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CHAPTER Vill=Continued.

He went awny lanughing.
Burke reappearsd at Harewood's door.

“Jim, that kid s here. May she come
fnt"

"“Yes,' sald Harewood, llstlessly.

A moment later Red Riding Hood en-

terod, removed her amill wooden shoes, and
paltered Up to hiim In noiseless chaussons, |
suying serfously, “'Bon jour, Monsieur Hare-
waod; peut on entrer, si'l vous plajt "’

“indeed, you may." he sald, smiling.
“Huve you come to pay me another little
visit?"

RRed Riding Hood shook her head and
stood looking up at him, walting for the
Kiss that was to her the most important
event in her daily life. He laughed and
held out hig hands, She put hoth frall arms
around his neck and ratsed her face. This
golemn rite necomplished, the child sighed
and nestled cloger to his shoulder.

o1 have fnished the dishes'" she ex-
plained, "I then played with Scheherngade.
Then T learned my lesson. 1t was arith-
metie, I was perfect.”

“Are you sure, Red Riding Hood "

“¥es. 1 repeated it to Mile. Hilde She
gald It wans guite perfect. 1 then played
with Mehemet All, the parrot, who Is my

fiiend. 1 dm fand of the parrot.”
“Suppose,’” sald Hiarewood, “that some
time you wers very, very hungry] would

you eat Mehemet AN

“No monslear.”

Why

“Plhe parrot I8 my friend.

neful.’”
ﬁ‘lnl!um-u'nml jaughed aloud, and Red Ridlng
Hood, looking anxiously at him, laughed,
too—n timid, joyless little Iaugh, sadder
thun tears,

Syou ore right. That woull not do al
all. would (1?7 We must never ald our-
gelves at o friend’s expense—even o par-
rot's."”

Mete ended the lesson, for Harewooil faund
that loyalty and unselfighness were virtues
which Hed Riding Hood would never need
to learn from him. As for Hes, the chila
apparently had never conceived the idea of
tilling one.  That lesson, Loo, had ended
with n Ilnugh and a kiss, But alas, ap-
propriasting pasiry was Red RiMng Hood's
besetting #in, and It took all of Harewood's
cleverness Lo explnin to her the difference
botween mine and thine. She dil compre-
hend at lnst, and gave him her promise for
future abstalning, and with this was ac-
complished the moral regeneration of Rod
Riding Hood—which, after all, was no very
dimenlt undertaking.

o1 eams,’ sald Red Riding Hood, “to tell
you several things., Shall 1?7

“Hy all means,' replied Harewood, anxl-
ously,

“Then T will, The first 1s that 1 was per-
fect in arithmetie; 1 have alrendy told you

It would be

that. The other is that Mile. Yolette has
gone out. She has gone to the market. I
think. The third Is that Mile. Hilde Is

quite alone in the parlor.'

Harewood looked at her suddenly, a faint
eolor under his eyes.

“Why do you tell me that, Red Riding
Hood "

“Deocauge,” sald the child, “I think she
wouldl like to have you come down.'

“Iid she say so?"

Ol.\'o.li

“Then why do you think so?"

1 don't know,” eald Red Riding Hood,
looking up into his face. Harewood put one
arm around the child; his eyes were ab-
sently fixed on hers. After a few moments
he pald: Do you love Hilde, Red Riding
Hood "

“Yos—and you aleo, monsieur,’

“Me?"

*If you do not mind—""

Harewood smiled and sald:

“]1 want vou to love me, too, ked Riding
Hood—and Mlle. Yolette and M. Bourke-—
Mile. Hilde best of all. Will you?"

*I don't know," sald the child, “whether
1 love you or Mile. Hilde best. 1 must think
for a day,” she continued sedately, "‘and
then 1 will tell you. Good-by. 1 am going
to shell peas."

“Good-by, Red Riding Hood," sald Hare-
wood, “and will you please come again?"’

“Yes—tomorrow."

Sho trotted over to the door, put on her
wooden shoes, turned and sald, *“'Adleu,
Monsieur Harewood!" and went away down-
stnlrs, tap, tap, tap, over the tiles,

Harewood shook out his coat, washed the
ink stain from his hands, brushed his bair,
seltled his necktle, then took n dozen turns
up and down the room. Presently he went
to Bourke's door and opened it, but that
young man was agaln aslecp, fists doubled
up like an infant's, face buried in the pil-
low. Ilarewood watched him for a moment,
preoccupled by his own thoughls; after
awhile he turned away down the stairs,
stepping softly, on Bourke's account,

The door of the parlor was open. Schehera-
gade lny on the sofa, eyes closed, tall trail-
ing on the foor. The lloness opened one
eye when Harewood entered, Immediately
closing I, however, when she saw who It
wns, Harewood had never taken any notice
ol her; therefore, ns a self-respecting lloness
she snubbed him, Hilde was not In the
room, bul he heard her volee nol far away,
probubly In her own bedroom. Bhe was
singing to herself, ns she often did over her
needlework:

Of all the saints in Brittany
Eninte Hilde,
Huinte Hilde,

Is blessed evermore—

ke dropped Into a chair, #millng at
Behehernzade and listened to Hilde's volce:

Pachlk, pachik, ma fach blhan,
Keg d'he saludin d'he ¢'hampr

1n tach d'@houd ober komplimant!

