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y SYNOPSIS. l Queen Hortepse struck her hands
i logether. “What can [ do? What can
Francols Beaupre, a pedsint habe of | 1 do?" she domanded, and the dootor
which Mardhal Nev fures in nide 4 | S1003 gravely regardiog her, helpless,
Chevalier of France by the Emperor Na- | with all his devotion to the house of |
‘;"l'.: = "Jl_:;:‘r' _"',""“JI_I".'_I_;""l ‘..'- ’:\'hrl: | Bonaparte, 1o suggest a way out.  “If
the « mpwror hnd brie F:- wiopped (o hold » he mtays he will be taken—they will
eouncil of war. Naps whiedl '.": fxscute hlm If he goes he will die
;'}'u.;.\}'.l.' lum"‘ rnu..'.'.lllr:.l-l “I\'l-"'l,‘.' on the way," she cried In an agony
ange of ten Francols o ger Wiy I"f Indecision Doctor, tell me, think
;-‘n‘“-;-..rl::!ll-l-;-l o B A :.:::1:‘: for me —bhow can | save him?"
Borol  Gaspard  Gourgaid who  with | And the doctor still stood silent,
A ;‘T‘”_ :‘_-"’“l"'l' ""'""‘"I din 'i"l:l"'"r:'l‘_?'_: stulfering with the impotent desire to
or: Mavcieos e e bov's hmag- | belp her,  “H—If only the Austrinus
loh with stories his  campuigns. | might think that the Prince were
peneral T.;” ,,;',":'T_.Iilf-l-lil-. he stmmmered, and hated him
y in the n ooapy- | kelf for the futility of the words, But
’-'.uf.:-.ln 1|._ lln|‘|:'l>'-.-r;:i[;::-..!__<'I.|."..|.|I‘-|'|il‘:r “:";,"-thn- Quéan stood with a hand hale
auls 2y smigned with the gen- | lilted, arrested Her blue eyves wern
" Murquis | allve with the crossing and weaving
Tl A ) |of swint ldens, and then with & cnich
, - S r..'__‘- AL e B th_'.‘ her brewth she laughed ar bin
A anks  Francols to by ke a pleawed child,  "Doctor, vou are
) In siin Pie by sodinnd A very clever man.” she said "“To
F i ;,;[ l:.':'_:": I.‘I “ | gether we are going o save the
. the  general Frinee
." ST .II I" 'I': '\," Il viviielty of the schoolgir of
i lfn t ¥ Maudame de Compan feshed for a mo
- M o Vi ment inlo her mnnner, warmed to sud
: o {Aheah den Nfe by the joy of hope, The doe
a ro: ity ) o Al Pietro. | tor waited, enchanted. bewildered, o
hear his cleverness explained, but Hor
CHAPTER XiI. tense did always the unexpected thing
The Mother of a Rrince. .‘"L_t. shook her .':r‘.xol: ;.n! nim |
The wallse of the paluce at Anconn I 5 *,- :ll,‘,,::!.t :,I,I.I“._.L, 1;“| ',,‘Ik ”.,, .-'.!.I,,_.”- ,l;-L
dropped to the gea; against them the | G st P _‘ o ‘“ s ol o iy
RVt dE il Out on the kit e Tn."ln.]’l]l\ M. all #veqn Iu. all Lo .
ter lay & fleet of fishing boats, and the | ;l:. _\Ia-:’ vigil I.m'.lr l'-“ll:'.l:» .-mhlu.s'.
wind flapped torn salls, and the sun- r_””_h RS - FOUIINTS ERYINE (Do l_l”'”.
Miht xianced on batiered hills sndl rom his -'llt‘l.'.lll"\‘. and Inmnrn-ul you
littered decks The woman who sat ;lnn,\ snow Gow. Goodby, Dovtor,™ &nd
by ap open window of the palace | puzzled and pleased, the pbysician
| Was gones
pushed the black trafling of her gown | = o b ! 2 the
from her, as if the somberness hurt | Hend Fritz to me," the Queen or
her eves, she lald her head against dered, and a moment later the young
the window-frame and stared at the man who was for years the confiden
breere-tossed waves and the fishing P 1 SEtyRND 52 Vortanie, Sho vy
more of the history of her middle

flos

It may¥ be our only hope of escape

those wretched boats.” she said, hall
nloud, and her blue eves were full of
saduess, almost of hopelrssness

