~——sengl e Ui G

AFITTE of
I OUISTATNA

BY MARY DEVEREUX -

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY DON C. WILSON

y
4

Copyright, 1903, by Litth, Bromm amd Componyd
v Pgdr’.v Reserrwed)

CHAPTER VIL

Three weeks later, and a sullen
peace had fallen' over Toulon. Jean
was still weak and emaciated from ill-
ness. From Greloire the boy had
heard—and with outspoken indigna-
tion—of General Bonaparte's depar-
ture, ghortly after his own arrival at
the convent, which had been turned
into a hospital,

“He went away and left me!” Jean
exclaimed angrily, the color suffusing
his cheeks. “Left me, when I was not
able to speak to him!"

He left a letter with Pere Huot, and
a farewell message, which the good
father will doubtless give you when
he sees fit.”

“Then why should not Pere Huot
have told me so before?” demanded
Jean, half rising from his seat beside
the bed.

“Easy, mon amli; sit still,” said Gre-
loire, ecalmly. “Do not get excited,
else 1 shall regret telling you any-
thing about the affair. We have to
remember that von have been very
ill.” Tenderness showed in his tone,
and he gently touched the thin hand
resting on the coverlet,

Late in the afterncon of this same
day, Pere Huot, sitting with Jean in
the latter's room, had been informing
him of what had transpired since the
morning Murier brought him to the
shelter
abode.

He watched the boy's face ecare-
fully as he told him of Margot’s bur-
ial, and of Bonaparte's many visits to
his bedside, where he lay tossing in
delirium; and the good priest re-

joiced within himself to see the look |

of dogged grief soften into one of sub-
dued gratification.

“My son, where is the box of pa-
pers Monsieur le Baron, thy father,
intrusted to Margot for safe keeping?”

“The box of papers, Pere Huot,"” the
boy repeated, as if trying to recall

“l want to go over seas, away from France,
self”

something, *“I cannot say; I do not
know."”

“Know not where it is!” exclaimed
the priest, with a marked change of
bearing and tone. “How is this?
What was done with it?” |

The good priest spoke urgently, al-
most impatiently, leaning forward and
looking fixedly into the boy’'s per-
plexed face,

“Burned,
Jean.

“Know you not, my son, what this
box contained?” inguired Pere Huot,
looking the boy in the face and speak-
ing sternly.

“Yes—some
what of them?”

“Those papers were the proof and
vindication of thy birthright,” de-
clared the priest solemnly. “Thy moth-
er's marriage certificate was amongst
them: and the loss of this may make
trouble for thee."”

The boy's eyes now turned from the
window to meet those of Pere Huot.

“Did Margot tell thee, father, of all
that befell the last night we passed at
Languedoc?”

“Yes, my son; and I have waited for
a fitting time to speak to thece of the
matter. General Bonaparte and my-
self talked of it as well; and I must
say that thou were cruelly and need-
lessly angered and wounded. But I
wae grieved that thou shouldst have
been led to the act that so nearly
made thee a murderer. As to thy
brother, we must forgive the dead,
even more freely than the living; and
Etienne is now gone where he should
have thy forgiveness in full.”

He paused, and Jean turned in his
chair to look at him gquestioningly.

“Yes, thy brother is dead,” he con-
tirued still more impressively. “I re-
gret to tell thee that he was found
guilty of a crime the Great Committee
never forgives—that of treachery.
While seeming to serve their ecause,
he =old its secrets to the English.”

Jean's lips curled with scorn, but
he made no spoken comment.

“ptienne now dead, thou, my son,
art heir to the title and estates, which,
although declared confiscated, may
vet be rescued and saved to thee,
through the influence of thy friend,
General Bonaparte, who bade me tell
thee this at the proper time, and also
to give thee this letter.”

with the cottage,” replied

jewels and papers,

and safety of his present‘

Jean, angry and reckless, exclaim-
ed: “I'll be no hypoerite, nor pretend
to what I cannot feel, I have hated
Etienne all my life, and with good
cause; and I will never say otherwise,
now that he is dead. I would spurn
any title or position that had been his
—despise myself if ever again I lived
beneath the roof who had sheltered
one who spoke such dastardly words
of my mother! I want to go over seas,
avay from France, away to the new
world, and carve out a name for my-
self—gain fame and riches. I should
die, like a wild bird in a cage, to live
such a life as men pass here. The
very thought of it is hateful to me.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the priest . “This
comes from Laro’s teachings.”