“Hilde!" he called suddenly; *Salud
d'ac'h, ma dousig Hilde!"

There was a slleuce; then Hilde's volce
in utter astonlshment:

“M. Harewood! Who
speak Breton?”

The next [nstant she was at the door,
flushed and wondering, her necdlework In
Ler hands.

“Saludan ma dous a diabell,” he sald,
laughing. “1 learned Breton in Morbihan,
muademoiselle."”

“Hennez zo eum den a gallte' she an-
pwered saucily, also laughing. “Who ever
would have belleved that an American could
speak the Benton tongue?’

“I heard you singing about Salnte-Hilde
and the little page, and all that, so I thought
1I'd like to hear more of it. Could you work
Just as well here, mademolselle—gud sing,
too?"

I don't know,"” she sald, seating her.
self and passing her needle through a bit of
flanuel, She looked up at him once, then
dropped her lids, and began to.sew, After
8 sllence she looked up agaln, saying:

“Yolette and’ | are Bretonnes. Did you
koow 1t?"

“I think 1 suspected,” he replied, smiling.

“Why, monsleur?"”

“Yolette's eyes—they are the rare Breton
blue. Besldes your songs are always Finla-
terre songe—and you know how fow French
people can speak Lhe Breton language. You
and Yolette often speak it when you are

taught you to
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that he knew so much more than she could
have expocted,

“Renlly," she sald, “it would be only just
if 1 understood English——when you and M.
Bourke talk togother so rapidly —tr-r-r-rer!
Copat-r'—in your BEnglish tongue! 1 am
displeased, monsieur. 1 shall talk no more
Breton with Yelette,”

“Will you sing something in Breton for
me If 1T sing you a beautiful little English
song, Hilde?™

Hilde lnughed outright.

“Yeus—If you sing firat”

“Here goes then! It's a song I'm very
fond of," and he began to drone out “Jim
Crow."

“Horrid!" exelalmed Hilde, putting both
hands over her ears. “"How can you make
such sounds—like June beetles around a
ecandle."

“Isn't It pretty?” demanded Harewood, a
little diveoncerted. He hadn't much volce,
but he wiax fond of .music and proportion-
ately soulfu! when he sang. "“Jim Crow”
bolng his favorite—and his limit, he had
sung it with an enthusiusm that set Hilde's
nerves on edgoe,

“Anyway,” he sald, it lsn't as dingdong
ns the Fronch songs,”

Henrlette etalt fille

Dun biron de renom,
D'une (Hustre famille
stalt le bonu Damon,
11 ettt fudt nu tour,

Elle etnit joune ot belle,
Et d'un parfualt amour

He stalent le modele,

“I don't know anything to compare with
that for Imbecility,” he sald.

Hilde was laughing =0 gayly that
Schehernzade woke up, east a reproachful
glanee at them both, and loped off into the
garden. This made Hilde laugh the more,
and  Horewpod, catching the infection
laughed too, not knowing exactly why.

“We are very ridienlous,” said  Hilde,,
gathering up her needlework. Her cheeks

wore aglow with delicate color, her eyes
brillinnt and fairly dancing with mirth.
After an Interval the sudden soberness

which always follows laughler soon came
upon them. Hilde resumed her sewing,
Harewood leaned back in his chair, watching
her wistfully,

Dreaming there 1o the silent room, where
bars of sunlight lny across the earpet, and
drowsy tHes bugzed along the window panes,
there came to them a sense of peace, of still-
ness, of desire fulfilled, something they had
never before known nor even wished for,

She began speaking to him quite natur-
ally, indolently occupied with her needle,
now and then raising her head to look at
him, resting her clear eyea on his with
confidence, Such moments are rare in life,
but they come to all at times, when every-
thing seems but the eontinuation of familiar
conditlons, long established, an unchanging
regime, pleasant, even In tenor, without
trouble, without desire., She told him of the
convent, of the death of her uncle, of her
hopes, her fears. She spoke of Brittany, of
Carhalx, of the Pardon of the Birds, and of
Salnte Anne 4'Auray. She painted for him
in qualnt phasea the chapel of Morlaix, the
const of St. Gildas, the Icelanders. and tha
blessing of the fleet. He asked her to sing,
and she sang the "Ar Vinorez' deliclously.

Carmel,

Carmel,
Na vo ket dimet ar vinores
Ken vo bet pardon ar Carmel—

She told him naively of Ker-1s, that city
punished and submerged because of the fault
of Ahes, doughter of Gradlon, the king.

“Qu'y a-t-il dans la ville d'Is—=sl la jeu-
nesse est tellement joyeuse—et 8l §'entends
le binlow.'*

She recited the Gwerz of Count Gweto and
her eyes filled at the moment of peril.
“Beigneur Dien ma fille, comment fera-t-
on!" and the reply:

““Allez dans la chambre blanche prendre
de beaux ntours!'

All the pathos and mystery of the Bre-
tonne was In her eyves and volece as she
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paused In her sewing and intoped for him
the “Vespers of St. Gildas.'

