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Woman Th

By HENRY

CHAPTER 11L.{Cantiuned,)

He dld not look like a French soldier,
but rather Jike an KEoglish athlete dress-
@d for n bottle with anvages—straw hat,
¥ trousers, gray flannel sairt, & broad
ather bLelt around his walst. In one
browned hand he carrled a huge cavaley
pword, in the other a donble<barreled pls-
ol still smoked. |
The other voung man was dark as the

geemingly #urprised by the
first woe fair, and whorter than  his | ed, he sided peithor with Red nor with abraptness of the gnestion
friend. e might have been two or three | bourgeols and left wot his room for a “What do you wean?” was the hot,
yones alider Hie wore the bloe red-| moment, Mether gueetion, “You don't know!
etriped trousers of the Natlonal Gaarmls, When Helene falnted in his arma, Ad- Sorely von anderstand me Yon were
and a golddaced onp on lis head, but | ams curcied her to his sitting room and  qold especially to find out all about her
beyond that he was ax iniioeent of unl- | laid bher down on the sofa. A single  fate”
form na hin comrads, Iig shirt had bheen | glance assured him that  consciousness “1 mean that | don't know." IHenrl
ordgtoally white, bt was now black and | wonll In w few monisgte return, e rotorted, grotily “A man ean't do inn
bloodstunined, opened his window and admitted a eur-  fight a2 if e wers in a deawing room,
The two had heen companlons for | rent of fresh alr. Then he sat himeelf PBesbiles that, 1 had enoungh to thiak
gears. The Honorable Walier (Hiaydes, | dowa by Heleae's side, and wakted guiet nhout. I etayed near the place il |
pon of Laord Yorley, had met Fagene de ly. havd to po. AN 1T do know ls that Jean
Bardinot ot Oxtord, and there had sworn “Poor Jenn died, then, ns he lived, ) blew himsell and half a dozen who were
griendahip with him, Since then the twa | grme o the end,” he said to bimselfs Hin the room to the sy, Whethes Helene

had been nearly neeparable, and thus it | “a Gtling elose th a restless and mistaken | was there as well, or whether she escap
eame that Walter Glaydes was allowed | career, Revengo as a purpose in lfe is [ ed, [ do not know, Mot likely she woe
go flght in the frovt rank of the Nation-| always s mistake, The benefits it briugs | there,” he adided, o little more gently
&) Goarda neninst the Teds, can only be reaped by others) all rinks | “Poor Holene! For goodness' &ake,’

“HMow far are we from the hounse | come s=teoight home Poor Jean's life _"ll‘ burat ot an 4 studden, *let me take
ww?' asked Walter, pantingly: “you | aud desth are a sorrowfnl example” these wel ¢ off my bnek! Give me
e sure you kavow which it Ia¥" Ile rose and walked up and down the | some diy thins ud et me shave my

“Yeu,” replled De Bardinot: “yon can | oo, gazing on the geonmd in frout of | beard ietnelie helfore it i oo Inte.”
we it thera! Ile Myes on the second floor | him as though tept thore to lhud the | “Dao 1 think they'll search for yout"
it the baelg" solution of an enfgma, aske suayle, groffly.

“He eannot escape us this time, thon" “Woman was lotends? ta rale wman,” | “ war the eharp rejoinder: “they
erlad Walter. *I shall find her st last, | he said to himself; “and | want a wom- | are not likely o conpt the bolles, nnd
and we can have our reckening with | an who cap rule man, 1 have tried to ! so 1 dou't think they'll mixs me, Yon
him." find one, and failed. Soch a one has | are an Buglishman, ona they won't look

%A short and ewift reckoning It will | tv be trained, schooled in hor purpose in | for me in yonr rooms.  But let me sef
be,” replicd the captain. “He has dope | life as a child is in ita A B C." He | o work at ence and alter my appear
an much as anybody to lncite the wretch- looked at the girl lying pala and wwcon- | ance.”
od people to this dastardly insurrection | #eions on the sofa, and amiled. | Quayle pot down the candle and Jed
with hLis uu[-':r‘him_ and his wrtinge and “Hepe I8 ot who will seeve. The leari to his bedroom,
his poems. What bad he to do with us, | #chodd from which she cemes was a|  “There,” he sail, “arrange yourselt
this stranger, that he must come to agg | proper preparation ground for wy more 1 n& you like. Bot, mind yvou, the very
the people on to their destruction? Oun!™ | academic teaching. She will be hand- | first moment, when yen can do it withont

eried 10 o couple of his men; *don't | some when she grows to womanhood. | dauger to yonr precious neck, you will
Yag! Forward! Her mind is simple and gupple. It will | have te find out for e whether that girl