A sound caught her ear. and ghe 1ift
her head qnickly., The door into
next room was partly open and
some one moved there, that was all
She urned, the lines her figure
falling again into a melancholy pose

The doctor takes a long time.” she
spoke, nnd gnzed out onee more to the
waler

#d
the

Fhere had been & spirited
girl years before who had romped in
the gardens of Malmaigo; who had
led the laughter which echoerd through
those avenues of lime and plantain,
whose sweetness and  vivaeit had
drawn the flgure of Napoleon himsell
nio the voriex of gladuess which was |
her atmosphere.  Always brightness

med to follow her through the on
chantment of the place; always she
Eromedd to move in gale foday, on
# March morning of 1830, this was she
—OrTense

The daughter of Franc she had
beesn, the gueen of Hollan mnd now
for years an eoxile Here, 111, n fugi
tive i her nephew's palnce at An
cona, with the Austrians n the gate
of & iy, ghe wailted In ixlaty al
I more intense than she could bear
the d of the doctor a8 o her son
¥ befors bt Forli or older
! il died, nnd s o heart
e wWiLth & sicNenl U as gl
1 gt of this other—Louis-—now het

hild, Iying in the roo beyond

A high Tever, i1l with the diseuse
with which his brother had fallen A
woman's soul might well W OVer
crowded with sueh sorrow pnd such
fear, but theres was more Her two
hoys hud thrown In their lot shortly
hefore with the ltallan revolutionisis

and had fought, and had distinguished

themselves And now that the revo
lution of the Romagna was a faflure
that the Austrian army wis advane
Ing victoriously, now that desth had

taken the older to safety, the vounger

Louis—the invalid lad in the
heyond, was In Imminent danger, He
was excepted from the goncral am
nesty: the natural wavs of
were closed, for the authorities of
Tuscany and of Switzerland had let
her know that the Prince would not bhe
pearmitted In those territories. From
Nome two of her son's uncles, Cardl.
nal Fesch and King Jerome, had sent
word that If he were taken by the
Austrians he was lost. And at the
moment when Hortense had decided to
carry her boy off to Turkey by way
of Corfu, an Ausirian fleet appeared
in the Adriatie

In such a eritical state were

room

Lthe

iffairs of the black-gowned woman
who gaxed from the paluce windows
to the sea. The doctor was with her

son. The boy's condition seemed to
her no batter, but worse than the day
bafore: she walted an ofMoial verdict
The door opened and she looked up as
& 3l wan came In,

“Doctor,” she stammered and
stopped—she foared to ask

“Your majesty,” the old man sald
gravely, "l grieve 1o be the bearer
of bud news"

“"He is worne, Dactor? The wards

came with n gasp;, she felt that she
could not face more trouble,

Yes, your Majosty, the fever has
incroased sines yesierday., With his
vouth and s-rength we mar nope—I|f
he is carefully numed—but we move
kim would be madnoss™

1
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vears, perhaps, than soy other, stood
before her. “Frite, when does & packe!

sall for Corfu?" she demanded

Fritz Rickenbach considered 1t hie
business to know everything “To
night,” your Majesiy.” he unswered
| unhesitatingly
| You will see that the luggage of

Prince Louis is on board, and that «

enrriage 15 rendy to take bim there'
she ordered

“But yes, your Majesty.” Pritz still
| stood regarding her serlously. Il is

n grest bappiness (o me, your Majesty,
that his Highness enough
travel"

In well Lo

Fritz knew perfectly that there was

a complication somewhere, and |l
wanfed to know what it was His
curiosity was patent, but hix deep in
terint In the afuire of his people
could not be an impertinence, and the
Queen eEmiled at iim
“"You shall Know about it, Pritz"
i ‘The Austrinos sre com
ne h Prince can not be moved
It they take him, it means death. They
must belleve that he s gone, and Qi
i for vou and me to muke them be
Heve ft, Fritz. Yoo must get a puss
port signed by ull of the authorities
that is easy toda) ¥ou must enEnge
& place n the packet for tonlght:
vou inust tell the gervants tall nVEry
ane et the Frinee goes to Corfu
And you must see Lhat the proper lug
gage B oon boprd It will be kunowi

T IR
R |

AL e
ARGl
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| Francois Was on His Knee by the
Bedside.

that 1 stay, but
un 1l woman
plan, Frite?”