“0, Vierge glorieuse Marie!” until he
seemed to hear the sea bells tolling off the
cilifls and the lopg coast swell washing,
rocking, washing, where the surf curls in &
flurry of settling sllver sands.

“There isc something more in Brittany,”
he sald, vaguely uneasy—*'something besides
the waves and Lhe bell buoy and the vespera
of the sea. At Treguler they have a seng
called ‘Little Madeleine, or ‘Madeleinic.’ ™

“Madelinik,"” she sald, her face lighting
up with an lmperceptible smile. It Is really
& chansounctte for the lnn, with its gay re-
frain: .

“Ho! foit 'y vais:
Ho! folt! e n'y vils pas!"

It is very easy, monsieur, to see where you
spent your eveninga In Treguler.'

He laughed and hummed the dashing
chorus—

“Ho! fe! graon; ho! fe! no naon!™
until she caught the epirit and joined her
clear volee to his, and they sang the chanson
of little Madeleine until between laughter
and tears Hilde sank buck, both white hands
closing her ecars {n protest,

Al the same moment Yolette appeared,
market basket over het arm, a plcture of
amazement,

“*What on earth 18 all this about Jittle
Madeleine?’ sho cried. “Nover—never have
1 seen such children-—-never! never! And,
monpsleur, may | ask who taught you my
native language?®’

Harewood confessed his knowledge, while
Hilde, becoming very serious, opened the
basket and made a mental lnveice of Its
conlenls,

“No," sald Yelette, I did nol forget, but
do you kpow they are a litle too dear. The

mlone together.
She watched him, sbyly, a little Indignant

butcher sald it was because the Gepmens

THE

weore stoaling everything In the north. 1
told him It was nonscnse.

“1 think,” msald Harewood, “that things
are going to be a little dearer in Paris. Of

enough to last a long time, even Il the Ger-
mana should blockade the whole depart-
ment, but it will make things more expen-
wive aud I only wish to say that you must
not be too Indulgent to Monsieur Bourke
and myself."”

Hilde looked up at him without nswer-
ing. All her shyness had returned with the
return of Yolette. Her slater smiled and
glanced at the basket, saylng, *'1 think the
dinner will be nlce—even withodt pigeons.”

She started toward the kitchen, but
paused to say: "0, 1 forgot to tell you.
The soldiers are marching into the Prince
Murat barracks and a company of sallors
have brought a cannon and are mounting it
on top of the ramparts ncross the street,”

“If they fire, It will break every window
In the house, won't 1 exclaimed Hilde in
consternation.

Harewood frowned and started for the
door,

“Hark!" sald
cheoring outglde,
the barracks,
you going?

Hilde had started with Harewood, but now
she hesitated, Jooking 'at Yolette with trou-
bled eyes,

“I—if they fire
bursis—" she began

"Of course.” eald Yolette gravely.
why do you go near 107"

Hilde looked blankly at her sister, then
sat down and bent swiftly over her sewing.
She had not been thinking of hier own safoly,
but Harewood's, and when she realized thut
her cheeks turned scarlet.

Yolette, “the people are
I can hear the drums in
Can you? Hilde, where are

the

canpon—and it

“Then

CHAPTER IX.

The Prophet,
When Harewood reached the front door he
stood amazeld. The Rue d4'Ypres, that broad,
sunny street, usually as gquiet and deserted
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course, everybody says that we have food |

Jlud
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Poinfali. Jour? No. He could

cannon of
not see how a
to send Its shellmdntd the bastions of Mont-
rouge, and this 'toffélusion comforted him
until he fell asloggeto droam of a cloudless
sky raining shellw oywr a city where Hildo
lay white and deati ‘and he awoke, tromb-
ling in every Ifl He turned over and
trieds to go to slosgy@gain, but he could not,
dronding a sleop that might bring back
such dreams, L

He thought of Sonrke, slumbering pesce-
fully in the next room; he thought of Red
Riding Hood and, of Yolette, also asleep,
[ but for a long he avoided the path of
|thm|am which he had so often shirked be-
fore—the path that led to the solution of a
;mu-mkm. Awnke, sometimes asleep, the
question repeated [tself—it was repeating
|un-1r now, more persistently, more monot-
onously, than ever. The question Wwas
C“Hilde," and Hilde remained an enlgma,
i not because he could not solve the enlgma,
| but because he would not. As he lay there
{he felt that the time was coming when |t
would be impossible to evade an explann-
ton with himeelf, He shifted his head rest-
y lessly and opened his eves in the darkness,

"and before be knew It he had faced the
L question at last.
What had happened to him? What was

tgolng to happen? Why should thoughts of
, Hilde occupy him constantly? Was it be-
leause, In & moment of unselfishness, he had

renounted the idle amusment of inspiring |

afection In n young girl? Why had he re-

nounced 1t? Every man, consclously or un-
consciougly, seeks the same amusement, and
if conscience intervenes, Is it not easy to
i pretend that the woman was perfectly aware
of the game? Or, If the result does turn
lmlt grave for the woman, A man can always
have recourse to those little exercises of
jlli|,|hunul le-hair splifting with his consclence,
to which men's cousclences go casily andapt
themselves,

It I merely a matter of chanes, this nmuse.
ment, which may or may not be harmiless.
A selfish man tokes the risk, risking noth-

Uing himself,

THEY HAVE FIRED,

“THE PROPHETYY "~
i

as a country road, was thronged with people,
from the Porte Rouge to the Prince Murat
barracks. In front of the house the people
were sllent and attentive, watching a swarm
of laborers gathered around the bastion. A
company of sallors from the fleet stood lean-
ing on their rifles In front of a strange,
shapeless structure that towered into the
alr above the heads of the crowd, one long
sleel arm stretched out stark agalnst the
sky. Beyond It, on the rusty rails of the
narrow-gauge track, stood a car truck,
painted blue, and on this truck lay =
glganfic cannon.

