iwittering of the
nesting birds reached his ear, the Parisian
found it very difficult to stem the rising tide
of gricf.

“What a strange thing is fate?”’ he mar-
mured to himself. **Why was it that poor
Armand could not have returced hither in-
stead of me 2’

Captain Boulanger’s first step was to
seeck out Guillot’s cousin, a well-known
manofacturer at Yvetot and deliver to him
certain messages and keepsakes in aceord-
ance with the dead officer’s request. and
also to communicate te this relative the full
particulars of Guillot’s death.

While serupulously careful not to give
Guillot’s cousin the faintest intimation of
the awful nature of his errand to Yvetot
Boulanger could with difliculty restrain his
eagerness to get at the heart of the mystery
which enwrapped the betrayal of his un-
fortunate friend and the marriage of Made-
leine to the notary’s son.

“Although great effort has been made,”
began the cousin, **to lead us to believe that
Armand never really loved Madeleize, but
through wotives of vanity merely wishied to
show the good people of our ity how easily
e could bear the farmer’s daughter tri-
umphantly away from all wooers if he so
desired, yet to my mind was this only a part
of a wicked scheme of deception, which,
shoitly after Armand’s departure, was en-
tered upon with a view to break off the en-
gnzement and secure Madeleine for young
Damontier.”

“Aud now that Maitre Zephyre has died,”
continued Guillot’s cousin, “I greatly fear
me this mystery will never be cleared up,
for naturally the Dumountiers, fatiier and
son, the chief conspiraiors: in this wicked
business, will never speak to confound them-
selves. Their lips are sealed forever!”

At the mention of Guillot’s perfidions
friend, Boulanger felt his Lot blood beating
on the walls of his brow, but he curbed his
ipelination to ery ont in fury at the infamy
of this sworn Iriend of Aruand’s and merely
said inquiringly:

“But Madeleine 2”

“*Poor child,” murmured Armand’s cousin,
“the world with all its bright prownise of
blissful existence has slipped away from her
completely. First made to believe that her
lover has proved recreant to his vows, then
foreed into 2 marriage with a man for whom
she has no affection, fate would have been
bitter enough if it had stopped there. But
then came the news of thedeath of Armana,
the hero of the battie of Lang-Song, when
there was every reason to Suppose that he
threw his life away, and last of all her

father’s death.”
* Terrible, terriblel” whispered Bou-

langer, and then after a moment’s s ilence
inquired:

**Does slie make her home at Dumon-
ﬂer’(s)f" . :

“O0b, no,” was the answer, “‘she is too
deeply attached to the old farm at Bose-
Mesnil to consent to leave it. Here she has
shut herself up from the world and persist-
ently refuses all advances of friends and ac-
guaintances. She is said to be almost an
object of worship to her overseers and
farm-hands. In fact I’m told she leoks
more like & ministering angel in her mourn-
ing robes than she does like an inhabitant
of this cold and selfish worid.”

. *And Dumontier?”’ almost gasped Bou-
anger.

** He comes and goes between Bosc-Mes-
nil and his father’s home,” was the reply,
**ostensibly they are man and wife, but in
reality they are apart, I fear, forever.”

Captain Boulanger had dismissed his cab,
for he had resoived to return to the hotel on
foot. He now found himself somewhat out-
side the city limits and it suddenly occurred
to him that it would be much more leasant
to dine at the old inn which ' Armand had so
often described to him. ‘The highway
seemed wonderfully faniliar to him and he
unconsciously strolled along, pausing now

and then to enjoy the sad satisfaction of
looking across the fields and meadows with
Armand’s eyes, as it were.

The table was set in the garden of the o'd
inp, and Boulanger lingered so long after
his dinner that the sun was well down in the
west and the hum of the bees had almost
ceased when he rose to continue his walk in
the diraction of Bose-Mesnil.

The evening promised to be one of un-
usual beauty aud serenity and the whim
came fo him that he would like to sew the
farm building of Bosc-Mesnil at the twilight
hour, when the sheep were folded, the oxen
resting from the labors of the day and the
cows were tinkling their Dbells over their
feed-troughs. This had been poor Ar-
mand’s favorite honr to walk forth with
Madeleine. Boulanger stood for a lon
while zazing upon this calm and peacefu
scene and then turning aside from the high-
way he followed a path along a flowering
hedge. At once it began to take on a fa-
miliar look and he saw that he was on his
way fo the pond bordered with flowers. .\
strange joy took possession of his heart and
some mysterious psychic force merged his
identity iuto that of his dead friend.