“Put your Mnjesty,”
swered with his fuce alight.

And so the packet safled for Corfu,
apd all day before the salling the
servants of Hortense moved busily
betwesn the palace and the boat, ear-
rying luggage und making arrange
ments. And only one or two knew
the secret that Prince Louis Bonaparte
had not sulled dn the packet but lay
tossing with fever in a littie room
heyond his mother's, carried there for
greater privacy by Fritz and the doe-
tor

Two days later, as the Queen msut
quietly by her boy's bedside, she heard
that the vanguard of the Austrians
had entered the clty, snd almost at
once Frite ceame to el her that the
palace In which she was staying had
been chosen for the residence of the
general commanding. The probability
of this had not entered her mind; [t

they will not molest
Do you understand the

Fritz an- |

' Eesred
| officer

The Austrian
Queen’s own

the Inst straw
dewanded the
chamber for his chief, but the
AMeward’s wife told him the name of
the lady who was in the rooms which
had not been given up, he bowed deep
Iy and sald not * word. It was another
of that brotherhood scattersd over Ku
rope—the friends of Hortense: It was
an officer who had protected her yeam
vefore Dijon
So for a week
Eide with (helr
few Teet lay

when

at
they lived wide
enemies and only
the Prince and
next that
with but a
was a life
the Queen
Invalid spoke
recognize a man's
turned
Wl
O
AR

by
it
betwesn
for his room
Austiian
door
momeEninry

Cauiure, WAH
the
double
of
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It

or

hetwoen
anxiety, |

each fthe

they
when
Bt

W

Il

Tlane
that might
hie
at
last

to loave

volee; coughod she
the snd of the
well enough

Ancons disgutsed

whitle
Louls
He woas

at o

of

his mother's lackeys, the young |

Marquis Zappl was to put ot another |

|
|

Hyery, and over the frontier (hey wers
both to chunge and be the =o of
Hortense traveling on the English-
AN S pREEort
CHAPTER XIIIL
The Ruse,

'he dav belore the PRCApe, Ae the
Prinee, wenk and (1 vetr, lay In bed
word was broaght that a messepger
of the margquls wished w0 see the
Weeg

“Le&l me see him too, my mother," |
the sllent, grave young man begged
I may be that | can help you |
wish to help

In & moment Fritz latroduced a

alight alert person whose dellcate fnce
was made remarkable by n pair of
eyves jarge and brilliant and full of
visionary shadows, vet alive with fire
Oue saw first those uncommon eyes
and then the man IT they had not
been entirely concerned with his mes-
sage they might have remarked that
be trembled aw he Jooked at the
Prince's face; that hig volee shouk as
e answered the Queen's guestion

“1 have the unhappiness, vour Ma)
e5ly. 10 bring you bad news,” he sald.
speaking 1o her, but still gazing ea
Rerly at the Prinee "The Marquls
Zappl, my emplover, a8 11l He was
taken suddenly last night, and today

much worse, nnd there i* no chanes

thnt he can travel with vour Majesty
tCmorrow
Fhe Queen threw out her hands with

n westure of hopelegsnoess ‘What can

we do”"” ghe exelalmed

| erented chevaller

and plan and have always u
quernble obstacle? Cun 1 nol save
my boy I might huve known thnat
evervibing secmed too bright this
morning, oo good o be trus Yer it
Is not possible that after ol they
should she looked at her son; her
|courage cam# springine back They
hall not take you,"” and her eves|
flushed deflunce at a world of enemies.
nnd she went over and threw her arm
shout his neck Louis, don't let vour
gell be exciied, deanrest They shall
not take you. | can save you
It wae as If phe put a spur to her
brain, thers wis 1 moment’s silencs
ind the two lnds w hed her brows
nwing topether un the eoneentra

lon of her brs

(M conren,” she sald suddenlv, and
Inughed 1 pontaneous laughter
which secmed to ftood her with south:
fulness. Bhe turned her blue glance
swiftly on the newcomer, the slender
boy with the luminous eyes, “You sre

in the employ of

monsieur?