And he dashed on himsalf in the midss ! bend fo my precepts like a reed, Tall, | is alive or depd,”
of the smofle nnd the Haahes, Waltsr | too; and the fignre will levelop with Henri, having flung his wet rage inte
followed his rreiend, and with him rushed | time, You, she will be handsome; and 1 | a corner and dressed himself in a palr
through the gateway of the house whisrh | know those eyes of hers—they were gly- | of tronsers belonging to his host, eareful-

@ songht, A nmmber of the Reds, driv- | en her te enchain men.  Ah, Gaston!™ | Iy shmved of his mustache and henrd.
e Mito a ecorner, had shut themselves he added to llulllnl'”, “thia Is worth all the ! “That wretched girl has eseap d, 1
into the lower floor of the bullding at the | rest of the paltry intrigues. She is abont | soppose,” Quayle continned 1o hi nsell,
Back, and there fought Hke fionds, ‘Dhe | seventeen now. Six or eight years of my | “and =0 mmeh dehonds apon her getting
Guards roshed I lke a swarm of beas, | traloiug will fit her to send men to the [out of this world comfortably and de-
mnd In leas than two milnutes there was | scaflold or to roin kings." cently. "Phat old fiend hus blowa him
whe silence of death along that lower Helene opened her eyes and Jooked | sell to smithereen Yet, 1 dare say,
floor, nbout her In n vague astonishment., She | she has gat off, when, by quietly ridding

“Now lthﬁﬁlm!" eried Walter whao | rDse, guning I.I*.q_-HI'C at Adams. The | the worid of .‘.l':' resenee, 1 might b
bad been foremost dn the fghting, and | strain on her nerves had been'sp iutense | the rvicher by ten thousond pounds, and
whose face and hands were red w :iult.‘ut he remembored not for the moment | Mr. Rodhert B \ it come into
blood, some of which oozed from a great’| how she had come there, and as he ap- | n pice nheritanee of pigh oo three mill-
gash in hiz own fuce, proached she slirank back with a half- [ lone.  And that dolt, Heari, who scemed

He flow ppstaies, follawed by De Bar- | stilled cry, | eaperinily ereatad for th i o pull-
dinot and half a dozen of hix mewn. Phe You don't remember, thoun?' he sald,  ing the chestoats ot w fire for
staivinse wis dark as plteh m-m‘:)'. and | With a good-hmmored smile.  “I nm Mr. | we, ows her to escape out of his
_ghey bad to-grope for the door, Thay | Aduams’ | sight!"
wyns goon fomnd, and a fow smashes with YOf course,” she whispered, “How l He sat in an old w ».T-. irmehair with
& musket bhutt shivered it to pleces. foolish of me to be frightengd.” lean fingers caressing his pointed ehin.

“1 have discovered yvou at Iast, then!" With the thought of where she was, | “Perhaps B Is not ns bad as [ think
exclaimed Walter as he entered the room | the memory of her loss sprung upon her | i atter all,” he muttered to himself.
and saw the old wian sitting there with  for the fiest time with an overpowering | “IParhaps she his gone to the sky with
the light dimly streaming about his white | Weight and the toars started to her eyes. | Master Parlowe, or Jeon Lemare as he
face and beard through the partly opened “Foor father!” she sobbed. *“And he | calied himself. Most likely he thought

shutter, The Guards were about to fol-
w him, but a metion of De Bardinot's
nd stayed them and kept them outside.
“Leave this man with me for a mo-
ment,"” said Walter; “you ecan reckon
with him afterward.” He looked around
the room, as if wseeking wmomebody.
AWhere is she?” he questioned, angrily.
“Where is Helene?"