The gun carriage had already been placed
on the circular track, sunk Into the cement
below the ramparts, the terrassiers were
shaving the terrace, sodding it along the
gluels, and piling sacks filledl with earth
across the angles of the epaulment. The
rotten gablons and packed barrels that sup-
ported the gun terrace were belng removed
and new ones substituted. Locksmiths and
carpenters worked In the bomb proofs and
the tinkle of chisel and thud of mallet came
up half smothered from below.

Down the street drums were rolling sonor-
ously from the court of the caserne, and
now, bugles sounding, rifles glittering in the
Bun, a company of infantry lssued from the
sallyport and marched solidly on to the
Porte Rouge, thelr red trousers a long,
undulating line against the green of the
glacis.

Suddenly above the crowd the great
derrick began to move, three chalns dang-
Hng from {its single rigld arm, the little
rusty engine staggering under the spasms
of steam jets. Blowly the cannon swung
up into the air, turning as the steel arm
turned, further., further, lower and lower.
Then in the stillness a boatswaln’s whistle
sounded, once, twlce; the crowd swayed for-
ward, and thousands of volees rose in thun-
dering cheers:

“Vive la France!"

All that night Harewood lay restlessly on
his bed thinking of the future, which until
he first met Hilde had held no terrors for
him. Now It was different. The menace of
a slege meant something more than ex-
citment and newspaper despatches, it meant
danger, perhaps famine, perhaps annihila-
tion, to a clty that had suddenly become im-
portant to him—because Hilde lived there.
He had never seen a slege, His ideas on the
subject were founded on histories. He
could not belleve that any army would be
able to absolutely isolate such a olty as
Parls—Iitself nothing but a gigantic cltadel,
with its double armor of fortresses and ram-
parts, Its suburbs, railways, forests and
riverse. He belleved that even If & German
army sat down before the walls it could
never sustaln such a position against hunger,
against the sortles of the hundred thousands
of troops, agalnst those new armies. that
everybody sald were forming in the south,
at Bordeaux, st Tours, at Rouen, from the
war ports te the Lolre. In common with
the great mass of the Parislans he never
doubted that, as soon as the Germans an-
peared, the bombardment would begin; but
he doubted the ability of a Prussian artil-
leryman to send shells inte Paris from a
gun outside the range of Mont Valerien.
Nevertheless he was not satisfied with the
Rue 4'Ypres as a haven of safety for Hilde
At such & time. It was practically on the

city ramparts, it was close to
one of the gates, the Porte
Rouge, and closer still te the bar-

racks, and he koew that If the' German
eannon troubled the city at all the fire would
be concentrated on the fortifications, the
gates, the magazines and the barracks.
Lying there In the darknesa he could hear
from the ramparts the marine sentinels'
challenge as they walked the rounds; the
stir and the movement of horses, the dull
creaking of wheels, He thought of the four
great forts that covered the country be-
yond the Vaugirard wsecteur, Moatrouge,
Vanves, lvry and Vicetre. If the Germans
attempled to seize Meudon, there was the
fort of Iasy; if they advanced toward Cre
teil, the fort of Charenton blocked the way.
Could they hold 8t. Cloud with Mont
Valerien looming like & thunder cloud in the
morth? Could they selze Bevres, under the

All this was clear to Harewood ns he lay
there in the dark, but it did not satisfy him
as It had once, Moreover, whercas a few
days ago he was certaln that he himself
risked nothing, now he was far from sure.
He asked himself whether he was in danger
of caring seriously for Hilde, but he could
not reply. Had he been slmply curious to
know how far he could go? Had It been
vanity, after all, or a lower {ncentive?

His face grew hot with shame and self-
resentment. He was mentally vindicating
Hilde—defending her against himself, but
he did not know It. He thought It was
himself that he was vindicating, (This
mental protest of Innocence left him calmer
and less restless, and after a little he fell
asleep, Whatever he dreamed must have
been pleasant, for the mornlng sun, steallng
Into the 1oom, illuminated his face, young,
peaceful, touched with a smile as innocent
as the woman he was walking with in
dreamland,

Bourke woke up, regretfully, saying,
“What the deuce are you grinuing about
In your sleep? Get up, Jim. I'm golng to
8t. Cloud to see what's in the wind. You'll
come, too, won't you?'"'

“Yes," sald Harewood. 1 suppose the
trains are running yet, What's the news?"

