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CHAPTER XXVL

The Finest Things.

Endurance, Francois' own negra bov

brought a note to Roanoke house ou &
morning fnyve dayve it read
“My Dear Miss Ha ron

"The doctor has given me permis.
Rion to ride tomorrow and | wish to
ride to Ronnoke house before all oth
ar places, Wi mademolselle see me?
Will mwademoisells permit me to see
her for a shorlt time slone? | uuu:i!
aaxlously a word from you, and | am
Your servant, |

“FRANCOIS REAUPRRE"™
Mademolselle sent falr
paper with a few unsteady
meross it and sat down
it was accomplished., The colone! had
ridden to Norfolk for the dav—had
Francois known of that, one wonders?!
Lucy, walting in that small stately
study with the dim portraits and the
wide vagus view across the flelds of
the James river, heard the gay hoot
beats of Aquarelle pound down the|
gravel under the window, heard Fran:
COIB

] of
seratches

to live

over

devp gentle volee ns he gave the
horse 1o Sumbo wanlted one min
the har minute of wull
Thoen the door had opened and he stood
there—the miracle, a8 {t geems at such
moments to a possibly
man—aol all and gualities
worth loving

He had made his precise bow, and
she had heard his volee saving gently
morning, mademolselle,” and
the door was closed: and they wuere |
alone together. In a fash she felt thnt
it could not be endured. that she must |
escape. She rose hastily

“I'm worry 1 must go; 1
stay

But Francols had laughed and taken
her hand and wes holding it with a
tender force which thrilled her Ilu|
understood. She knew he understood
the shame and fear of a woman whao
has given love uninsked; she was safe
tn his hands; she knew that. With a |
sigh she let her fingers reat in his and
sat down again and walted.

“Dear Mademolselle Lucy,” sald the
deap kind voles, "my firet friend in
Virginia, my comrade, my little
swcholar—"

Why did Luey grow cold and quiet
at these words of gentleness? Fran-
cole was sitting beside her, holding |
her hand in both his, gazing at her |
with the clearest affection in his look
Yet she braced herself against she did |
not know what.
with its winning forelgn inflections, its
slip of English now and then, and ite |
sever-lo-be-deseribed power of reach-
Ing the heart.

“See, mademoisslle” sald Francols, |
“we are too real friends, you and 1, to
have deception between us. We will
not pretend, you and I, to each other—
s it not, mademolselle? Therefore |
shall not try to hide from you that |
heard that day those words so wonder-
ful which you spoke to me so unwor
thy. | bave thought of those words
ever since, mademotselle, an 1 lay 11l
with this troublesome arm: ever since
—all the time, My heart has been tull
of a—gratification to you which eannot
be told. 1 shall remember all my life;
I shall be honored as no King could
honor me, by those words. And be
cause you have so touched me, and
have so laid that little hand on the
hesrt of me, | am going to tell you, my
degr comrade and scholar, what s
mort secrel and most sicred to me.”

ute more, Vet

woman

the

o a

gifts

“Good

cannot

| unfaflinvg long kindness of

4 Z v v

been left all the love of his first home
and yet been given & home and a train-
ing and un education which set him
ready for any career; he told of the
big-souled, blunt, Napoleonic ofMcer,
the selgneur; of the gray, red-roofed
castle, with Its four round towers; of
handsome silent Pietro, and of the
them all
Then, his volee lowered, holding the
girl's band still, he told her of Alixe,
of the fairy ¢bild who had met him on
that day of his fret visit and had
brought him to her father, the selg-
He

mate of his childhood, fearless, hoyish

Bt

I her Intrepid courage, yel always ex
quisitely a girl. He told of the long
summer vacations of the three as they

grew up, and the rides in the Juria val
ley, nnd of that last ride when he knew
that hie was to go to Italy next morn
und of how he had faced the selg
and told him that he loved his
und hud given her up then
for lovalty him and to

Ing,
neuyy
daughter

Instantly, 1o

Pletro, And then he told her of the
pearant boy in Riderg' Hollow in the
gray morning Hght after the night of

his escape—und how, by hand on the
bridle and seat in the saddle, and at
lngt by the long curl of the black lash
¢8 he had known the peasant boy for
Alixe