*Oh, Armand, :Armand,” half sobbed a
woman’s voice. 2

““Who calls me?” he cried out, yielding to
the fascination of the spell which was upon
him, and speaking so like Armand that the
sameness of the voice startled him.

Witha smothered outburst, half fear, half
amazement, a slender figure, clad in deep
mourning, eonfronted him,

‘‘Andre Bonlanger!” came with ill-feigned
wonder from Madelene, for she it was.

*“I'he same, madam,” replied the Captain,
taking Madeline’s outstretched hand and
pressing it respectfull to-his lips.

“‘Armand’s description of youn,” contin-
ued Madeleine, in a voica of indescripable
pathos, “were so indelibly impressed upon
my memory that your face and figure seemed
to me like those of an old friend. You will
pardon my oatery, but, to be frank with
you, you broke in upon my reverie rather
abruptly.”’

Boulanger was delighted with Made-
leine’s delicious repose aud certainty of

mawuer. Offering her his arm, he led her
to a rustic seat near the edge of the pond.

I trust, madam,” said he, ‘‘that you will

be convinced that I come to you in some-
thing more than the mere guise of friend-
ship.”
Madeleine fixed her eyes searchingly np-
on Boulanger’s face. She was amazed to
find that there was no trace of reproach or
condemnation there.

*Then you—then he—Armand,” she
whis ered breathiessly, turning her pale
face full upon Boulanger; “‘forgive me. He
did not upbraid me? Oh, I was so weak—
80 weak, bet T would have stood firm had
not that terriole letter—"’

*“"That letter, ma dam,” broke in Captain
Boulanger almost violently, “was an in-
iamous forgery! Armand could no more
have penved it than Lucifer Lave written
the beatitudes! His last breath was a bene-
diction upon your head!”

“A forgery?” eried Madeleine hewll-
dered. ** Ob, sir, spare me, dou’t make my
crime blacker than it is. 1 saw the letter
from Tonquin sddressed to Monsieur Du-
montier. It was Armand’s hand-writing—
there eould be no mistaking it.”

** Never, madam!” exclaimed Boulanger
in a tonse that sounded straogely solemn to
Madeieine’s ears,

At this moment Boulanger saw a wild and
distracted look burning in Madeleine's eyes.
With a sbriek she dashed away toward the
water, but a strong arm rastrained her ere
she had reached it. Doulanger led the
wretched woman back to the pathway,
where they were joined by one of Mwme.
Dumontier’s maids, who with the Captain’s
ald conduected her misiress to the house.

If Arwand’s friend had needed anything
to whet the edge of his purpose ro punish
the treacherous Dumontier, it was furnished
him by Madeleine upon his next interview
with her, when he learned that in order to
move the farmer’s daonghter to abandon
Guiliot, the old notary had had recourse to
the vile subterfuge of deceiving the simple-
minded Maitre Zephyre by announcing
that certain  of the Ilatter’s land
speculations had turned out disastrously,
and that sure and steady ruin was staring
the farmer in the face. The bestowal of
Madeleine’s hand upon his son Rene was
the sole condition upon which the old no-
tary stood ready to go to Maitre Zephyre's
assistance. The sol'mn assuranee from
Captain Boulanger—which Madeleine counld
rnot hear too often—that Arinand was per-
fectly convinced that her love had been
turned from hLim by some infamous trick or
device, and that he nobly and geserously
spoke of her as free from all complicity,
carried much-needed balm to that poor
wounnded heart,

Now that Captain Boulanzer had accom-
plished this half ofihis mission his thoughts
turned with redoubled activity to what re-
mained to be done. He had already met
M. Dumontier several times at the club, at
which he had been introduced by Guiilot’s
cousin, and he was not a little plessed to
discover that this gentleman was proue to
take more wine than was good for him, a
bhabit which often led to his being boister-
ous and iil-mannered at the card table and
even unscrupulous in his play. Hence it
was not at all to ba wondered at that the
hot-blooded Parisian should have on such
an occasion huried his cards into Domon-
tier’s face and applied thie harsh epithets of
liar and cheat to him.

It was still early in the evening. Sud-
denly it occurred to Captain Boulanger that
he had promised to pay a visit at Bosec-
Mesnil. By good fortune his horse had not
been sent back to the stable, and leaping
into the saddle Boulanger turned the ani-
mal’s head toward the farm house. It
might be his Iastwisit. It might be the last
look that he would have in this worid if that
sweet pale face with its wondrously tender
and soulful eyes. Dumontier had the repu-
tation of being an excellant swordsman and
Captain Boulanger, strangs to say, did not
feel that steadiness of nervo which he fain
would have desired to have, and for which
he was 8o justly famous.