“Nup, father—indeed no!” cried Jean,
all the fire gone from his eyes. “I have
always longed to live such a life—
always!”

“Always—all of thy very long life,
Jean, my son?” said Pere Huot, a sa-
tirical smile touching his thin lips.

The boy's face bi_came crimson, and
he said nothing. §

“We have talked long enough for
the present, my son,” the priest add-
ed; “and now I will leave thee. Read
General Bonaparte's letter; and may
it bring thy ‘mind to holding more wor-
thy ideas of the future than those I
have just heard from thee. And Jean,
my son”—coming close to him, and
laying a caressing hand on the wilful
head—*"1 beseech thee, try and harbor
kirdlier feelings and more Christian-
like forgiveness for thy brother.”

He left the room, closing the door
softly, and Jean sat staring out of the
window, though the sun’s rays now
stole down to touch his brow. But
after musing a few seconds, he roused
himself with a quick, nervous move-
ment, and looked again at the letter.
A moment later he broke its =eal:
and the thin paper seemed to pulse
with his own heartbeats as he read
and reread its words:

a%’éabw out @ name for. -

"Mon ami—mon cher ami De Soto—
0
But go T2 a‘n;&t relieve
assurance that thee i
anr}sf-wh;ghumnﬂ; 590%1 nurs
T"_il‘%althw L pray wi
thee of our plans fu;rg,___ e
heve thy love, d ;
shall tell thee, aq
soon meet in hap ¥ ek
bring good®ews tgi to; 2
heart of thy = m="Phearro.”
As Jean's eves ’llngernd| aver th
final word, he soeméd to see thé smil
half rallnng—entmel\ 1ender that wa
the invariable accqmpanlmem of the
playful naming of ope andther. H
seemed to see it touch the ! ﬁrm lip
which, with the pale, grave face, inf
agination now brought vividly b@fore
him.
All this faded away,'msd, WRith *

gulping sob, sounding like the c¢ry.of
lorely heart, the boy ﬂung his J}an
* P . . _.t S5

upon his arms, and lay silent.,

New Orleans, and the night. befo’r
New Year's day of 1795, saw theswi
dows of the governor's house-dblaz
with light, and a constant stream
people coming and going through th
wide-flung portals. Selected musicién
from the fort played for the d
in the ball room and entertained Thp
large gathering of spectators outs
who looked through the open windo
upon the flash of color and sparkle
gems, as the elite of the city a
prevince celebrated the annual ba
given by Don Francisce Louis Hecto
Baron de Carondelet, Governor an
Intendant of Louisiana and West Flo
ida

In an apartment opening from the
ball room, several men, whose years
or tastes made eards more attractive
than danecing, were gathered about a
table upon which gold and silver were
stacked in miniature towers before
the players, one of whom was saying.
with an unconcealed sneer, directed at
a tall, handsome man, who, clad in the
British uniform, sat opposite, “M’'sieur
Stanley’s hoard of gold promises to he
mcre than he can well carry away.”

“Why not pay more attention to
vour cards, De la Chaise, and prevent
the pile inereasing?” inquired a man
at the little Frenchman's side—a man
who greatly resembled Laro, captain

A0 SPgle

of the “Aigle,” and erstwhile patron
of Le Chein Heureux.

De la Chaise not answering. the
other continued, with a malicious light
now shining in the dark eyes fixed
upon the Englishman's impassive face,
“Saw you the Count de Cazenean this
afternoon, may [ ask, Captain Stan-
ley?"

The latter encountered, and appear-
ed to nnderstand, the look of his ques-
ticner, and a steel-like glinting showed
in his eves as he replied, “That is ag
odd inquiry to make, Don Morales, in-
asmuch as I have to recall that I met
you entering his house as 1 was leav-
ing it."

“Very true; so you did,” admitted
Laro (for he it was), “and T was won
dering if you left the count in the
same devilish humor as that in which
I found him.”

At this an angry red showed in the
officer’s cheeks, and a gleam of wrath
in his eyes. But, without looking
again at Laro, he picked up his cards
and glanced at them; then, with an
oath, he threw them upon the table,
gathered his earnings and strode from
the room.

It was generally suspected that Cap
taln Edward Stanley was one of the
numerous worshipers of Count de
Cazeneau's lovely daughter; and gos
sip had been unusually busy with theii
names during the present week, at the
close of which the English officer, hav
ing concluded the mission upon which
he had been sent to New Orleans, was
to return to Mobile, where the garri-
son was composed equally of British
and Spanish troops. It was also under-
stood that Count de Cazeneau had no
liking for t(he stalwart, calm-faced
Englishman.