the Marquis Zappl,

"Hut yes, your majosty. 1 am the
seeretary of Moensieur le Mamuis
sShe paused a second, seemed to take

vtock of the young man, of his looks,
his hearlng, his aceent

“Vou Have you n #vm
pathy with the family of my son, with
the Ponapartes?"

It was a4 If & door had been opened
nto a foarnnce, the eves blazed
“Your majesty, 1 would give my life
for his highness.,” he sald quletly, The
impagsive face of the young prince
turned toward the speaker, and the
half-shut heavy glance, which had the
Napoleonic gift of hol$ing a ploture,
resited on him attentively, Louis Bona-
parte geemed to remember something.

“What Is your name, monsieur ™ he
asked, and it might have been noticed
thut his head lifted a Jittle from the
pillow as he walted for the answer.

“Francola Beaupre, sire.” The young
man seemed to be out of breath,
“Sire!" Louls Napoleon repeated. And
then, "l have seen you before, Where
was It? Not in Rome—not in Switzer
land—ah!™ His hand flew out, and
with that Francois was on his knee by
the bedside, and had kissed the out-
stretehed thin fingers, and the prince's
other hand was on his shoulder fra
ternally.

“The old chatean of Viegues—my
playfellow, Francols, 1 told you then
I was going to remember, didn't 1™
Louis Nupoleon demanded, lnpughing
boyishly., “Mother, he saved my life
from the falling wall. Do you remem.
ber the story of my runaway trip?™
And Hortense, amiling. delighted to
see Lor sad-fuced boy s0 pleased and
ethilamted, did remember, and was
gracious and gratefal to the young
Frenchman., “IU Is & good omen Lo

are French

wh

| ally

Have you come to us today,”
with all the dazeling charm which she

knew bow to throw into a sentence
And then, euger with the headlong
zesl of a hunter for the game, «she

caught the thread which wove into the
pattern of her schemiug. “You would

risk something 1o save him,

Rie said |

woulid |

—

]

muscle (ense, his hewd Lurned
loward the doorway, listening

And suddenly they weare aware of a
wtir, & growing nolse; there were gal
loping horses; there was & jingle of

evers

harness, and volces coming nearer
With a step backward the landlord
flushed u glovee from under bushy

you not? You will take the place of | brows down the corridor, through the

the marquis and travel with us, tomor- { open door ot the end, which gave on

row, and belp me carry away the |the court of the inn

prince o safety ™ “Mon dieu!" He faced the three,
The durk young face was pale. | standing startled. [le spoke fust and

“Your majesty, it fs a happiness 1 bad | low,

ot dared to hope for vet

“Yet?” the prince demanded laconic: | can we do?™
He saved words alwuys, this lad, | ond

but he always snld his thought

I'he other boy's facs turned to him,
and he answered simply, “Hut
yuB, your highness, 1 have known al
ways that | should have a part in your
highness' {ute.”
the gray the next
ing there was a slight stir through the
and out the
Austrinn sentines
procession of
fhes far
Ind changed
depumure:
inte

VETY

In dawn of morn

i iAce, el waien lines of

drowsy 1]

character

passed
WHOH®  Lrige
from n
The
the sick

wWern wire, slse histors

gEuard watched the
lsely

Holla

less clearly

Hortense
they nll

, drove away

Jqueen of ns

KINew more o)
slowly in her traveling exleche. nnd on
the box Velung in the liv
of & groom whom one of the
hulf-awake soldlern knew for Prinee
Louis Napoleon; iu the middle of
the second carriage 4t another vouth
of two or three years vounger who
was, the gqueen’'s servants had been
toid, the Marquis Zapp! Their
ports were examined they