Lucy Hampton, Mstening, was #o
thrilled with this romavce of a life
loug love that she could silence her

aching heart and her aching pride and
|

could be—with o painful sick effort

but yet could be, utterly generous

| There is no midway In a8 case between

entire seifishness and entire selfless-
The voung southern girl, wound-

ghamed, cruelly hurt ln vanity and

Ness

v

in love, was able to choose the larger
felt that sharp joy
which s as keen and
diMicult to breathe and as sweet
Lhe

way, and taking it
of renunciation
in the
nir of mountain
she put ber other It-
hands
" she sald, and her
ind she smiled mistily, but very
Iy “You could not love
beautiful Alixe. |—I

voy,""

breathing
I'remblir
v hand on Fra
-

ns i

top
neols'
volee shook
kind

bt

not

Anyone
that would
!!.\'—"

And hastily with
tears in Wis eyes, and ¥issed the warm

Francols bent

little hands, The uncertnln  sliding
volee went on

| am not-—ashamed—that 1 said
that—to you, I would not have sald
it—not for worlds I—thought you
were Killed, 1—didn't know what 1
sald But 1 am not ashamed., 1 am
glad that I-——am enough of & pergon to
have known—the fineat things—and"

her voice sank and she whispered
the next words over the dark head
bent on her hande—"and to have loved
them. But don't bother. 1 shall—get
over it"

The Hquid
that and Francois
quickiy nnd
I course

bit on

head
ut her,
dear little
girl, my brave mademoiselle. It Is not
HE think; it is not serious, mon
It Is only that your soul Is full
ol kindness and enthusiesm and eager
to stand by the unlucky. 1| am
and expatrinted; I have had o
litile of misfortune and you are sorry

choked
lifted

his eyes flamed
will, my

tones a

his

you

you

amie

Ness
alone

for me. It I8 that., Ab, I know, 1 am
vary old and wise, me. It would never
do,”" he went on. *“The noblesse of

Virginin would rigse in & revolution if
it should be that the princess of Roa

| noke house gave her heart to a French

peasant. T am come to be s man of

He Bent Over Her Hand.

knowledge—" And he shook his head
with as worldly-wise an expression as
If one of Guido Renl's dark angels
should talk politics, He went on agaln,
smiling a lttle, an alr of daring in his
MmAanner. “Moreover, Mademolelle
Miss Luey, there Is a falry prince who
awalta only the smallest sign from
you."

Lucy smiled. *“No,"” she said. And
then, “A fairy prince—Iin Virginia?"

“Ah, yes, Mademolsells Miss Lucy.
Of the true noblesae, that one. A fine,
blg, handsome prinee, the right sort.”

"Who? demanded Lucy, smiling
ntill

“Of such a right sort Indeed that it
Is no matter—ah, no, but perhaps just

in as few words as might be, ba told | the thing to make one love him mors,

hey wi the peasant child who had been
lfed out of his poverty-bound life
with such large kindllaess that no
bond which held him ta that poor, yal

dear life had been broken; wao bad

that he & lame."
“"Harry!™ Luev's amlile faded.
“"But yes, Indeed, mon amle,” and
Francola patted tha little hand with
his big one. “"Henry, indeed. Henry,

described @ little the play- |

| right between us, mon amie?
| friends

who s walting to kill. me for love of
you; Henry, the best truest fellow, the
manliest bravest (ellow Who rides
like Henry? Who hus read all the
books in nll the libraries like Henry?
Who s respected by the old men, the
great men, for his knowledge and his
thinking and his statecralt almost—
like Henry? Who has such a great
heart and brain and such fearless
cournge ns Henry?™

“You are very loyal to your friends."”
Lucy sald, hall pleased, half stabbed
to the soul.