“Why did you try to prick him, Don
Merales?” asked one of the players, a
tall, spare man, with gray hair and
heavy, overhanging eyebrows.

Don Morales laughed scornfully.

“Because it is worth something t¢
kindle a little fire in the cold blood of
an English dog.”

“But what is it all about?” inquired
another of the party. “Don Morales
but asked a simple question. What
was there in it to justify any man
English or otherwise, calling for sat
isfaction?”

“Yes,"” added a young American of
ficer, looking to be twenty-two o1
thereabouts, sitting beside Colone
Zachary; “what was there for him tc
get angry about, for angry he was ai
scmething? It couldn't have been his
cards, for I looked at what he threw
down."”

“See here, Don,” inquired the quick
witted ensign, who, although a recent
widower, with a ydhg boy, was—in
secret—one of RoseH¥k adoters; "8 it |
that you know of “thimic he Went' ®
see Count de (‘.uemeﬁ;.r
and that his asking for the ddnghtérs
hand aroused the nId, ma,ns l;amper""

A curious and pot. pleasant expres
sion came to Den Marales’ eyes; and
the colonel said, now speaking som@
what sternly as he touched® the young
man’s arm, “You are 1orgé[tih'g yout
usval codé, T?mm\ g “say nothing of
your ede %nse“‘!"hﬁ JS ﬁehher the
time nor 'p]&ep to be q:ccmsin}r ‘mc.h
a :;:mred matter as a'tady's! &f?dirs
e mm, wuaz T ha:.e liea-é( Dop
_Mm a‘h..s. hag,s,e

“that,yow shil:for. k' mnce in the morn
ing?,1i+s0,; l.am of hali’:_ac minds-yes
three-quarterg+-to-askifod td let, me
take passage.”

“I carry nf p'iﬁé(qrg'ers was the
PBrudqhé’ reply Hadd' w hite the’ qpeal\
er was drawing in some mnning and
“Colbtiel “ZacHary, !dﬁk‘lrﬂ; d‘l§tfnctly
annoyed, remarked, “I was' not aware,
FDon' Mofdle85 tHAt yé ‘kept the, com-
mumty informed as to )our Salllng
“Hours and destination™*

“I do not,” replied ‘Taro,” with a
[ qifiéR, heating Blinde; wltick ‘the ¢dlo-
nel met with a slight” s‘lﬁi!é""“f}ift
“there teem ‘to be-those who 'know my!
business betur thdn L5 o Pﬂo’w Tt" Y-
Lgelfi? i e 1 14 <Yiw bhos HITH aqiosy)
“When shall you Ue"'bitc]r-'here?"’
Fnsked: Dela -Chajves siningd aodl

“When my veS$EFteaches "New Or-
slebn# 92aix 2"tacO a1
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A N
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most easadsrD bxlst! At Iafelvitheth.
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cept shoquing | and; &wmngmlmmov
Globe. #5liq jo #9242 Yo abadapod:
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Unwrittenlianba: o9a1 8 |
Interested -Fathﬂf*ﬂili 4 yoader Hér
how SOrTY Yyoiiiverd ’45&%@“‘5@"’“"
Son—*“No, but-¥' ‘ﬂ"f'ﬁukﬁ}‘ QH ljbb}
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tHis hfreqfob?r I

“Just a Minute.”

A boy onee faced a task, and knew
He should hegin it;
He tn'l]]ll not start to put it through
For “just a minute.”
And though the case demanded speed.
He could not move just then: but he'd
Be ready for it—vyes, i!l']“d
In “just a minute.”

His purposes were
By *“Jjust a minute.”
The whole world seemed
By “just a minute.”’

H: could not learn to overhaul

His many duties, large and small,

But made them wait, both one and all,
For *"“just a minute,"”

out of rhyme

ahead of time

In manhood he was .‘-‘dl” delayed
By "“just a minute,
He might have won,
For “just a minute,
But at the end of life he rafled
At cruel Fate, and wept and wailed,
Becavse he knew that he had failed
By *Jjust a minute.”
—London Answers.

had Fortune st ayed

The Barrel Jumping Art.

Many a boy who is a firstrate
“standing broad” jumper will be
stumped utterly in barrel jumping, It
is no easy thing, and, like many sports
of the kind, it requires a “knack” to
win at it.