WhE U mMan

Ery no

(ETE

and went

through the gates of the city without |

awnkenlng the least suspicion

Not once In all their dramatic series
of escapes and disguises were Hore
tensie and her sons betraved, but they
had to fear the Indiscretion of heir
friends more than the malignity of
thelr enemles, and this part bf Ialy
was full of friends high and low

At length it was time for Prince
Louls and the sham marguis to drop
their liveries and travel the sons
of the English woman for whom thelr
passport was made ot The clothes
Beanpre to wear hnd
longed to the young man dead at Forli

Louls |1l:'rll:|;lR:I'It'h brother—and as
he presented himsel! dressed [ m,
he the painful flush erepl
upon the prines's facs

Your

roel

nE

which LT Ly

in

HiLW which

highness, |
"t

W

he
And
himsell impulsively on
the
WHAT

U sorry

slatmme 18 grief Lo me
then he thre
his i
M prifice, |
said, and
‘Perhnps 1
If Your highness knew
mere secretary af | am
I am noble

Heaupre

side of
them rever
then, hesitating, hie
waould

Knooes Louls” chale

with
"]-l L) '1"
sildad

unwaorthy

lesn
that,
more

_Li sl

I nm yet
It is not elmple Francois
you
by

W hom honor, bul a man
the sword of the
cmperor

The dull of the

glance between droopin

] ehot
“What
monsieur? he de
manded, Bur at the moment the queen
eutered the room
‘ll |'....'|

prince

£ lug

n

15 11 you mean,

nnd the lade sprang
Her

their

eves caught the
pleture of the young Frenclimun in his
new dress nt once; they opened wide

and then filled with tears

Loul=, lLouls' ehe eried. and Inid
her hand on Wiz arm ‘He looke ke
i, he looks ke Napoleon!'

A deferential knock sounded at the
door. Francols sprang to it, and the

landlord stood In the opening, bowing
claborately —a old with
thick grizzied hair

A thousand pardons f{or dinturbing
miladi and the messieurs.” and miladl
“Might an old
soldier of the emperor dare to Fay that
one could not bhelp knowing the em-
peror's kinamen?™ He bowed low

saldisry man

amilad forgiveness

agaln 1o both boys allke, and again |

Hortemwe smiled at him. It was com-
forting to know that the two seemed
brothers (o the world in general, and
she was so used to recognition and
loyalty now that they appeared to be
long together. “Might an old soldier
of the emperor dare to show miladl—
her majesty—and the highnesses, the
gword which the emperor himself had
touched, the sword which he, Jean
Gredin, an old culrassler of the gunrd,
had carried in four battles? There
was a little story of the sword, a story
aleo of the wonderful goodness of the

emperor, which miladl—her majesty— |

permitting, he would like to tell to her,
a8 also to the highnesses™

And, her majesty permitting, and
the boys pleased and Interested, the
old eavalryman brought the sword and
drew it from ita sheath and gave It to
each of them to handle, and called on
them to rempurk how It was as kean
and bright as 1t had ever been at Ulm
or Austerlite. He cleared his throat,
strongly, for the tale.

“Miladl—ber majesty—permitting,™
he began, “it was on a day two days
after the greal battle of Austeriits,
The country, as her majesty and ithe
highnesses will remember, was In a

most dangerous condition. Desperate
bands—" Why was it the Ilundiord
stopped?

The party, caught by the fervor of
hils manner, stared at him, annoyed as
the tale of the emperor, promising wo
well, balted at Its beginning The
moan stood as M drawn 10 his tiptoes,

Madame, It Is o squad of Aus
trian soldiers: they are upon ug, What
He hesitated only a sec
“Bleu-bley-—my horse —-saddled
the tree yonder —|if one of the
If the prince He glanced
uncertpinly from one lad 1o the other
But the gume was out of his hands,
Quicker hands than his had caught the

under
princes

play Francols Beaupre, the saber of
the old cavalrvman gleaming In his
Brasp, sprang to the doorway