Madeleine met him at the door with a
swile which in no wise bettered matters.
The Captain had never y-t flinched before a
woman’s eyes, but he could not withstand
the mysterious fascinaticn which looked out
at him from the windows of this woman’s
soul. He quailed before it and turned away
but he could not escape that sweetly melan-
choly voice.. It followed him; it thrilled
him ; it moved him like some faint melody
heard by & drowning man it promised help
and yet it seemed as il he would rather
listen and die than have it come too close to
him.

“Why, Captain Boulanger,” murmured
Madeleine; “how %reoccnmed vou are; how
vnlike yourself. Has aught happened? If
you have any troubles will you not let me
sympathize with you?”’

The Captain blurted out some flimsy ex-
cuse for his absent-mindedness, but it ouly
served to increase Madelsine’s disquiet.

He wus conscious that he was constrained
in his manner, even cold and distant, and
quite unlike himself,

Suddenly, Madeleino sank upon the sofa,
and covering her face with her nands began
to weep.

Boulanger had never presumed to call her
by her first name, but she seemed so utterly
desolate that he softensd, and in a sympa-
thetic tone of voice said:

“Come, dear Madeleine, come, you must
strive to part with this sorrow. Don’t you
hear me, Madeleine —

With a quitk movement Madelelne looked
up and riveted her gnze with a strange in-
tensity upon Boulanger’s face.

A blind man could have read the thanks
in those tear-moistened eyes.

“Ah, my friend,” she murmured, *this
world is firinly resolved that I shall get no
happiness out of it. ITeelit. I know it.”

Suddenly it occurred to Qn{;tain Boulanger

ain that possibly this was the last time he
shonld meet Madeleine, and he made an
effort to free himself from the mysterious
ﬁ;eling of adoration which she inspired in
him.

Madeleine saw this and thanksd him with
one of her smiles of almost eelestial sweet-
1ness. n and again he called her Made-
leine, and every time he spoke that name it
E“ sweeter and sweeter to them both.
ut s:ctlgenllyjt sortof panicky fear came
u s

is friend’s bieeding form rose
bep;):ro him. He could m:}‘ Armand’s
piteous ery:

* Madeleine, Madeleine, wait for me,”
and he felt like a thief in the holiest of
places reaching out for monstrunce or

chalice.
He rose to escape from Madeleine’s pres-
she

ence, but her hand was laid upon his.

*“Oh, Aundre! Oh, my friend!”
B\;uded. *“ wait, wait; I have much to say.

n’t leave me alone in this great, col

world. Don’t let me sink into ths very glnlt
of despair. Reach out yonr havd.” I'm
lpst if you withdraw your gaze from me; if I
ceass to hear your voice. Oh, Ardre,
Andre, can not understand me ?”

*Too well, too well, Madeleine,” whi g
pered Captain Beulanger, “and therefore 1

must not tarry. You must not constrain
me. I must not vex Armand’s soul.”

“Fear naught, Andre,’”’ entreated Made-
leine, “I will give our beloved sleep! Look
at me, let me but feel that I may speak.
gh, Iltnwlore you, Andre, let me tell you

ow I—

“‘Stop, Madeleine!” cried Boulanger, turn-
ing almost fiercely upon her. ‘‘Don’t brin
that word across your beautiful lips.
must not hear it. I dare not listen to you.
If iou wouid not make me execrate my-
self, dismiss me in silence. Oh, Madeleine,
save me, save me from myself,”” and as
Madeleine hid her face upon his breast and
he felt her form rocked by this storm of
grief, he took her head gently between his
h and raising it slowly bent it back until
the soft light of the candalabra feli full upon it.

For a momsnt he stood there in silence,
with his gaze chained to that divinely fair
countenance. Never had he seen such a
face, nor had he felt himself so deeply moved
since his boyhood days, when in the dim
light of some cathedral he watched some
angelie countenance of the heavenly cholr
pictured on the windows.

Madeleine’s heart stopped its beating.
She hung upon Andre’s lips like a criminal
upon his judge’s. He utterea no word, but
bending forward pressed a kiss upon her
forehead.

*It cannot be, Madeleine,”” he murmured
slowly, **I have not told you all —”’

Alarmed by these words, and fearing lest
he might escape her, Madeleine locked her
arms about his neck.

“Not yet, not yet, Andre,” she gasped
convulsively, as if about to sink forever.
“I know what you mean, but, ob, in heav-
en’s name tell me, Andre, why must I be
punished for sins I have not committed ?
1 was trickea into this wmarriage. I loathe
Dumontier; the law will set me free. I
may be yours, Andre. Oh, I may be yours.”