The old man smiled, but spoke not a
word, Walter approached with clenched
fists and bLiting his lips,

“Will you tell me, you old villain?"
bhe cried: “or shall I have to choke you
to get the truth from your throat?
He lad not noticed the litle hiswing
and sputtering Nound and the tiny sparks
that puffed from the hole In the floor,
fT'he old man sat still there smiling calm-
ky. On a sudden & crash us of an earth-
nake shook the room, and a roar of
me issued from the floor, ’

- The foor heaved and burst upward,
the walls shook and fell, the roof crash-
ed away, and guicker than it can be writ-
ten or read Walter Glaydes, Bardinot,
~the old man and half a dozen of the
Guards were blown toward the sky, to
mingle with bricks, moriar, wood and
fron in the general destruction.

At the same moment a lull seemed to
come over the fighting, and a silence of
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fortable fortune,

rope Lo #u !}',
and then

shot, and was shot; and it they eateh
me they'll ahoot me again”

e Mystery

HERMAN

He might have lived at his ense on his

took his degres at Vienna,
travelnd from one country to

urother, fAnally aettling down in Paris,

Durlng the fighting which Just had end-

#nid he was pot my father;
my father, nevertheless,

Adivms knew that Jean Lemure was
not Helene's father, but the old Revo-
lutionist bhad always kept the girl's pa-
ternity a striet secret within his own
bosom. Adams thooght it was best at
that moment to allow her to have her
little uy then he walked to the doer and’
called, “Jeannot!"

An elderly woman, with a simple,
motherly face, her gray hair topped by
the white eambric cap of the French
bounsewife, answered him,. Ile pointed to
Helene,

“The danghter of an old friend,” he

but he was
l'mrr father!™

gaid. “Take her to your moom and make
lier comfortable. Take great care of
her. When she feels better she can

return to me, 1 promised Jean to take
eare of her Adams muattered. *“He
said that her relatives were intent on
fercetiug her out. Well, they shall not
find her if 1 can help it. I will keep
my word to Jean in that. It suits my
purpose as well as his"

Shortly afterward be was summoned
to the hospital to assist in caring Tor
the wounded. As the building was
acrosa the street from where he lived,
he made ‘no objection, His professional
pride was aroused by one case which

death hung over the place like a pall, to
be followed the moment afterward by un-
parthly shrieks and hlood-curdiing groans.

CHAPTER 1V,

had been given up by the other phyai-

head to fot quietly.
which had a trace of contempt In it, “you

were
tiowever,

greely glitter shot into his eves,
lips pursed s if to o snarl nearly,

Revolutionist,

tle black packet from his pocket,

T o —— (b, “Dhe proverbial Bible, 1 suppose?’
“No,"" wna Ilenri's reply. “A pack
barely twenty, the inberitor of a eown-  of earda. There, you ean see the bullet

in the center of .”

plantations near Baton Rouge or at Lake a sodden, “what about her? la she
Poutehartraln, but his ever restless apirit dead 7"’
kept him on the move, He came to Bu- As he pit the question a cruel and

| never able to discounnt.

cians as hopeless,
The wounded man was in a sad plight.

back of Lis head, two ribs ware bruken,
as was nlso his arm, and besides he had

o ey e T e

At the moment when the explosion
gook place Helene made her escape. 8he
wmas not molested by the *"I'HN‘H. ani
found her way to the strest where Mr.
Aﬂ.’lms ll?ml. The gateway st wl Open
wide. Helena ran np to the first foor,
and vioging Mr. Adams’ baell,
door opened for her by that gentleman
in person,
“So it is you, Helene,”™ said Mr. Ad-
ams. “Poor Jean s dead, then”
" She had been very brave uutll then,
and had thought herself very strong.
The dangers through which she had poss
ed had tricked her nerves. Ier strength
gailed her at last, and she fell inte Mr
Adams' arms Jn a dead faint.
Gaston Adams Latrobe, whom every-
Adams, was barn be-
in its teens, but
older than he actually was.
a tall man, stsading over six
babit ke & panther,
slnewy. His clean shav-

 en face W _;mui:dunlemohl.
.'l! 7,.,“.5 by riikies The

| piacid intensity. .= Dirthplace, his
i*., a Wantih father oune of
@ of the Freonch
P "of them died ln ome fata)
it £ .
-' " \ . -
s- _|'1llﬂ e - _|‘ o Y
TNty ‘f.. 'I' . "