While he was bathing and dresging Bourke
ran over the morning papers, reading aloud
the telegraphic dispatches.

‘“‘Hello—what do you think of this? When
the Germans entered Laon some c¢razy
French soldier ran to the citadel and flung
f torch into the magnzine."

“Read it,” sald Harewood, lathering his
face for a shave.

“Here It is: 'Through the cowardice or
treachery of the governor of Laon, the duke
of Mecklenbourg entered the city on the 9th
of September, at the head of the enemy's

Sixth cavalry division. It was raining
heavily, Suddenly a frightful explosion
shook the clty to Its foundations. The

cltadel had blown up, killing more than 100
of our soldiers and 350 Prussians. This
awful catastrophe was the work of an old
French soldier, a veleran of the Crimea
nnd of Italy, who, not having the courage
to surrender the place to the Prussians,
erept Into the magazine and set fire to It,
blowing himself and everybody there to
pleces., The duke of Mecklenbourg was
wounded. Our General Theremin was killed.
The German troops, recovering themselves,
cried that they were betrayed, and, flinging
themselves upon our unarmed Moblles, mas-
sacred them In the streets and at the house
doors. The slaughter was swift and merci-
less. But who, remembering the horrible
courage of that herolc madman, can pro-
nounce one word of blame or of regret for
his deed? Honor to the dead!" "

Harewood, raser poised, face lathered,
stared at Bourke,'

“It's simply ghastly,” he sald. *It brings
the whole business oul more plainly, doesn’t
it? Laon is only & few days' march from
Paris. 1 can't realize that people are dolng
things like that while.you and 1 sit still and
scribble rot to the journals.*

“l don't know that we've had auch an easy
time of It,"” said Bourke. ‘‘Mars-la-Tour
was no foot ball game, Jim. And as for
you—you've given the Prussians chances
enough to shoat your idlotic head off,
haven‘t you?"

“Nonsense!" sald Harewood, returning to
his shaving., 'l mean that there's a vast
idll’ferunce between us and those poor devils
| of soldiers out there. That citadel busl-
ness chills me to the marrow. Go ahead
with your newspapers, Cecll."

Bourke coptinued reading aloud, skim-
| ming through the mass of proclamations,
| pdicts, appeals from hospitals, charities, un-

til he was tired.

“There's pething new,”' he sald, throwing
!down the fournal; *it's merely the same
| erisis growing more acute hour by hour.
As far as I can make out the Germans are
! somewhere between here and Laon, the
| French fleet has done nothing., the Mabiles
are & nulsance, the national guards are
ralaing h—1 in Belleville, an army |s form-
| ing along the Loire to assist Paris and
| Garibaldi Is coming to France. That's a
. fair synopsis of the whole business. Aas for
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Italy's gratitude it not te be counted on;
France must face the music alone

1 owish," obwerved Harewood, "“that the
Parts fournals would exhibit less hysteria
and more common sense. They've had Bis-
marck killed every week sinco last August,
they've ecaptured Moltke, they've lunocu-
lated the Red Prince with typhus, they've
nnnounced the mutiny of every regiment In
the Bavarian and Sazon armies. Look at
the way the government Is blowing up
tunnels and bridges. What lunacy! They're
only hampering thelr own movements and
it takes aboul a day to lay pontoons.' He
put on his coat, standing up for Bourke to
brush him.

“That's a big cannon they've mounted
| down there,” he observed, looking out of the
!window. *Come on, Cecll, breakfast must
be walting."

As they descended the staira Hilde nu:l’.

Yolette stood at the front door looking at
Lthe cannon across the street.
“Good morning,” eald Yolette brightly,
“Messleurs, have you seen The Prophet?”
“Which particular prophet do you mean?
I'm a little in that way myself,” sald

going to have n most deliclous
cafo au lait In o minute or two."

“Anyone can prophesy that.” sald Hilde;
“Yolette means the cannon. The soldiers
have named (t 'The Prophet;’ everyvbody ia
talking about (t: the morning papers say
It can throw shells as large ag A man and
that it will be terrible for the Prussions”

“Oh," sald Harewood, “so they call it
‘The Proppet!* "

“All the same,” sald Yolotte, "1 hope It
will not need to prophesy,*

They stood n moment lpoking at the grent
sllent gun, at the squad of sallors who were
exercising around it, then Yoletie laughed
Hghtly and summoned them to breakfost,

boawl of

sister's #lender waist,

“There I8 nn awlful creature,” sald Hilde,
“who enlls himsell the Mouge and who came
Into the hallway early this
asked for Monsgicur Harewood,"

Shouts of laughter interrupted her, Bourke
beeged Harewood to introduce his friend, the
Mouse, and Yolette insisted until Horewood,
a lttle rod, explained who the Mouse was.

“And you hoelped him to hide from the
pollce?" exclaimed Yolette, horrifled,

“That's Just Hke Jim," sald Bourke, who
had enjoyed the story Keenly.

Hilde sald nothing., Her changing face
was turned to Harewood,

“What did he want with me?" nsked
Harewood, carelessly. “"Money?"

“No,” sald Hilde, with a strange lttle

“Tell him to go to the

e

shudder. "“He sald:
“Undertakers” If he ever needs help.