We will suppose that several of your
boy friends can beat you in a standing
broad jump. When you tell these
chaps that you can turn the tables on

The Wrong Way to Jump.

them in Mrgﬂ'wl ng they \nll quite
,p*%% you W\
get \cmr

barrel and we’'ll

an’a«n SRARTOM |

12n get your barrel.
m'nm%ﬁéufm?w ﬁm e e
™ un ‘an h’LflIé'f. 1 1r"ﬁr Ke“innes
(‘.(I‘kfﬁ GiL s, au‘[c_‘qj;‘ﬁe ai‘m], will rDJJ
Ay, uplmge SRERAALY, | them, rand.when '
YU, (el t hem. 4 had 1 yule: cﬁ«ﬁwm&e
is thaf:nedjhinmpgromasdogtay: dn e
dmerel mere =tlonen Hhdrtdosemds, dne
ors B HE THORe IRl Ie CHAEBE Ttoat
tife’ "’h’it‘t‘ f‘pr' il ‘“J’!T'!m"fr’mh? firfahle
to - get ﬂ‘ﬁ“?r I;ﬁlefhop 'tg ?h‘fqt et S0
tﬁat Jﬁes 'c':w _ggt m tlu.zr fmeme
Wnu}ﬁz I’?““P“: for.
~Thg heskipledhem Babi-te ?‘\‘5}19 *'a
Jllnﬂi Intl. i ifewmofeetdrom + their: tickt
diste rercixsforiste barrel witbrolibbd
*nea:th them’- nfﬁirlnﬂ”ﬁnrf&#imcv"to
the® acKivatd pushof thét  fEEL Y
they t'r) ‘to-fmp. T
P Row: _you_yourself fuhe. 3, tul:g ,‘;019
stand. ABGUL -two, Leet, - Arom. 160,bar-
rel: *amd-'jump ﬁermw npo’rf!t" e
inetant, YO feef t«zuc'ﬁ ool ;ijou ;.imnn
again.apdisaid MEMGMM1M
several feet bevond the farthest mark
;marlo by the others. The secret is
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when [he others leap straight for“arx

-c'ra "be' tontinfiady 7 ~=--"-;

carrt U ot ath, DO e

iwhen
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straight “op" Iy tﬁé “‘é’n‘ ‘nhf 1or- |+
wqrél'“tor 'thn rgdmn}?’h ot your first
ar Cnouzgh. The

1
grou,m )y Qée Inrrvl lends resist:!

drf.

Tell the players to find a river hid-
den in each sentence, and not only tc
write down the name of the river, but
to state some one thing that he knows
about that river,

It will keep the players busy and
happy for some time, you may be sure.
This game was got up by Miss Virginia
Baker in the Normal Instructor.

1. Yes, Adam, a zone is a belt pass-
ing around the earth.

2. Miss Elsie Davol gave a party.

d. That lawless gang escaped from
prison.

4. Oh, Eugene, see my new o0k!

6. Will you rally round the flag?

5 Industry brings its own reward.
7. "Hullo!” he shouted. “Hullo!™ I
replied,

8. We
ship.

9. Whatever happens, don't forget Lo
be peolite,

10. Ned drew a plat and a chart.

11. Hurry, or we shall miss our ride.

The cucumber landed on the
ground.

13. Baby

14. Oh,

15. Bees
flowers.

must sever now our friend-

is taking a little nap.
I overlooked that picture.
gather honey from the
ANSWERS.

1. Amazon; crosses northern part of
South America.

2. Volga:; eastern part of Russia.

3. Ganges; northeastern part British
India.

4. Genesee;
New York.

§5. Ural;

6. Indus;
India.

7. Loire: central part of France.

8. Severn; eentral part of Canada.

9. Po; northern part of Italy.

10. Plata; eastern part of South
America.

11. Missouri: crosses northwestern
and central parts of United States,

12. Cumberland; ecrosses Kentuciky
and Tennessee.

13. Lena; northern part of Siberia.

14. Ohio; eastern part of United
States.

15. Rhone

crosses western part of
separates Europe and Asia
western part of

oaqtern part or l‘nmce

"