“Certainly. What for ls gratification
worth, otherwise? Francols threw at
her earnestly, There were a few Eng-
lish words too much for him still:
“gratitude” seamed to bo one. He stood
up and his great eyves glowed down ut
her. “Mademolselle,” he sald, “two
women of earth, my mother and Allxe,
are for me the Madonnas, the ¢crown of
women,” and his glance lHfted to the
ceiling as if to heaven, withoul pose,
unconscions—a look mno Amerlean
could ever have worn. “And, volla,
mndemolselle, my lttle scholar will al
ways stand next to and close to them.”
He bent over her hand and his lps
touched it long and tenderly. “Is it
Are we
always? It indeed so for
life with me.”™

And little Luey felt a healing pence
gettling on her brulsed feelings and
heard hersell saying generous words
of friendship which healed also as she
gpoke them

Then, "1 must find Lthat savags boy
Henry, and beseech him to spare my
Iife," spoke Francols at last, “My life
i8 of more value loday, that it pos-
genses a‘sure friend In Mademoiselle
Luey,” he sald and smiled radiantly.
And wus gone,

“He sald—that Harry loved me!
What nonsense!” Lucy whispered to
herself. And the broken-hearted one
was smiling

Is

CHAPTER XXVII,
Once More at Home.

In fewer words, with less told, Fran
cols' stralghtforwardness metamor-
phosed the angry lad Harry Hampton
into a follower more devoted than be
lind been even in the first Aush of en-
thusiasm for his rescued prisoner
Agnin the boy dopged his footsteps
and adored him frankly., Aud Francols,
enchanted to friends again with
his friend, wondered at the goodness
and generosity the people of this
world, It is roughly true that one finds
life in general like a mirror; thut if
one looks Into It with a smile and a
cordinl hand held out one meets smiles
and outstretched hauds In  return
Through all his days it had happened
so with this child of a Freuach village.

S0 that when the day came at last
when he stood onece more on the deck
of the Lovely Lucy. loaded with her
carge of tobacco for forelgn ports,
Francols felt as If he were leaving
home and tamily. The long green car-
pet of the rolling lawn of Roanoke was
crowded with people come to tell him
good-by. All of his soldier boys were
there, the lads trained by him. one and
all ready to swear by him or to die for
him. Luecy and Harry stood logether,
and the servants were gathered to do
him honor, and people had ridden from
all over the county for the [arewell
Hie eyes dimmed with tears of grate-
fulnese, he watched them as the gang-
plank was drawn up and the sails
cavght the wind and the ship swung
slowly out Into the stream

“Come back agaln—ocome buack
agnin,” they called from the shore

Fruncols heard the deop tones of
the lads and the rich volces of the ne-
and he knew that some there
could not speak, even as he could not
S0 e waved his hat ellently, and Lhe
ghip moved faster and the faces on
the lawn geemed smaller farther away,
and yet he heard those following
voices oalling to him, more faintly:

“Come back agaln—oh, come back
ngain!"

And with that the negroes had
broken into a melody, and the ship
moved on to the wild sweet musle.
Way Down Upon de 8'wanee Ribber,
the negroes sang, and the ship was at
the turn of the river. The stately walls
of Roanoke house, the green slope
crowded with Agures of his friends,
the sparkling water front—the current
had swept away all of the picture and
he could only hear that walling music
of the negroes’ volees, lower, more fit.
ful; and now It was gone, He had left
Virginie; he was on his way to friends
And for all hian joy of going, he was
heavy-hearted for the leaving.

The weeks weont slowly at sea, but
after a while he had landed, was in
France, was at Vieques. He had soen
his mother, with her halr whitened by
those years of his prison life—a happy
woman now, full of business and re
sponsibility, yet always with a rapt
look In her face as of one who lived in
n deep Inner gquiet, He had talked long
talks with his prosperous father and
slipped into his old place among hie
brothers and sistera, utterly refusing
to be made & stranger or & great man,
And over and over agaln he had told
the story of his capture and the story
of hig escape

At the castle the returned wanderer
pleked up no less the thread dropped
so suddenly seven years before. The
general, to whom the boy seemed his
boy rigen from the dead, would hardly
let him from his sight; Alixe kept him
in a tingling atmosaphere of tenderness
and mookery and slsterly devotion,
which thrilled him and chilled him and
made him blissful and wretched in
turng. The puztle of Alixe was more
unreadable than the puszle of the
sphinx to the three men who loved her,
to her father and Francols and Pletro,
The general and Francols spoke of It
guardedly, In fow words, once In &
long thme, but Pletro never spoke
Pletro was there often, yet more often
away In London, where the exiled Mag-
ginl, at the head of one wing of Ital

ol

Eroes

| months Inter, he

lan patriots, lived and conspired. And
other men nppeared suddenly and dis
appeared at the chateayg, and hold con-
ferences with the general and Fran
cols In that large dim library where
the lttle peasant boy had sat with his
thin ankles twisted about the legs of
his high chair, and copled the history
of Napoleon. These men pald great
attention nowndays to the words of
that peasant boy.