11 hnn.

had the!

a coveussion of the brain, *“1 will save
snid Adams after an examinntion,

“thongh it will be a race with paralysis
| and death, Get a stretcher and carry
him to my place

This was done, and Helene being pros-
vent, Dre. Adams jlustalled her ng nurse to
the wounded man, After giving her di-

leaving Helene in ebarge of Walter
Glaydes—of the man who had risked his
Hre to Gnd ber, and from whom to keep
her was his great purpose,
CHAI'TER V,
Shertly after widulght of

house in one of the side strects of Paris,

sat a wman m the thirties,
height,
red-haired, dressed in a gown and slip-
then the aurried worda:

“It is l-—Henrl Sainton.
door quick."”

The man arose and admitted the new-
cemer,

“Oh, It is you!" he exclaimed rather

hly. *“ls it over?"
“Shut the door!" pamted Henri. “For
Seaven's aake, shut the deor! 1 have es-

caped by a miracle. 1| was ordered to be

Blood oozed from a gaping wonund at the |

rertions what to do he gaitted the room, |

the same
day, fu a room on the second floor of a | ihe 12th of June, fo.r ll\y: previouss

of middle |
thin and wiry, clean shaven and !

pers. A kunock came at the door uml‘

Open the |

alond, rounghly,

Rermmard Quayle oked him over from
“Oh!" he said at last, in & guaint tone
ghot. Yoo are very wmnch alive,

What saved you?™
“Thie,"” auswered Henri, pulling s Mt

“Whnt?' answered Mr, Quayle, grim-

“Bot Helene,” questioned Quayle ou

and hie

“1 dou't know,"” answered the young

the journey to heaven wonld he o little
shorter if he gave himself and those poor
beggars a good start. 1 hope you will
not be all night over this job,” he said,
to Henrd, “I want to go
to sleap,”

“Well, «#lcop, then™

man's quiet retort,

“Not if I koow i, rejoined Mr.
Quayle. Y1 want to lock you safely in
that little room there before 1 close my
eyes, You cannot get into miachief, my
friend, when yon are not able. ,1 prefer
to know that you are safe—and then my
property will be all the safer,” he wdded
to ldmself.

Five wminutes afterward Henri was
asleep on a blanket behind the locked
door of a little side room, and Mr,
Qunyle was snoring on his own bed.

Mr. Bernnrd Quayle was an altogeth-
er interesting personage. 1le had on
various vecasions claimed the hospitality
of prisons, but that was for trifling of-
fenwes—=such ps a mistake in hiz ae-
connts when he wns a collector, or a
fault of memory when he signed a rich-
er man's name to a bill which he was

was the young

On one occasion he repeated his expori
ments in the caligraphy of others by siygn-
ing the name of Mr. Rodbert Beringuny
to a cheek. The check was not paid,
but Mr. Robert Beringuay was in sore
necd of an npserupulons tool, and seeing
in the raseal a cleverness which he might

mianke nseful to himself, sarished his
bankers so that Mre. Joba Roberts, alias
Bornard Quoayle, escaped imprisonment.

From that time forward Mre. Dernard
Quayle had been engaged in doing dirty
wurk for Mre Rodbert Deringuay, this
Leing principally the discovery of the
whereabouts and the identity of Helen
B quay, the orphan dauzhter of Mpr.
Heorberel Berinquay., Mr. Herbert Borlg-
quay was sapposed te have been foug
over a Devonshire clift on the 1Gth of
June, 1834, by Rostrome Parlowe, Lils
| former rival for the #®ectlons of the
Honorable Miss .\_'.:r‘l!ll. ”'.'1_\'11:-". who
had become Mres, Dericguny Haeleltte
lwas a baby but two years o then, and
had digappeared from Beriue gay Manor

I'urlm\'p had been suspscted o having
had a hand in the child's A'sappen.sonce;
the two men met and gquasveled v the
eliff-side, and Herbert Bueringue y  lost
his Hfe. Agatha Berlngwy, tue un-
witting cause of so much nunhappiness,
did mot leng survive her hushand,

('l‘o be rnnuruml )

A ymmg man hkes to b-:wr A girl sit
up with hiw 11 midnight daring court.
ship, but after marringe he doesn't
want ber to sit up for him that lale