winll

Birds with Tééth
Birds are simply reptiles which h'nﬁ
‘iﬂ(rl lhtir §¢aled and wcth fr%ot\u
wihgs ‘and feathers, and " nn"u]on] the
dominion of ‘glr The \(,r‘ qJ:[c st hir
of \\hi{_h sclence ll.i‘-; any runrd ‘had
very sharp teeth, rather \suﬂ\ wings
jj.and a lnn"_ tail, adorngd “U_ll r\wnt\
;.J.lh of quru, feathers. hwrm, of these
birds were nqf, able .to, fly at.all, and
they nearly al] lived on fish.
1y, .as_they, dergloped.. through . the
canturies,. they ..grew.. more feathers,
lun;:e‘r andsistronger -wings: Jost. thew
deeth and .gof sharp, hard bills, insteac.
FThere-wware noe hinds . before the. zep-
tidan age and: every bird that flies -¢a-
ddays-triaves! dts ancestry: ‘hack "toro 4
hha’rp-'tnm hé&d dnake, So thé old fo%e,
‘As long ago-as-when hens had teeth,”
is not aoonfne}ﬂnf"a Hokeldfikr aII

fTa. J 1% !—a—.—-..-..-...—...! 3 Lo

T‘ree e;ame—-Gdod Fu n.

{Ta's IO

i ,lou boys. :u,u}_ gicla can have, im:q o
| wm sOome £ vening; playing- the, follosy-
-ing: game - fromothe sNormnl- instmicior.
v The grown folkSiacydur family 4N
(rajo} it sust cad | mael-ak Mo vl
Fombe' of th&‘m‘irf:, are’ ’hq{ ’t‘qt;
ek To Allsu B FingyT - T ATt
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-nu oWhidiedis i bvlghiu_at.iﬂim‘ﬁl
tree 2aRedwoodi~y e wan o
3. W hich tree -’m’*t;'@-q‘t"} ti'um"ifh'ﬁ(
the ocean? Beqehoj#as
b .. S AL trce Fould we prefer og a
very, cuid.da;“ 1-11:.I hiba
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Gradual-

8. Which is the
tree? Blue gum.
9. Which tree
Peach.
10,
cust.
11.
trees?
12
13.

ed?

most melancholy

is a tale teller?

Which tree is an insect? Lo-

Whiech
Spruce.
Which tree is an invalid? Pine.
Which tree never is barefoot-
Sandal-wood.
14. Whieh tree
numbers? Date.
15. Whiech tree
fire? Ash.

16. Which iz the most ancient tree?
Elder.

is the dandy

among

can best remember

has passed through

A Blind Pig Scrap Book.

One of the funniest of scrag books
.is the "Blind Pig" book. It is not full
of blind pigs, but the young felk who
draw the pigs are blindfolded, hence
the name.

Any blank hook will do.
of your shut
tightly and draw a pig on a page of
the book, The eyes must not be
opened until the dratrE T ITEeD.
and then the artist will see the queer-

st-looking thing you can imaging ,urd.

ssult of his or her efforts. 2

Each artist should sign his or her
name to the piz swhich will-jook like
almost anvthing but a pig. The
bhook is o must interesting thing o
keep, and when its pages are full of

Have each

friends his or her eyes

else

A Page of the Book..

and” sfened
it is a -euriasity,
will be
life.

f;f;*i‘-:, 'l']I‘{'l“n
friends,
treasure which
vou all of your

by :m your
indeed, and a
of interest to

Game of Bees and Pigeons.

A girl is chosen to represent the
“Reobhor [Bee” UShEsits down and the
other players. approach her and moye
their arims  lo  represent r:mm;
wings. They say!

We pigenns cgme 'l-lut'll"
Th-!‘ Ihnhhtcr Beeras I\“,j- e
714 ‘.‘? CRGE ,rup;e-‘ Y8 .11.9};

Y@care’ Have a~Care!
zcbstnm{auwﬁa»ﬁmemr ‘
UL,L!..L Lﬁ%ﬂ)}.{'.} In'], _!J‘ b.'uc

Ag ‘:uul as,she hag said “Of [iu‘»
‘rmhhr)r Bid beward! ﬁmﬂt Aotd Pine
shafimpap and fviad so patch e
I(rIl The tlurfrml one must be ome
A - hiw!fl':pﬁ-n* HAd h"ﬂ IWE?-Tf

qll o "'"1 mml .tl.r._?l‘lkt“ rs _154\-}5 N‘l

been (ml rhi.
O MheZlast [

e s

e

WRE i (Bl 11.& 0 WE-

25D, 1Pomtl Bhroe Hsn;

o, What tree mut'um ,a,_ Jomestic |
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I think she understood:*—Detroit Free, |
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