“As 800D am you are a little strong-
er,” they aald, “there Is much work
for you to do,” and the general would
come in at that point with & growl ke
distant thunder.

“He I8 to rest,” the general would
order. “He I» to rest till he is well
He has done enough; lat the boy alone,
you others.”

But the time came, six months aft-
er his return, when Francols must be
sent to visit the officers of certain
reglments thought to he secretly
Hooapartist; when he, it wag belleved,
could get Into touch with them and
tell them enough and not too much of
the plans of the pariy, and find out
where they stood and how much one
might eount on them. 8o, agalnst the
genernl’'s wish, Francois went off on a
politienl mission. It proved more com-
plicated than had secmed probable; he
wis gone & long time; e had to travel
and endure exhausting axpariences for
which he was not yet fit that
when he came to Viecques, two
wits white and trans-
parent and (Il And there were some
of the mysterious men st the chatonn

So

homns

His Voice

Was Full of Passion and

Pleading,
to meet him, delighted, pitiless, Dy
leghted with the work he had done,
with hig daring sand finesse and suc-
cess, without pliy for his weakness,

begring him to go at once on another
mission. The general was Grm as
that; his boy should not be hounded:
he should stay at home in the quiet old
chateay and get well But the boy
was restless; a fover of enthusiasm
was on him and he wanted to do more
and yet more for the prinee's work
At this point two things happened:
Plotro came [from London, and Fran-
cols, on the point of leaving for anoth-
er secret errand, broke down and was
ill. He lay in his bed in his room at
the farmhousa, the low upper chamber

|

looking out—through wide-open case |

ment windows, thelr old leaded little
panes of glasa glittering from every
uneven augle—looking out at
flelds and bouguets of chestnut trees,
and far off, five miles awny, at the
high red roofs of the chauteau of Vie-
And gazing so, he saw Pletro on
old Capitaine, turn from the shady ave-
nue of the chestputs and ride slowly
to the house, With that he heard his
mother greeting Pletro below [ the
great kitehen, then the two volices
the deep one and the soft one—talking,
talking, o long time. What could his
mother and Piletro have to talk about
80 leng? And then Pietro's step was
coming up the narrow stalr, and he
was there, In the room.

“Francols,” Pletro began In his di-
rect fashion, “1 think you must go
baek to Virginia.”

Francols regarded him with startled
eyes, saylng nothing. Thers was a
chill and an ache in his heart at the
thought of yet another parting.

Pletro went out. “I have a letter
from Harry Hampton. The place needs
you; the people want you; and Harry
and Mlss Hampton say they will not be
married unless you come to be best
mnn at the wedding.” Francols smiled
Pletro went on again. “Maoreover, boy,
Francole—you are not doing well here,
You are too usaful; they want to use
you constanlly and you are ready; bhut
you are noi fit. You must get away
for another year or two. Then you
will be well and perhaps by then the
prince will have real work for you.
And you must have strength for that
time. Your mother says | am right.”
With that bils mother stood in the
doorway, regarding him with her calm
eyesd, and nodded to Pletro's words. Bo
it eame about that Francois went back
shortly to Virginla.

On the day before he went he sat in
the garden of the chateau with Alixe,
on the stone seat by the sun-dial where
they had sat years before when the
general had seen him kiss the girl's
hand, In that unbrotherly way which
had so surprieed him,

“Allxe,” sald Francols. “l am going
to the end of the world."

“Not for the first time,” Alixe an-
swered cheearfully.