It Is monsiear there who s the
prinee,” he explnined rapidly to the
landlord., "Hide him, take care of him

I will druw them away, When they
are gone, gee¢ that the prince and the
quUeen escape That Is for sou; you

nre responsible

There was the rush of u fying figure
down the hallway Franoois
Hinghed across a broken line of o dozen
dismounted riders, straight toward the
landlord’s horse held by & groom un
der the trees. There wus a shock of
startled silence as the Impetuous ap-
parition, saber gleaming at wrist, shot
across the court. Then there was &
hubbub of voices, and a mass of uni
formed figures fell toward him as he
threw himeelf on the horse A wol-
dier cgught at the bridle  The naked
sword twinkled and the man was un
der Hleu-blet's feet For a wsecond
there was a vortex of men and a frun-
tie boree, and riding the storm a buoy

and out

ant figure of fury, Basghing a blade
with iofinite swifiness, this way and
that, Then horse and lad shot out
from the living canvas, stresnked the

background of trees a second and were
Eone, and the Austrian (roopers scram
bled lnto their saddles to follow

Through sun-spolted, breoge-tossed

woods tore the chase: across o road
wid over a low fence, and still Fran
cois led, but the heavy horses gained
It wns & hopeless hunt, for the land-
lord’s mount wus no match for the
big cavalry horses, yet the rider's
light welght and clever horsemanship
counted, and 1t was fully four wmilles
from the lnn when Bleu-bley stumbied
and =]l art a diteh, and Fruncols
pitched over his head His lead was
short by wow, and they were on him
na momenl, in a mass; he was asjzed

by u dozen burly Austrians

I'he leader took & sharp look at hio

i he stood ing, rtaring defiantly

What s this?' the Austrian de
manded sternly and whesled to n
trooper In a bunch Friedrich, thou
knowest the cub of the Bonapartes, 1s
this lad he?

And Fris 1 lunged forward, gasp-
ing, for e had run hig horss hard, and
shook his heud No. my captain, |
have never geoan th L

The boy looked from one to anoth
er of the threateuing  group, smiling, |
composed In sapite of his quick breath
i The captaln took & step close to
lim snd shook his st in his face;

You have fooled us, you VOung

There Was a Hubbub of Voices.

gamecock, have you? But wait. Do
you know what we will do to you, you
bantam of a Freunchman? Do yvou know
how wa will treat you for this, we Aus-
trians ™

Color deepened In hiw cheeks, and
Francois drew up his figure magnif.
cently.

“You may do what you ke, Mes-
mieurs,” he said gaily. “It Is for you:
my part |s done, The prince ls safe.”

CHAPTER XIV,
After Five Years,

The window of the cell was small.
but it was low enough so that & man
standing could see from It the wvust
sky and the sealine six miles sway
and, by lesaning close to the bars, the
hill that =loped down into wooded
country; beyond that the gand of the
whore. The jJaller stood close by the

| little window 1o the gtormy suneet for
a better light as he dropped the medi
cine
“*Une
carofully
the
n#r,

I twao,

he counted the drops
up to nine, and then glanced
prisoner on his cot In the cors
tosead, and tulked rapidly.
{ disjointedly ‘It Is high time that the
| doctor saw him,"” the jniler wpoke, half

at

who

aloud. “If the governor had been here
this would not have been allowed 1o
run on. 1 am glad the governor ia

coming baek "'
| With that the prisoner threw off the
cover from his shoulders gnd eat up
| suddenly, with wild bright eyes star
Ing at the jaller

“Pletro!™ be calied In astonishment
"Why, my doeuar old Pistro!” and flung
out bis hands eagerly towird the man,

| and would have sprung from the bed |

to him.