**Not that, Madeleine; not that,” whisp-
ered Boulanger.

“What then?” speak, Andre!” she ex-
claimed breathlessly, “what else may keep
us apart?”’

“My vow, Madeleine; my sacred vow!”

“Your vow, Andre; your sacred vow!”
she repeated with a bewildered look.

“Ay, madam,” cried Boulanger; “for you
must know that I pledged my sacred word
to Armand that I’d kill Dumonier for his
infamous treachery, and by the eternal pow-
ers of heaven, I'il do so to-morrow morning
as soon as there’s light enongh for me to see
the place where his base heart lies.”

With those words Boulanger tore himself
out of Madeleine’s arms amfsprnng toward
the door.

“Andre, Andre,” shricked Madeleine, as
she sprang forward: *no, no! Spare him,
Andre, if you love me, don’t take his lite!”’

But Boulanger was gone, and in a mo-
ment Madeleine heard the rattling of his
horse’s hoofs on the highway grower fainter
and fainter in the distance and then cease
altogether.

Scarcely had the duelists crossed swords
when Boulanger fell upon his oppenent with
a rage that defeated the very end he had
in view. Dumontier was no mean swords-
man and was defending himself admirably
when Boulanger succeeded in piercing
his arm. The surgeon at once declare
that the fighting could vroceed no further,
The brachial artery had been punctured,
It was the work of a few moments to tie
the urtery, however, and the dueling party
made its way back to Yvetot.

In a few hours word réached Captain
Boulanger that his op; onent was dying, and
that his presence was needed immediately.
Madelaine was already at her husband’s bed-
side. Left alone after reaching house, the
wounded man had violently undone the
surgeon’s work, and when discovered by
the servants was rapidly nearing death from
loss of bleood.

As Boulanger entered the room the dving
man held out his hand and smiled faintiy.

“It’s better thus,”” he whispered; “it’s my
own work, Captain; but ob, that Armand
could Encw that I was true to my compact
with him,” gasped the notary’s son, and
then the end came quickly and silently, more
like a dropiing off to sleep than aught else.

Aundre Boulonger tried tofspeak, but the
sound died away in his throat.

** My boy has died as he lived,” spoke the
aged notary solemnly, “with the truth upon
his lips. 1 was 1 who forged the letters. It
was 1 who wasted Maitre Zephyre’s money
in mad Speculation, and it was 1 who per-
suaded the old farmer that only upon condi-
tion of this marriage would I save him
irom impending ruin. My crimes are great,
too great for human forgivenmess. 1 must
look to heaven for merey.”

A hand was laid gently upon Andra’s
shoulder. It was Madeleine.

** Farewell, Audre!” she inurmured.

** Madeleine,” cried Boulanger, turning
pale and instinetively reaching out to hold
fust to her, “Where are you going?”’

* Iuto God’s house, my friend,” she re-
plied. Man’s haud is egainst me. Mayhap
heaven will give what the world has so

crueily denied me!”

Neariy a year has gone by. Andre Bou-
langer has made repeated pilgrimages to the
Loly place where Madeleine seems to have
found rest at last, and he is becoming more
and wmore convinced that the fair penitent
will ere long make up her mind to the fact
that she has taken fute too seriously.

Copyright, 1899, by the Authors' Alliance; all rights
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The next Noveletie will bs “ His Oldest
Friends,” by Miss M. E. Braddon.

TINY TWINS,

Three Mowths O:d and Weighing Only
Twenty-four Ounces.

Abount three months ago twins were born
at the Retreat for the Sick in this city, The
birth of the Lilliputians was kept a great se-
cret until a few days ago, when their exist-
ence leaked out, and now it is much talked
of. It seems the mother deserted the little
creatures three weeks after they were born,
and up to this time nothing has been heard
from her, The matron of the Retreat for
the Sick, Mrs. Morris, a Baltimore lady, has
adopted ihem. She has named them Maud
and Mabel. These children weighed at the
time of birth one and one and a half pounds
respectively.

They were kept alive for weeks by the
application of bLotiles of het water pliced
under cotton batting. The strangest part of
this story is that Mabel bas only grown half
a pound in two monihs, and at this time
ouly weighs one pound ana a half. She is
unquestiopably the smallest three-months-
old ehild in the world. Maud is stronger
than her sister, and has from the time of
birth been healthier. She weighs two
pounds. 1t has of course required the most
skiltful treatment to keep life in these little
ones, and Mrs. Morris has become thoroughly
attached to them. She believes they wiil
live.—Norfolk (Va.) Special to the Cinecin-
natl Enquirer.

Came Back for Revenge.