“Perhaps for the last,” Francols
threw back dramatically. It is hard
to have one's best-beloved discount
one'a tragedies. And Alixe lnughed
and lifted a long stem of a spring flow-
¢r which ake held In her hand, and
brushed his forehead delicately with
tha distant tip of L

“Smooth out the wrinkles, do not
frown; do not look solemn; you al
ways come back, Monsieur the Bad
Penny; you will this time. Do not be
melodramatie, Fraucols,”

ques

Francols, listening to these sane
sontiments, was hurt, and wvot at all
Inspired with cheerfulness. *“Allxe,”
he sald—and knew that he should not
say it—"there is something 1 have
wanted all my fe—all my Hfe'

“Is there?” inquired Alixe in com-
monplace tones. “A horse, per ex-
emple?' He caught her hand, disre
garding hor tone; his volce was tull of
paselon and pleading. “Do not be
heartless and cold today, Alixe, dear
Allxe. | am golng so tar, and my very
soul I8 torn with leaving you—all."

It takes ne more than a eyliable, an
Inflection at times, to turn the course
of a life. If Francols had lefl his sen.
tence alone before that last little
word; If he had told the girl that his
goul was torn with leaving ber, then
it Is hard to say what might have hap-
pened. But—"you all"—he d4id not
wish then to bhave her think that It
meant more to leave her than to leave
the others. Allxe readjusted the guard
which had almost slipped from her,
and stood agnin defensive,

“I won't be cruel, Francols; you
know how we—all—are broken-hearted
o have you go."

Francols caught that fatal little
word "all,” repented, and dimly sow ita
glgnificunce, and his own respouosibil-
ity. Alixe went on,

‘I wonder if 1 do not know
Is-—that you wanted
life?"

Eagerly Francols caught at her
May | tell vou Allxe, Alixe?”

“No." Alixe spoke quickly. "No, let
me guess, It is—it Is"—and Francole,
catching his breath, tried to take the
word from her, but she stopped him.
“No, | must—tell it. You have wished
—ull your life"—Alize was breathing
rather fast—"that—I should care for—
PMatro.”

A cold chill st hearing that thing
sald 1n that volce selzed him. Very
still his eyes down, he did not speak

“Is—Iis that 1t

There ls an angel of perversity who
possegses our souls at times. He
mukes us say the unkind thing when
we wish not to; he tangles our feet so
that we full and trip and hurt our
gelves und our dearest—and behold
long alter we know that all the sume
it was an angel; that without that
trouble we should have gone forever
down the easy wrong way. We know
that the perverse angel was sent to
warn us off the pleasant grasa which
wis and by making
things at the psycho-
logleal save our souls allve
for right things to come. Some such
crosswise heavenly messenger gripped
the mind of Alixe, and she sald what
che hated hersell for saying, and saw
the quick in the downcast
misery of poor Francols® face And
then the apnme cruel, wlse angel tarned

what It
all your

have

words.

e of ours,
disagzreoable

moment,

kis attention to Francols, "If she
thinks that, let her,” whispered the
perveras one, “Let It go st that; say
yen,'"

And Francols lifted mournful eyes
and repeated, "That you should love
Pletro—yes—that Is what 1 have
wished for all my life,

CHAPTER XXVIIIL.
Summoned.

On the morning of May 9, 1840, the
sun shone gally in London. It filtered
In intrieate patterns through the cur-
tains which shaded the upper windows

| of a house in Carlton gardens, and the

broad |

hroeze Hfted the Ince, and sunlight
and breeze together touched the bent
head of a young man who sat at o
writing-table., A Jock of halr had es-
caped on hie forechead and the alr
touched 1t, lifted It, as If to say: “DPe-
hold the Napoleonle eurl! See how he
s 1ike his uncle!™

But the pen ran busily, regardless of
the garrulous breere; there was much
to do for a hard-working prince who
found to beé the hero of ball
rooms, the center of n London season,
and yet could manipulate his agents
throughout the garrisons of France,
and plan and execute a revolution. It
was Lhe year when the body of Napole
on the Firdt was brought from B8t
Helena to Paris, and Louls Bonaparte
had resolved, In that steady mind
which never lost its grip on the reason
of being of his existence, that with
the ashea of the emperor hin famlly
should come back to France. For
months the network had been spread,
was tightening, and now the memory
which held its friendships secarely al-
ways, took thought of a Frenchman
Hying In Virginia. As soon as his let-
ter was finishedl to his father—the pen
flew meross the lines:

“The sword of Austerlitz must not
be In an enemy's hands,” he wrote to
his father. "It must stay where I
may again be lifted In the day of dan-
ger for the glory of France" Hia let
ters were apt to be slightly oratorieal;
it was moreover the fashion of the day
to write so

He ralsed his head and stared Intg
the street. It was enough to declde
his expedition for this summer that
General Bertrand, well-meaning, and
ill-judging, had given to Louis Phil-
llpe the arms of the smperor, to be
placed In the Invalides. Every mem-
ber of the Bonaparte family was
aroused, and to the heir it was a trum-
pet eall. He could hardly walit to go to
France, 10 reclaim that insulted swomd.
He wrote on, finlshed the letter to the
exiled king, his father, a gloomy and
lenely old man whom the son did not
forget through years spent away from
him.

Then he drew out a fresh shest of
paper, and hin faint smile gleamed;
for the thought of this adharent In
Virginia was pleasant to him.

“Chevaller Francols Beaupre™ he
headed the letter, and began below,
My friend and Marsha! of Bome Day."
He cousidered a moment and wrote
quickly as If the words bolled to the
peti. “The bnton awalts you. Come.
I make an expedition within three
months, and | need vou and your faith
in me.

time

er to give full light. So, mon ami, jJois
me here at the earliest, that the em-
peror's words may come true,

“LOUIS BONAPARTE."

- L - - - - -
Acrosa the water, in Virginia, two
years had made few changes. On the

June day when the prinece's letter lay
in the post office of Norfolk the last of
the roses were showing pink and red
over the gardens in & sudden breege,
The leaves of the trees that arched the
road that led o Roanoke house were
sappy green, just lately fully spread,
and glorious with freshness. Thelr
shadows, dancing on the white plks,
were sharp cut agalost the brightneas,
And through the light-plerced cave of
shade a man traveled on horseback
from one plantation to another, & man
who rode as a Virginlan rides, yet with
a military air for all that. He patted
the beast's neck with a soothing word,
and smiled as Aquarelle plungad at the
waving of a bough. at a fox that ran
across the road, But If an observer
had been there he might have sean
that the man's thought was not with
horse or journey. Francols HBeaupre,
riding out to give a French lesson to
Miss Hampton at Roanoke houwse, as
he had been doing for four years, all |
upnconscious a8 he was of the letter |
awalting for him at the moment In
Norfolk, was thinking of the event |u|
come to which that letter called him. |

“Lacy! Oh, Luey!" A volce called |
from the lawn, and in & moment more
the colonel was upon them. “‘Lucy.”
he began, "somebody must arrange
about the new harnesses; my time ls
too valuable to be taken up with de-
talls. Uncle Zack says they are neod-
ad at onee. It has been neglected. |
do not understand why things are so
neglectad.,”

“l have seen to it, father. They will
be ready in n week,” Lucy answered

Then the colonel noticed Francols.
“Good day, chevalier,” he spoke con-|
deseendingly, “Abh—by the way“—he
put a hand Into one pocket and then
another of his linen coat, "“They gave
me a letter for you, chevaller, knowing
that you would be ut Roanoke house
today. Here it 8"—and Lucy saw & |
lght leap iuto Francois' eyos as they
tell on the English postmark

And Lucy spoke quietiy again. “I
did ask you, father, but you did not
gee to It, and they were necossary. 5o

I did i." And then, “chevaller, read

your letter. 1 see it {8 & foreign one.” }

“Will mademolselle pardon

At that moment an  uneveg step |
cama down the slope and Francols
flashed o smile at Harry Hampton and
retreated to the other side of the sum
mer-house with latter; while the
colonel, murmuring complaints about
harnesgses, went etrolllng up the
shadowy, bird-haunted lawn

Harry Hampton stood by his aweet-
heart with a boylsh air of proprietor
ship, radiant, as he had been through
these two years of his engagement. "'l
have It” he announced. “Don’'t you
want to sea it1"

“Walt, Harry;" the girl glanced at
Francois, Jut the Iad caught her |
walst. “Look,” he said, and opened
his free hand and & plain gold ring
glittered from It. With a quick move-
ment he slipped it over the little third
finger. “Thers,” he said, “that will be
on to stay pretty soon, and then Uncle
Henry shall not badger you about har
nesses, He has made me walt two
yoars because he needed you, but |
won't walt much longer, will I, Luey?
Next Wodnesday—that is the wedding
day, Lucy.”