But the jailer was at his side and
held him down, yet gently. "Be quiet,
| signor,” he sald respectfully “It s
only old Battisia:; you will s=e {f you
look Only Hattlsta, who has taken
care of you these tlve yoars

The brilllant dork eyes stared at
him bungrily; then with a sigh the
light went out of them and the head
fell on the plliow
| "Ah, Pattista” he sald, “my good
Flatelsta A smile full of a subtle
charm made the worn face bright He |
spoks slowl: “l thought It was my
| friend —my best friend.” he explained
gently
L "Will the signor take the doctor's |
medicine? Hattleta asked then, not

much noticing the words, for the sick
man wag clearly light-headed, yet with
| & certain pleasant throb of memory
which always moved within him at the
name of Pleiro. It happened that the
name stood for some one desar to the
lJailt-r alko. The signor took the medi-
cine at onve, like & good child

"Wl it make me betuaer,
think, Battista®" he ssked

“But yes, wsignor; the
clever.”

“l want be better: |
well, for | have work to do
a# | come out of prison

“Surely, sigoor. That will he
now, I think, for it is five years
will let you go soon, |
tista lied kindly

“You are good to me, Hattists
boy sald, “and just now you gave
A great pleasure It warms me vet to
think of it. for, vou see, | thought vou
Hietro—the
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to mus: get

AS sOOD

BsoON
they
Bat-

bellove

tha

me

ware Pletro—my dear
Marquis Zappl.'

Battista, Lreathless:

"Whon

nared

did

stim-

merad whom YOou eay,
slgnor?
Fut

reason

the
The color
the tide ¢bhs
A name !
me-—you

wounld

prironer had flashed Into
weant out of his face
did 1

you will not betray
repesl that

ns Puttista, ny
Hittista
will not name? |
bat that |
st have
have never
this
bring danger

God's

never have sald it
sleady I
been myv tead; 1
spoken his name befors

Oh, If |
Battleta, for
that

Satlistn

WAR not quils
of

out

i place

ghould to him!

shke, you will pnot

nume?"”

ke 1o

repegt

L3l W, BElancing at the

heavy “God

bid, I

should speak, here in hik own castle,

iron door of the eell for

signor he  whispered,

the nume o

my ¥Young master.

Th wus a long silence.  The pris
oner and hin jailer gazed 41 each other
as if ruying things beyond words
Then the boy put out hik long kot fin-

gers and caught the man's sleeve
“Hatllsta." he ‘Battista
I8 that true? Do you

know-—my

miurmured,
I It possible?
Pletro?"

“Kuow him, signor? Battista's deep
voice was unsteady. "My fathers have
| #erved his for eight bhundred years"
|Thﬂ man was shaking with a loyalty
.1"""' pent up, but Francols lifted hie
| head, leaned on hix elbow, and looked
| wt him thoughtfully.

“But, Hattista, 1 know you now:; hea
has spoken to me of you; It was your
son, the little Battista, who was his
body-servant when they were cohil
| dren ™
| “"Yes, signor.”
| "I did not dream of 1t; | never knaw
| what castle this was; | never dreamed
| of Camtleforte; you would not tell me.™

"1 could not, signor, It wase forbld
den, It is forbidden. | am risking
my lfe every minute”

“Gio, Hattista,” and Francols pushed
him away with weak hands, “Go guiok-
ly—you have been here (oo long.
There might be suaplcion. 1 could not
live Iif 1 brought trouble on you.”

“It i» right so far, sigonor,” Hattista
answeread, “It Is known you are il};
I must care for the sick ones & lttua
But [ had better go now.™

With that he silpped to his knees
and lifted the feverish hands to his
lips. “The friend of my young mas-
ter,” he eald simply, but his voloe
broke on the words. The traditional
faithfulness of conturies was strong In
Battista, the Zappls had been good
masnters; one had been cared for and
conlented always; one was terrorized
and ground down by these “Austrian
awine;" the memory of the old mas-
ters, the personality of anvone oo
nected with them, wak sacred. Battis
ta bowed his head over the hands in
hin own, then he styod up,

“1 shall be back st bedtime. signor,”
he sald guietly, and was gone.

(TO BE CONTINUEDD
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We Are independent

and have no one Lo please but our cus-
tomers, We have been making high-
grade smoking tobacce for more than
half a century and “Wild Fruit* ie our
best effors. [t is Union Made, Packed
In five cent foil packagen, ten cent
cloth pouches, eight and sixteen ounce
tine. Premium coupons in all packages.
Should you {all tofind the *“Wild Frult"
i your dealer's stock, send um five
cenils In postage stamps and we
will mail you an original package,

Jno. ). Bagley & Co.,Detroit, Mich.