One day while proceeding up a canyon in
the Raton Mountains a large silver-tip bear
and her cub leaped cut and made a rush up
the sloping side of the valley. There were
three in our party, and every Winchester
began to talk very earnestly and excitedly.
The cab tumbled dead the first fire. 1 call
him a cub, but the truth is he was more
than balf as large as his mother, and
weighed 240 pounds. The oid lady did not
show any i&iuu’. snd the moment the young
one timbled she turned and came back
square in the teeth of the rifles, and, seizing
her dead cub in her teeth as a cat does a
kitten, raised it fairly clear of the ground
and caniered up the hill—no easy mutter, as
aside from the 240 pounds of limp and drag-
ging weight, she had to force her anxious,
loving way through oak brush, which, in
many lostances, might have detained a
steer. She got fairly away, albeit we fired
several shots after the cub fell.

We had just reloaded the magazines of
our Winchesters, and were communing as to
taking the trail of the old bear, which
showed wide and clear in broken bushes
and disturbed oak leaves and pine needies,
when looking up we beheld our game com-
ing back straight for us. She meant busi-
ness, teo. Her red and streaming tongue
lolled out of her half-open mouth, and her
eyes partly closed in rage, would have
seemed quizzical in expression were it not
for the ferocity which leaped and flashed
in their depths like sheet lightning behind
some cloud screen. She came straignt to
us, and we settled her troubles at the first
fire. We found the cub up on the divide.
She had carried it at least sixty rods, with
two bullet holes in her shaggy hide, as we
g;aund wihen we skinned her.—Kansas City

T.

In a St. Louis police court {he other day a
blind man recognized a thief whe had robbed
him by his voice. He picked him out from a
number of persons who were brought in and
who said “‘Good morning” to him. The
prisoner confessed.

The Noble Ship.

Staunch of timber, true of helm,
Strong and grand aud stately,

Into barbor sails the sulp,
Bravely and sedaiely.

Storms have beat and foes assailed,
But she rose above them—

Nobie ships that sail our seas!
‘Who can help but love them ¢

Thus through storms and thus through toes
SOZODONT bas riddea,

And to share her benefits
All the world s bladen.

The Sea of Oblivion

Would long since have swallowed up SOZO-
DONT in common with so many forgotten tooth
pastes and deutifrices, did not the experience of
a whole nation prove that it possesses signal ad-
vaotages. It thoroughly cleans the teeth, dis-
solviog and removing their Impurities; 1t re-
vives their fading whiteness and strengthens
thelr relaxing hold apon their sockets; it renders
colorless, ulcerated gums bard and healthy, and
besides neutralizing an unsavory breath invests
it with its own fragrance.

ARTIFICIAL GEMS
IN PARIS.

Emile Zola Tells of an Aged Seci-
entist Who Has Made Them.

A Hovel Filled With Millions of Sparkling
Gems—Unable to Produce White Dia~
monds — Fearing Death.

Written for THE SUNDAY CALL.

(/ YOUNG student of chemistry, one
% %o[ my friends, said to me a few
.Y mornings ago:

*] know an old scientist who has with-
drawn to a small house on the Buulevqrd
d’Enfer that he may study there without in-
terruption the crystallization of diamonds.
Already he has obtained dazzling results.
Would you like me to take you to see him ?”’

I replied aflirmatively, though not with-
out a secret terror. I should have been
frigbtened less by a magician, and I only
slightly dread the evil one, but I {fear
wealth, and I am free to say that the man
who shall some fine day discover the phil-
osopher’s stone will inspire me with a re-
spectful dread. ;

On the way my friend gave me some in-
formation concerning the manufacture qof
artificial precious stones. For a long while
our chemists had been giving it their atten-
tion, but the erystals formed were so
diminutive, while the eost of producing
them was So great, that the experiments
were regarded simply as revelations of the
curiosities of science. DBut it was merely a
question of finding more powerful agents
and more economical methods in order to
produce the gems at a smaller cost.

When we had arrived at the house, my
friend, before ringing the bell, warned me
that the veteran scientist, who did not like
curious intruders, would, without doubt,
receive me most ungraciously. I wasthe
first outsider who had endeavored to pene-
trate into his sanctum sanctorum.

The scientist himself answered the bell
and opened the door. I mustconfess that
at the first glance I thought bim stupid,
with the air of a pale emaciated shoemaker.
He greeted my friend politely, uttering a
low growl when I was presented, asifI
had been a dog belonging to his youthful
disciple. We walked ucross a neglected
garden, at the back of which was the house,
a tumble-down hevel. The scientist had
removed all the partitions that he might
have one vast and iofty apartment in which
he had established a complete laboratory,
full of extraordinary apparatus, the use of
which I did not even strive to comprebend.
The sole articles of luxury, the only pieces
of furniture, were a blackwood bench and
table.