With that
shone

hls

turned around,
an excltement

Francols
with

His face

News—What s 117" the
Girl Cried.

“You Have

which could not sscape aven preoccu.
pled lovers.

“What Is It, chevaller? You have
news—what 18 1t? the girl eried.

For a moment he could not speak.

Then: “Yes, mademoiselle, great
news,” he snld. “The prince has sent
for me. And | am wall and fit to go. |

have llved for this time;, yet 1 am
grieved to leave you and Harry, my
two old friends”

“But, Francols, you cannot go before
Wednesday,” Harry Hampton cried
out. “We cannot be married without
you." '

And Francols consldered. “No, not
before Wednesday," he agreed,

That last French lesson in the sum:
mer-house on the banka of the smooth:
flowing James river was on & Satur
day. On Monday the Chevalier Beau-
pre rode over from Carnifax and asked
to see Miss Hampton,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Women and Exercise.

Most women, whether they be flashy
or thin, walk far too little. The wonr
an who tends to be fleshy should walk
for at least an hour every day, and
do It regularly and systematically. As
she gets acoustomed to the exerclse
she should incrense the number of

Our glars must shine togeth- ' lug five miles.

miles she walks a day until sbe is do

| wak for, refusing sll substiiutes or lmilations.

MAKES HARD WORK
HARDER

A bad back makes a day's work twice
o8 hard,  Backache ususlly comes from
weak kidoeys, and if headaches, dizzi-
ness of wurinary ers ara added,
don't wait—get belp before ths kidney
discase takes a grip—before dropay, grav-
el or Bright's diseass sots in. Doan’s
Kidoey Fills bave brought new life and
pew streogth to thousands of working
men and women. Used and recom-
mended the world over,

AN ILLINOIS CASE

Q L Farmand,

113k Sixth Ave, ll.-ur

Iing and ths constant
ar  woakensd my
Wneys 1 had ter-
ribio bnrku‘hn?u.nd
was - up
for =t
eouldn’t turn In bed
without halp. 1 Inat
feah, Thres dogtors
trented mae, but |
ot worse. Fiaally

took Doan's Kid-
ney Plils and Ave

boxss cured me I
hava wmincs enjoyed
god health.™
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Men's $3:83 $32°22
Women's 33.55% 12

Missos,Bays,Ohildren
$4L,00 §1.74%2 $2.850 $3,
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WESTERN CANADA NOW

The oppartunity of securing free
homesteads of 160 acres each, and =3
the low priced lands of Manitoba, *
Saskatchewan and Alberta, will 3
soon have passed. :

Canada offers a hearty welcome
to the Settier, to the man with a
family looking for a home; to the
farmer's son, to the renter, ta all who
wish to live under better conditions.

Canada's graln yield in 1913 is
the talk of the world. Luxuriant g
Grasses give cheap fodder for large
herds; cost of raising and fattening
for market is a trifle, =

The sum realized for Beefl, Butter, §
Milk and Cheesa will pay fifty per
cent on the investment.

Writa for literature and partic-
ulars as to reduced railway
rates to Superintendent
of Immigration, Ottawa,
or to

M. V. Mcinnes
178 Jaftaraon Ave.
Detrolt, Mich.

Cavadian Government Agt.

SPECIAL TO WOMEN

The most economical, cleansing and
germicidal of all antiseptics is

Farderie

A soluble Antiseptic Powder to
be dissolved in water as needed.

As a medicinal antisaptic for douches
in treating catarrh, inflammation or
uleeration of nose, throat, and that
caused by feminine ills It has no equal,
For ten years the Lydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Co. has recommended Paxtine
in their private correspondence with
women, which proves its superiority.
Women who have been cured say
it is “worth its weight In gold,” At
druggists, 60c. large box, or by mall

ul"ttirltinn. S —
iousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache

Genuine must bear Signature

10c.
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