“The Undertakers!!” gasped Yolette,

“It's not what you think; It's a sort of n
elub In Belloville, & nest where the elite
of the cut-thronts congregate,' sald Hare-
wood, much amused. “1 suppose the
creature Is grateful to me for hiding him.
1 don't think I shall accept his invitation.”

“Gratitude s rare In that  specles,”
ohserved Bourke, cautiously. *'1 fancy he'd
cut your throat for a frane, Jim.'

“Probubly he would,” laughed the other.

Hilde listened in silence.  When Bourke
slung his binoculars over his shoulder and
sald he was going to 8St. Cloud with Hare-
wood, Yolette insisted on putting up for
them a litile luncheon. Hilde aided her,
silent, preoccupled, deftly tying the small
parcels and wrapping up two half hottles of
red wine. At the front door Bourke stood,
telling Yolette not to keep dinner walting,
as they might stay away all night, and, as
Harewood started along the hallway to joln
his comrade, Hilde began careleasly:

YOt course, Monsleur Harewood, you are
not going to the—the ‘Undertakersa?’

“Why, no,” he sald, surprised, “we are
going to 8t, Cloud.”

“But—I mean-—you are never golng—are
you?"'

There waa a silence. Ho looked at her
without stirring, one hand on the door.
Again that swift emotion sent the blood
thrilling, tingling, leaping through every
veln, yet, even then, he reasoned—even
then, when in her face he saw reflected his
own emotion—even then when a flerce
desire to take her In his arms—this girl so
close to him—Hilde, wbo would not resist.
He stood there dumbly, one hand twisted
in the door handle, daring neither to speak
nor move—for her sake. The enchantment
of her bent head, the curve of her scarlet
mouth, the white hands ldle by her side,
held him fascinated,

Bourke called impatiently, and
through the hallway toward them.

came
At the

a8 though aroused from a dream. With
dazed eyes she moved toward the door, hold-
ing the little packet—Harewood's luncheon.

“Time to start,” sxld Bourke, with n
cheerful smile, “Are you ready?"

“Yes,"” sald Harewood, shortly.
He took the luncheon from Hilde's list-
lesa hands, thanking her and saying

goodbye, then followed Bourke out Into the
Rue 4'Ypres.

When they had gone Yolette went back
Into the garden, where, slate in hand, Red
Riding Hood sat, accomplishing multiplica-
tion. Hilde lingered by the door, walching
the sallors, rifles en bandouliere, drilling
with "The Prophet.' From the bastion the
short commands of the officer came clearly
to the ear. “La hausse a quinz cents
metres. Premiere plece, feu! La hausse o
deux milles metres! Premiere piece, feu!"’

Then, pretending that the gun had beon
fired, the two cannonlers In the center
swabbed the plece as the brigadier and
artificer unlocked the breech, the two load-
ers hoisted In a dummy shell, and the alde

"the United States Interfering, it's not Hikely; | pointeur aMxed the lanyard. Mounted on
battory would be able |

Bourke gayly, “and 1 prophesy that we are |

leading the wany with her arm around her

morning  nnd |

gound of the volee Hilde ralsed her head ]

—

the gun earringe, high agalnst the sky, the
pointeur rested both hands on the breech,
while behind him two cannonlers Imper-
coptibly swunhgt the enormous gun from
right to left. Then he straightened up, both
hands railsed, the movement censed, the
captain  verified  the elovation, the nide
pointeur selzed the lanyard.

“First plece, fire!"™

And the pantomime recommenced, a suc-
cession of figures trotting backward and
forward, suddenly rigld, then an abrupt
gesture, a command, and the dark blue
figures trotted to and fro again. Hilde
looked at the barracks beyond the Rue
Pandore, where, through a brief interval of
fron ralling, she could see the line of In-
fantry marching and wheeling to the sound
of bugles. Down at the Porte Rouge n
solld column of wagons poured over the
pont-levis—vehlcles of every size and
shape, plled with furniture, bedding, grain,
cabbage, or bales of hay and potato sacks.
The country people and the Inhabltants of
1:11.- suburbs wore coming Into the city in
constantly Increasing numbers, bringlng
I'with them furniture and live stock. Farm
wagons, piled high with bedding, on which
sat c¢hildren or old women, holding the
| Tamily clock, crowded agninst furniture vans
from Parls, londed with the bric-a-brac of
prosperous suburban merchants; oxen hud-
tlled behind smart cartinges driven by serv-
ants in livery, cows, sheep, even turkeys and
Cpeese purgued o dusty course through the
| gates, and over all rose the eries of the
leameters, the lowing of cattle, the ominous
murmur of digsheartencd things, fleeing from
that impending tempest that was rolling on
from somewhere boyomd the horizon.