LOVE AND LIFE,
Whirte,

By Dr. R. A,
I'ie greatest of these i Love—L

Cor. =il 13,
life moves under a variety of lm-

wilses,  alany dynamie forces mingle
n apparent coufugion i every net and
[ ) thought of our be
ing,. Any attempt,
therefore, to define
one inotive as pie-

dominatingly supe-
rlor to suother, or
to sk (0 measure
the activities of lile
ui one or more mo-
the exclo-
on ef all others, 1s
Ly gustice o the
h of our humnan
naiure Life Is 8
I iy the -
of human motdves
e as it really

lives 10

l-f.l_\ « M A

Wikl bk

abkty im diversiiy,
¢t of the touulity
1l Impulses explalas
8.

Remembering this, we are still per-
mitted to select from the mass of I

man lmpulses and motives those which
el to predominate. Uenerally
speeking, the dynamie forces of life
full into three great clisses or I
pulses—fear, ambitlon, aud loye. Now
we are told In the ancient book that
the greatest of these virtues la love.
We can easlly agree with the book.
Feuar and ambition have played amd
still play an Important part in the
drama of lfe. Bul neither gpart nor
wr do they yield she supremost
resulls,

logetd

hns ever
wlhintever
ht which

love
tieid
wiong

completed and sane-
ambitlon er fear
wis worthy Fear
wnt the anclent Venetlans te bnild
helr first rude huts on the restioss
o of the Adrintie, but love created
> ouste architecture ci{ Toreello
Murano, ear und ambition chiin
| the with
loep driven plles | il the sen
ilely pa BBut
Mark's—set it with
s of hyry aml ain
its domes with denthless
itudreils with richest tra-
ories, and o el Ite with
genthe ange IS.
'ear aml ambition set
ence within
but

hiless
11
shifting =amis of :T;u- i
nd borde:
ept I8ies with si lnees.
love peared 8t
riceless ¢
b BUEL,
i

i
filled
ales, its

norg

~..‘|

.l]l“ =

ancient Flor-
unparts of invalnerable
love c¢reated the muaster-
pleces of Angelo, the singing boys of
Delln Robbia, the Gothie shaft of Im-
mortal Glotto, and the heavenly dowme
of Hruneleschl., Ambitlon and no litUe
of malice winged the stlletto like the
verse of a Daunte, but the longing and
love of a homeslek exlle gave them
immortality and a unlversal message.
No really enduring creation of the
highest order exists except love has
been the master hauwd in its creation.
The hope of the modern home is
fove., Fear never made a home, Show
me a home governed Ly fear and you
show me n home barren and cheerless
as the winter earth under gray winter
gkies, Show me an home ruled by love
and yon show me a home soft 28 a
summer dream, beautiful ss sunset
skies, loveller and sweeter than a sun-
mer twilight when the birds twitter
thelr soft good night and the depart-
ing day hangs poised on the rim of
night,

Fear never made an ablding ehurch
or religion. Love alone makesy rellgion
insplrational, Fear or ambition never
made s really great religious leader.
love tips the tongue with persuasive
eloquenec and fashlons the stuff that
religions heroes and martyrs are wade
of. Love alone is the measure of
events., Is n thing right or wrong?
Doeg love sit supreme at the beart of

slone,

the deedd is Lhe searching eounder (ues-
tion,
Is war ever justifiable? We are in

Titanle forces are
Grim, savage faces
leer upu ng from behind our Chris
tian pretensions of the fatherhood of
God amd the brotherhood of man,
hind the priest stands hoalf concealed
the armed soldler. Il concealed by
the temple of rellgion stands the grim
lines amd embattliements of war., The
of eannon in the far east ob-
scures the smoke of Inecense from the
oltars of religlon. Followers of the
gentle Nazarene let loose the honndsg
of war the earth over, and with pious
prayvers to the god of battle feed count-
less cannons with the cholcest sous of
battle frenzied natlons,

Is war ever justified? Is It can It
sver be, Christlan to fight? Lay the
mensure of love npon the question, Is
war waged from pure love of country,
in defense of home and Ureside, to
strike the shackles from limbs that
are boumdl, to set the face of the slave
woward freedom's holy light? Then
war, 1 should say, is justified. For

the midst of war,
massing for war,

11}

Be-

smoke

LPIr

deanand the saerifiee of e n certala
great erises of howman history when
the welfare and rights of pepi®™Yire
at a hazant and wenkness wrilhes
kelpless under the feet of tyranay.