A MOST DAZZLING SIGHT.

In this bovel the most dazzling the most
blinding sight I had ever seen in my entire
life burst upon me. Numbers of dilapi-
dated baskets were ranged along the walls
upon the flocr, their willow twigs ready to
burst from overflowing loads of precious
stones. But one species of gem was in each
basket; rubies, amethysts, emeralds, sap-
phires, opals and turquoises, thrown into
corners like stone heaps along a highway,
glittering with living light, ililuminating the
den with the sparkle of their flames. They
were furnaces, glowing coals, red, violet,
green, blue and pink. "They looked like
millions of elfin eyes laughing on the floor
amid the gloom, No tale in the “Arabian
Nigh!s” had ever revealed such treasures,
no woman had ever dreamed of such a para-
dise. 2

I involuntarily uttered a cry of admira-
tion.

* Why this is the wealth of the Indies!” 1
exclaimed. * These gems have an incalul-
able value,” :

Shrugging his shoulders, the aged scien-
tist gazed at me with profound pity.

*“The heaps are worth but a few franes
each,” said he in a hollow voice, drawling
out his words. *‘They bore me and to-mor-
row I will use them for gravel in my garden
paths.”

Gathering up handfuls of the gems, he
continued, turning toward my friend:

“Glance at these rubies. I have as yet
obtained none more beautiful. These emer-
alds don’t satisfy me—they are too pure.
Nature’s emeralds always have some flaw
and 1 don’t want to swpass nature. The
white diamond is still bevond me; 1 am un-
able to produce it, and that’s what discour-
ages me. To-morrow, however, I shall re-
sume my experiments. When I have sue-
ceeded my life’s erowning work will have
been attained, and 1 shall die happy.”

The scientist drew himself up to his full
height; the air of stupidity had vanished
from him. 1 trembled in the presence of
that wan old man who conld shower down
on Paris such a miraeulous rain.

THE SCIENTIST'S TERRORS.

““Don’t you fear robbers?” I asked. “I
see you have put solid iron bars across your
doors and windows. Such precautions are
advisable.”

“Yes, I am sometimes afraid,” he mut-
tered, “afraid lest idiots may assassinate
me betore I have succeeded in produe-
ing the white diamond. These stones,
though they have comparatively little
value, might tempt my heirs; my heirs
frighten we; they are well aware that by
causing my disappearance they would bury
wpth me the secrets of my discoveries, and
thus give these artificial gems you see about
yvou the full vaine the world puts on genu-
ine precious stones.”

He grew thoughtful and sad. We were
sitting on piles of diamonds and I was star-
iug at him, my left hand plunged into a
basket of rabies, my right hand mechani-
eally sifting emeralds like sand through my
finzers.

At length 1 broke tie silence, exclaiming:

* You must lead a wretched life, despising
men s you do! Are you totally without
pleasuie?” .

He looked at me in amazement.

“I work,” he answered, “and am never
weary. When I feel unusually gay I put
some of these stones in my pocket and stand
at the further end of my garden, behind a
loophele which opens upon the boulevard.
Then from time to time I hurl a diamond
into the middie of tie street.”

He laughed as he recalled this masterly
practical joke.

THE PEOPLE WHO FIND THE STONES.

“You caunot imagine the behavior of the
people who find the stones, They tremble
and glance behind them; then they hasten
away, as pale as death. How much amuse-
ment the poor fools have afforded mel
What delightful hours I have spent at that
loophole!”

His peculiar tone filled me with unutter-
able uneasiness. Was the aged philosopher
quietly making game of me?

“Young wan,” resumed he, in a dry
voice,”” **I could set all the women in the
world erazy with what I have in this den,
but ITam an_old devil and hide the gems
from them. Had 1 been in the least ambi-
tious, I could have been a king somewhere
long »go. Bab! I wouldn’t burt afly. I
lmn ;(ind-heaned, and that's why I let men
ivel” .

Bis manner of speaking made me suspect
his sanity.

Bewildering thoughts coursed through my
brain, pealing in myears all the bells of
madness. The elfin eyes of the multitudes
of glowing gems stared at me with their
penetrating glances, red, violet, green, bine
and pink. I had closed my hands withont
noticing it. 1 held rubies in my left and
emeralds in my right. 1 felt an almost ir-
resistible desire to slip them into my vock-
ets. But I dropped the accursed stones and
quitted the agea scientist’s hovel, seeming to
hear the gaillop of gendarmes al! the way
home. EMILE ZOLA.

THE NAVA-SUPAIS.