Had the Proof.
Stonemmueon iin box describing as-

sault)—He walks Into my vard and
FaAmeE mAe up aEen one o Me own
Blones
Coungel—DId he hoart you?
Stonemason—Hurt me! Why, I've
got "sacred to the memory of' stamp-

¢d nll down me back Futler

Mother Gray's fwest Powders for Childres
Rellove Feverishiness, Bad Stomach, Teetbiug
Disorders, mouve said regulnte the Bowels and
Are & pleasnnt remedy for Worma, Uned by
Mutbhers fur ¥4 yenra. They are so pleasant o
take, chiidren likie them. JTher mever ruil, Al
all Druggints, 26, bample FREE. Addross,
A. B Olmsted, Le Roy. N. ¥, Adv.

Between the Acts.
‘Bir.,” said the man in the orchestrd
chair, "in passing 1o and Mo vou have

rulned my silk hat
“1 ennnot help that, eir sald the
other If you had gone out between
the acts voursell vour hat would not
have suffered!"—Puck
Deadly Work of Scorplon.
Some scorpion bites epuse little

more than burning paln and numbness
In the part affectéd Tor a few days
Hut the more polsonous varieties cuuse
denth and that especially when
they sting voung cohildren thi-
bilitated old peopls The
&8 of perople in Mexico danffer more thun
the wellto-do, because of thelr

0o
lower class-
Custom
of golng about helf naked most of the
Ll

Common Form of Insanity
A party of Clevelanders

entertnined

some  holids visitors and WYiNg
| dhowed them everything t E
Clovelund proper they to take
them to Newburg for & view of the
asyiam Ime guperintendent saE In
a geninl frome of mind and he ol
ducted bunch personally
Heres 18 a queer case, ladd TS
snid, plusing at n particular  cel
“This muan has the delusion (hat hn
possesses the motive power that runs
the universd He 18 perfectly hario.
fores but he setually b lleves Lhat
without him the world would not
mMOvs Strange notion, Isnt i
“Why, not at all!” exclnimed one of
the wom My Khusbn ha: T
same (dea and he alway as had N
Ia he crazy, Lod

\
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ANOTHER COFFEE WRECK
What's the Use When There's an Easy
Way Out?

Along with the coffee habit has
grown the prevaleat "American Dis-
G ~—nervous prostration

The following letier ehows the way
out of the trouble:

Five years ago 1 was a great cof-
fee drinker and from its use 1 be-
came g0 nervous I could scarcely
sleep at all nights, My condition grew
worse and worse until finally the phy-
gicinn 1 consulted declured my trow
bies were due to colfee

“But belng so wedded to the bev-
erage | did not see how 1 could do
without it, especially at breakfast,
ks that meal eeemed incomplets withs
oul coffee,

"On & visit, my friends deprived me
of colfes to prove that it was harm-
ful. At the end of about sight days
1 was less nervous, but the craving
for coffes was intense, so | went back
to the old habit as soon as | got home
and the old sleepless nights came
near making a wreck of me.

“I heard of Postum and decided to
try It. 1 did pot like it st first, be-
cause, as | afterwards discovered, It
was not made properly, 1 found, how-
ever, that when made after directions
on the package, it was delicious.

“It had a soothing effect on my
nerves, and pone of the bad effects
that coffes had, so 1 bade farewell to
coffee and have used oonly Postum
since, The most wonderful account of
the benefit to be derived from
Postum could not exceed m§ own ex-
perience.”

Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek, Mich. Write for a copy of “The
Road to Wellville."

Postum now comea In two forms:

Regular Postum—must ba wall
balled.

Instant Pottum—Is a soluble pow-
der. A temspoouful dissolves qulokly
in & cup of hot water and, with cream
and sugar, makes a dellglous bever
age Instantly, Grocers sell both kinds,

“There’s a Reason” for Postum,