In the eves of the men there was more of
despalr than of terror; the old people were
dumb, peering through the dust with hope-
less eves, tearless and resigned.  Even the
chlldren, loughing up  Into thelr wistful
mothers' eyes, grew sober, and sat on the
heaps of bedding, staring down at the hud-
Cdled onttle, trampling by on elther side,

To Hilde, however, the distant wapgon
(tealn, holl hidden in Jdust, woas searcely
visible, excopt where It wound through the
gate,  Even there ghe could not distinguish
features or age o sex, for the Porte Rouge
rwas oo far away, and the follnge of the
chestnut trees id o greoat deal. How much
divined is not certain, but she turned
away lnto the house, n new welght on her
I heart, o sudden heavy foreboding.

| In the bird store the cuanarles were sing-
ing lustily in the  sunshine; Rocco  the
monkey crocked nuts and ate them with
foarful grimoces at Mehemet All, the par-
rot, who looked st him enviously, upside
down. Hilde dropped some fresh  melon
goeds into the parrot’s cehinn cup, renewed
the water in wll the coges, stirred up the
| sguirrel’s bedding, and sut down, her dim-
I pled chin on her wrist,

Bhe thought of Harewood, of the first time
| they had entered the bird store together.
She thought of that moment when, before
she konew (t, he hnd bent and kigged her,
"and, wonder of wonders, she had kissed him.
|\\‘I|y? The eternnl question—anlways re-
turting—why? Why? It wearled her to
think, and what was the use? Until he had
:Mum-nl her she had always supposed that
jsuch n kiss was sin. The sisters at the con-
'vent sald so. Now she did not know-—she
knew nothing except that they had kissed
leach other. She had not resisted. She had
| never thought of resisting. In his presence
she wns satisfied and yet frightened, con-
tented, yet restless. She never tired of
watching Yim. She was curious, too, about
him, wondering what hls thoughtis were,
Twice since that firat day he had looked at
her in the same way, with the same unex-
plained gquestion in his eyes—a question that
left her breathless, confused, dszod. Sad-
ness, too, came Iater, and wistfulness, &
fatigue, a wenkness, that made her cyes
grow tired and her limbs heavy.

She went slowly Into her bedroom only to
astand before the falence Salnte-Hilde, think-
ing, thinking, She had never nsked Salnte-
Hilde of Carhaix for aid because she did
not know what to say, and when she tried
to think the gold and azure mantle of the
sainte distracted her attention. How often
had she counted the links in the chain
around Sainte-Hilde's china neck; how often
had she striven to understand the placid set
smile on her polished fuce—yet always
thinking of something quite different—of
Harewood—and the kiss—and the question,
unanswered, in his eyes.

And, as she stood musing in the twilight
of her chamber, suddenly the room swam,
the floor seemed to fall beneath her, n
frightful exploaion shivered every window
pane in the house.

Hilde reeled, clutching at a chalr; Yolette
crept In, pale, shaking in every limb,

“It |5 nothing," she gasped; ‘“‘they have
fired ‘The Prophet.' The Prussians are In
Meudon woods!™

(To be Contlnued,)
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Just to Ense His Conscience,

Chicago Post: The sick man suddenly sat
up in bed. His end was near and it was
evident that something preyed upon his
mind,

[ eanuol dle this way," he gald hoarsely.

“1 must break away from my evil assocla-
tions, This career of prevarication must
cense before | am called to my last ac-
count.”

They thought he was wandering In his
mind and they humored him when he called
for a pencil and some paper. .

“Be quick!" he cried ufter scribbling a
few lines, “Take this te the office. It is
my resignation.'

It seems hardly necessary to explain that
he was the cable editor of a yellow journal.
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Wool Scap away until the next washing day. You lose

But these do more than shrink wool. Used on
fine goods of any kind, they eat the fabric. Used on the

Used on the face, they spoil the com-
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Whenever soap touches the skin, or
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IT SWIMS.

“ Wool Soap 8 an axcellent article, and every woman will be benefited by
maing it "~Huaw V. BARxEa, Treas. Nat'l W.C.T. 0.
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Wool Soap for woolens. All
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MUNYON'S FAME.

KEnown the World Over as the Benoe
factor of Buffering Humanity,

Munyon's Improved Homeopathle Home
Remedles are dolng more to rid the world
of pain and slekness thap all the doctors
comblned, ese dincoveries, harmless 1o
the hauds of a child, are proving thele
otency in so muny thousands of cases that
t wonld be sheer madness for any slok
person to turn away from thele benetits. A
elomd of witnosses, stretching from East te
West and North to South, among all na-
tionw, are telllug thelr cures and pralsing
Manyon, whom they look upon as thels
benefactor and friend,

Munyou guarantees that his Rheomatism
Cure will cure nearly nll eases of rheumas
tisn In a few hours; that his Dyspepsia
Cure will enre Imllﬂmllml and all stomach
troubles; that his Kldoey Cure will cure
00 per cont. of all eases of Kidney trouble;
that bis Catarerh Core will enre catareh, no
mntter how long -uunllm“: that hils Head-
ache Cure will cure any kind of Lieaduche
In a fow minutes: that his Cold Cure will
quickly break up any form of cold, and se
on throngh the entlre list of his remsdies.