A Remarkable Indian Tribe Liv-
ing in Supai Canyon, N. Mex.

Ben Wittick, a well-known pLhotographer
of Albuquerque, N. Mex., has been visiting
friends in Minneapolis, and to him the Jour-
nel is indebted for a most interesting and
accurate account of the Nava-Supais of the
Supai Canyon. Someé time ago, says the
Minn eapolis Journal, he went to New Mex-
ico, settling in Albuquerqne. Being a man
of adventurous turn of mind, he took a trip
up the canyon and located the tribe in the
narrow, valey-like inclosure between the
mighty wallsof the Supai Canyon. Supai is
a name which Mr, Wattick gave the canyon
h;msell after having wade a trip to the re-
gion.

On reaching the eanyon he found the In-
dians in the midst of 'a marvelously fertile
valiey, diminutive as it is, where all sorts of
grains and fruits grow in rank y‘n'ofusiou.
where there are splendid climatic influences
nearly the twelve-month through, and where
all that tends to build up physical powers is
at hand. He made investigations, too, into
their lanezuage, their rites and ceremonies,
their legends, and into all the phases of
their preseut and past hiswx‘mwbb. and
he is confirmed in the belief that they are in
no way allied to the Aztecs. He says, on
the contrary, that as far as can ascer-
taived they are allied to the Wallapai.

The tribe is 8 most singular ome. Their
valley home has on elther side great ledges
of rocks running up in benches thousands
of feet. In the valley are groves of eottou-
wood trees, and a luxuriant vegetation is

seen on all sides. There are about 245 or 259
in the tribe of the Supais. They live alys...
lutely aione. They do not infermarry wity
other tribes, neither do they mix with ¢},
scattering white people of the regions roung
about. When they are in need of foraze o
food ountside of that which they can get iy
their own rich valley, they sally out, make
their trades or purchases, and return home
They are monogamists, every man hay ng
one wife and no more. They do not live i,
a communal form, either, but preserve the
family in its integrity. The men are a litilo
above the averaze height, they are strong
and active, and they are noted for their
skill in climbing the mountains and in brins-
ing down the game they need.

They are very shy and suspicious of In-
dians frem other tribes. and it is only by the
most careful and adroit means that'a white
man can approach them and gain any iu-
formaticn as to their life, The women are
smaller in stature, very foud of adornment,
and given to funtastic decorations of their
faces. The Supai Indians appear to be far
above many other tribes in morals. They
look with scorn upon any one who asks them
questions as te their marriage relation.,
holding that this is no one’s business bu:
their own, and the fact that the woman of
the tribe who goes wrong is subjected 1o
tue most pronounced negleet, and gencrally
is put out of the way, is pretty geod prooi
that they are possessed of a sort of simiple,
heroic virtue.

Mr. Wittick_found eleven of the men
totally blind. He believes this to be due to
the splitting of the arrows when the bows
were stretched too taut. Some of the women
who would be seen sitting barefooted in
front of their thatched-roof houses have the
most peculiar big toes that ever were seen
on a human being. The toes were nols
very large, but they were of abnormai width
at the ends. In some cases the big tos
would be an inch and a balf broad at the
end, and very flat and thin. When Mr.
Wittick and ?xis party eutered the canyon
they found the Supai very gentle and hospit-
able in their aboeriginal way, but very reti-
cent at thie same time.

Proceeding down the ecanyon through the
fertile valley, along which was a slender
stream of never - failing water, the jurest
and sweelest in the land, they reached a
magnificent waterfall, where the silver
stream plunges over a precipice 257 feet in
height and falling in a stream of the rarest
beauty down to the pool below. Cotton-
wood trees were felled, lasbed together,
and a ladder made In sections, the whole
seventy-six feet long, and down this the ex-
plorers elimbed in their exit from the home
of these strangely interesting semi-savage
folk., T'he beautiful stream has been used
by the Indians in irrigating those portisns
of the valley that were sterile, and it ap-
pears that for centuries they have known of
this method of aiding nature.

FORWARD THE
LIGHT BRIGADE.

Survivors of the Famous
Charge Have a Benefit.

The

Loxpox, Nov. 1.—England has not the
pension list sou have. The “pension list”
of her Britannic Majesty is not, for the
most part, adorned with the names of old
soldiers or men who have done veomen’s

service for the State in times of dire Ased— —— =

but with the names of court favorites or the
descendants of men aud women who have
beeu placed there for * services rendered,”
said service being generally connected with
ocur old friend Cupid. The pensions
conferred upon soldiers of the Dritish
army, whether for wounds received in action
or for length of service, are of the most m-a-
ger and paltry deseription, and unless a man
Las served the best gart of his life the pension
he is entitlea to is barely sufficient to keep
body and svul together. Many there are
who have served but who have no pension,
or so small a one that it can scarcely be diz-
nified by that name, and wien who served in
the great fights of the Crimea and the Indian
mutiny are among those who are specially
badly off.