Life itself is a gtruggle and a battle,
amnd the rightfalness or wrenglniness
of M all I8 measured by the motives
which Ingplre, by the better things’
won for mankind,

And once more the meagnre of men
I8 love, Ilas n great hese been a lover
of men? Ias he tolled for them, died
for them? Then bis benign face
shines upon v from the fading years.
Generations come and go, euch loaving
tenulerly the lover of men, Why does
Jesus hold go Instingly a plaee in the
worll’s memory? Chiefly beeause the
e wniversal amd undying virtne with

which believer and unbellever have
ke invested him is the virtme of
love, Compored to Pluto he was g
nomnt, hiz death wos no more sublime

thaw the death of Bocrates, Yet Plate
s a syllogism, Bocrates n  fragrant
wemory, Jesus an Inspleation. Jesns
one of the supremest emhodi
ments of love the world has witnessed,

WIS

Other great men the world remems
DErs.

Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon. The
world will not forpet these. ‘They

scarred it too deeply, they wounded #
too sore, nmd, withal, benefited it no
little without doubt, They were earth.
quakes amd the tremor of their ecom
vitlslons hag not yet died out of the
nffalra of men, They were volenloes
ind the light of thelr deeds stUl crime
son the gkles of hlstory, They ave
curlosities, but wot Inspirations,

Never a study of Caesar or Napoleon
sent a soul headloug toward some

creat deed of unseliishness. When men
want inspivation, courage to saeriflce
and snfler, they seek the ecompanions
ehiip of those whe have loved. It is
not Solomon or David whose lighe i)
lmmines with rarest splendor the s

tory of incomparable Israel, but Jona-
than, the lover and tried friend, Loyo
in, the Jesalt, is the largest figure In

‘holle history, Dut Catholie and
Protestunt alike reenll with devotion
Lhie hero of love in the mouk's bhabit,

Francis of Assisl,

[Luglamd rears mastertul monuments
to hior great soldiers and stutesmen,
il with gowd eause, But the richest
inhterlitanee England has 18 the mems
ory of John Howard and Blizabeth
IF'ry, amd her poblest matron lingera
ectween the twilight and the (mrkness
by the sor¢ flowlnge Derwent. Love
then, Is the supreme vitallzlng element
in life. DBecause it s the best It is the
Intest born., The best wine at the

feast of life is kept for the last. l.ove
holidls the secret of all great life, AnM
is made Immortal by It, and Mterature
glorifled by love burpns with an nody
g splendor,

Above all, love lays Hs bands wpon
the restless self within us amd eurbs
nmd calms It into high service, bemds
it to great tasks, Angelo, the prines
of artists, wore, It {5 sald, a small lamy
fastened to the vim of his enp that me
shadow of himself might fall upon bl
work, Self and self interests are the
bluck beasts whose sbhadow duskens
our effort,

Love took up the harp of Kfe, and

Emote on all the ¢horda with might;
Bmote the chord of self,

That, trembling, pass’d in music ous «f
sight.
Short mmm.

Love has no lubor treubles,

Faith glves henven's firmness

A litle help is worth a lot of hollom

A short hamd goes with a long face

Tp recelve the false is to reject i
truo.

An insplration Is greater than an &0
ample,

No mun ever gtays long M the sub
urbs of sln.

All great reforms start where ehozh
ty bLegins,

True patriotism mever thinks of thw
preminns,

The chmreh gets ne grip whem M
tries to graft

The best way to sllenee consclenm
is to obey It

I'he cost of a thing cannot be meap
ured by Its price,

Most people who think they are do
celving others only succeed In degelw
ing themselves,

The self-sulliclent are wmever dedk
cient.

Love la wever deepenad by deunining
it up.

Compassion knews wsothing of com
descenslon,

Life's brica-brac makes M bhigges
burden.,

One tallow dip i» worth a bushel of
dead lamps,

He whe sows bappiness resps as
unending harvest

Those who (ry to make the best of
everything gesecally got the best of
everything.

love ean be flaree and dountiess and
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