Guble to Health and medien]l advice abase
Iutely free. Prof. Munyon, 1005 Arch sty
Fhlladelphin.
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servicee  With ono ne-
cord the Aruy and Navy
endorse BAR-HEN ns
the greatest known
strengihoner, Invigorat-
or and restorative, It
croatos solld Hesh, mus-
cle nnd strength, clonrs
the braln, strengthens
the norves and cnuses
the generative organs Lo
quickly rogain ilielr nor-
wmul powers. For norv-
ous  prostration, over-
work, Impatered vitality
In elthor sex, or exees<dve use of oplum, liguow
or tobacen, It positively cannot be exceliod
One box will work wonders. Six will cure.
BAR-HEN (s for sale by all dmlﬂtluiu.m! tiab=
lots, 50O cents, Ono 1o two monthis’ treatment
Fill out and mall us the dingnosis sheet In each
box, and we will give your easo spocisl atien-
tion without extras chargéa DAR-BEN ls pre-
parcd by lllialmvr 0. Benson, PhD., B 8., di-
rect from the formuls of B K. Barton, AL D
Cloveland's most eminent speclulist Malled
in closed pnckage on r:-cniﬂt of price.
DHRS. BARTON AND BENSON,
: 91 Bar-Uen Bloek, Cleveland, O

For sale by Kuhn & Co, 1ita and Douge-
las; J, A. Fuller & Co., 1402 Douglas 8t.,
and Graham Drug Co., 15th and Farnamg
King Pharmacy, 27th and Leavenworthi
Peyton's Pharmacey, 2ith and Leavenworthi

. J. Soykora, Souath Omaha, and all other
l}{]u?:sls In Omaha, South Omaha. Counell
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Patronize
Home Industries

Dy Purchnsing Goods Mude at the Fols
iowing Nehrasnka Factoriesg

AWNINGS AND TENTS.
OMAHA TENT AND RUNBER CO.

(Buccessors Omaha Tent and Awning Co.)
Manufacturers tente, awnings; Jobbers Iadies*

and gents' Mackintoshes. Tents jor rent. 1311
Farnam St., Omaha,
e —_—————

BREWERIRES,

OMAHA BREWING ASSOCIATION.
Carload shipments made In our own refrig
ernlor cars.  ue Hibben, Elite Export, Vienn
I-:u;n!nrt -{1‘.! Family Export delivered to all pu'l!
of the clty,

e e

BOTLERS,

OMAHA ROILER WORKS,
JOHN R. LOWREY, Prop.

Ballers, Tanks and Bheet “ron Work. Specinl
facilities for dolng repalrs, ste.  Tel. 1080 |

. - — e e —
CORNICE WORKE.

G, F. EPENETER,

EAGLE CORNICE WORKS,
Manufacturer of Galvanizged Iron Cornices, Ga's
vanized Tron Bkylights.  Tin, Iren and Siate

Roofing. Agent  for Kinnear's steel Celling.
18.10-127 North Flovenih street.
e —— e — — —

CRATKER FVACTORIES,

AMERICAN BINCUIT AND MF'G, CO,
Wholesnie Cracker Manufacturers,

OMAHA, NEB.
— ]

DYP WORKS.
SCHOEDSACK'S TWIN CITY DYN

WORKS, 1521 Farnum 8t
Dylng and cleaning of garments and goods of
n-wi' description, Cleaning of flne garments &
specialty,

FLOUR MILLS,
5. ¥. GILMAN.
Flour, Menl, I"w.-d, Firan, 1013-15:17 North 17th
(<]

Street, Omahn, Nt E. Hinck, Manager,
Teiephone 582,

——

e —

Iron and Rross Founders,
Manufacturers and Jobbers of Machinery. Gen-

eral repalring a  speclalty 1501, 1503 and
Jnek»nn' street, Omahn, Neb, - ol

LINSEED OIL {

WOODMAN LINSEED OIL WORKHN,

Manufncturery old process raw Hnsead ofl, ket-
tie bolled linsesd oll, oid provess ground linseed
cakes, ground and screehed flaxseed for drug-
Eints. OMAHA, NEB.

I ———
MATTRESAES,

OMAHA BEDDING CO,
Manufacturers of high grade Mattroases, 1119
Harney Street. Omaha.

— - - e —

 — —

C———

KATZE-NEVENS COMPANY,
Mfre. Clothing, Pants, Slirin, Overalls.
OMAHA. NER

—
SHIRT FACTORIRS,
T3 M. EVANS,
NEDRASKA SHIRT COMPANY.
Exclusive custom shirt tallors. 1517 Farnam

——
VINEGATT AND PICKLES.
HAARMANY VINEGAR €O,

slanufscturers of Vinegar, Plokles, Catsups,
Mustards, Celery and Worcestershire Sauce.
p —  —— — — - - ———

WANGONS AND CARRIAGES,
WILLIAM PFEIFFER.

For & good, sulstantial vehicle of any descri
w or ol

tlon, for repainting or rubber tires on ne

wheels—the best pluce Is ITth and Leavenworth

Btraats,

DRUMMOND CARRIAGE C0,
Cheap, medlum priced and ton ngas.
Auv thing you want, second hand o: m::"l ad.

i

?!u-ncu for rubber tires, warranted
rt House,

Alney, opposite

CI0AR MANUPACTURERS

saigont ks B e Lo Sobbers
g rlory ot In

of Omahs, Kansas zunh . ‘Josagh
Bandle our guods. 46 Farasm a‘u"iu." v
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