It will scareely be believed, but it is
nevertheless a fact, that until comparativel
lately nothing was ever attempted to be
doune for the survivors of what was probably
the greatest cavalry charge in history. N
cavalry fight had ever been so celebrated in
song and story as that of the famous Light
Brigade, who rode to their death on that
misty October morning thirty-six years ago.
Poets have sung about it and childrer,
wherever tha English langnage is spoken,
have listened with bated breath as their
elders told them of that deed of heroisn.
What matter if the whole affair were a
terrible mistake, and the lives of Lrave
wen were uselessly throwa away? It
was not their fault, *theirs not to ask
the reason why,” and vet the survivors
of that gallant band have many of them been
left to rot and end their last days in the
workhouse. Last year some one called at-
tention to the factthat many of the survivors
of tI'e Light Brigade were in great poveriy
and for very shame something ought to be
done, In America Congress would have
been your plethoric Treasary, but the
English Government is by no means “pater-
nal” when it comes to votisg wmoney, and
if anything were to be dons to reiieve the
declining years of that small band of heroes
it would have to be done by private enter-
prise. The result of the appeal was nota
magnificent one, but enough money has
been collected to keep the wolf from the
door.

The culminating point was reached last
Monday afternoon, when a matinee was
given for the benefit of the survivors at the
Empire Theater. The Empire is the home
of the ballet in London, and perhaps the
finest theater of its kind in the world, Itis
the headquarters of the uppertendom of
masherdom, and in the lonnge of the Em-
pire after 9 ¢’clo*k at nightyvou will see
better dressed men and Dbetter looking
women than ean be seen anvwhere else that
I know of. It was literally packed from
floor to ceiling, notwithstandivg the fact
that the price of every seat was doubled. [
uuderstand that over $5060 was taken at the
doors. All London was there, and they had
an array of talent that would be hard to
beat. Florence St. John, whom yeu know
well: Edward Terry, whom you don’t
know, but whom you ought to know, as he
is faur and away the best comedian in
London, and can give pounds and a beating
to Fred Leslie any day; E. J. Lonnen,
whom you know but don’t like, but win
is a great favorite here, and “Chirgwin,”
the “White-Eyed Kaffir,” in my humbie
opinion the best negro delincator cn the
stage. Then they had the ballet of **Cecile,”
a regular “poem in ballets,”” with Cavalazzi,
the ever popular on both sides of the At-
lantie, looking very handsome as th«
“Rajah,” and all the rest of them. Last,
but not by any means least, there was a
scene that no one who ever saw it is likelv
to forget. The curtain rose on a specially
pointed scene representing the field of
Balaklava the day after the Tvaule, with the
*Valley of Death” asa background. Groups
of **supers” in the uniform of the Light
Brigade were standing or seated round the
camp fires. Then Mr. Langfried, who was
ono of the buglers who sounded tue charg»
on the eventful day, came on the stage and
sounded the “‘assembly,” and from the wings
came trooping the remnants of the ‘noble
six hundre<.”

All lsoked weary and worn, with their
breasts covered with war meduls; but they
straightened themselves up 2nd saluted the
audience. Once more their old bugler
stepped to the front and the notes of the
*“Charge’” rang out full and strong aud filled
the theater, the o!d herves following it up
with a cheer that was but an echo of the one
they gave when in response to thatsame
cail they had charged the Russian guns.
Charles Warner, the acter, now appeare i,
and, standing befora the veterans, reciteg
Tennvson’s immortal poem, and as he came
to the line,

: Heonor the Light Brigade,
He pointed to the war-wora and batterced
heroes behind him. Cheer upon cheer broke
from the vust audience, and truly we conld
all say that we had looked upon a scene the
like of which few of us were ever likely t.
look upon again.

BE CONVINCED BY
PROOF POSITIVE

SEATTLE, Wash., March 25, 1890.
Wanufacturers of Great Sierra Kidneg and Liver Cure:

GENTLEMEN:—!| have been
taking your GREAT SIERRA
KIDNEY AND LIVER CURE
for kidney troubles, and | am so
much better | thought | would
drop you a line. In fact, | feel
that | am cured. | have taken
four bottles and am on my fifth
now. | can truly say many
thanks for your WONDERFUL
and GREAT REMEDY. | would
recommend it to all that are

afflicted with any kidney trouble. -

Very thankfully yours,

L. D. HEARNE.
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