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CHAPTER V-—Continued.
"Tiena! We wlll play agaln for an
other bottle,” he announced with a bit
of swapger He
right
ffi'-tlu!n‘

pocket

win conpcioun of n
gilver In

that fai

treating his
purdes. In hie

to spend

with

1'1 “No." spoka the stranger-—-Duplossis,
{me ha bad vald his nome was, “No, 1 have
* drunk enongh. However, I you feel
3 pepajtive at taling the small som of

money at my hands—it s o good

game—La rams-let us play for the
frane which the bottle would cost. Eh
hien!™

Aguln they played, this time doub
Hng the amount, and again Francols
galned, and pgain and again, till he
felt ashamed In carrving awny all this
money of 4 new nequaintance, and at
the same thne o cock-surencss that so

s 2, A A

R

t-

i fucky a devil as Beaupre might well
lose a Hitle and stop at the right
smount. The exeltement of cards und

exoitement of wine met in a hendy mix
ture, Duplessls drank Httle,  though
Francols urged It on him. The luck be-
gin to change: now and then the
atranger won, now and then Beaupre,
yol more often now the stranger, till
ot lengthy Froocold was playing not
with the gesire to lose, but with a hope
to gain bikck something at least of the
con«ldernble sum which he had lost
Hefore this he had gone into his pook-
ot and brought out that honorable nine
hundred franes, and had thrown one
louls d'or after another on the black
table, and lost one ufter nnother. Yet
his confidence was still strong—luek
would turn—thls was his lucky day.
And now he would not regretl carrying
away Lthe siranger's money, He bogan
*o feel a fierce eagerness o get the
dotter of thie antagonist becnme so
formidable. And a horrible nervous.
ness wns.ereeping over him at the dim
vigion of n thought—a thought kept
resolutelyv on the confines of his cons
selousness, yet persistently puashing
forward—the thought that 1t might be
fhat ha could not win the money back,
"Double!” he shouted promptly as
he lost again,

And he lost agaln, The nine hun-
dred franes were gone: he gave a note
now, on hig stock, and again he lost
A deathly slekening sensation had
gripped him and was holding him,

In sllence, with a crowd of silent
mun, who in some way had come to
know what wns happenings standing
nbout them, the two played the last
round. And Francols lost.

In sllence he signed the note which
pave to the stranger hig house and
furpiture and land, all that he had in
the world.

A T

CHAPTER VL.

Work and Hope,

The next day u sheri and hig clerk
came and fixed red seanls to the house
and to everything In it which locked,
and Clalrve watched In a deep quiet,
the baby In her arms,

Something had bean sald already of

h

sending the children to this or tha

unele or suot—there would In o short "You, Monsleur the Sedgneur, 1 am
time be no bome and no living for | here

them untdl the broken father could "Listen then, my soldisr. 1 wm un
gather himself and begin again. LAt- | certaln Af thils that T hove writion 1s of
tle Francols resolved that he would | importanes. It 168 Interesting to me,
pot go. He would stuy with his father | because Gaspard Gourgaud wos there
and prove that dleven was not too | yet 1 do not wish to  ram  Gaspard

young (o make money. As he stoo

Aware of u borse's hoofs beating dow
the road, nod he turned

the Baron<oneral
on his bay mare Lesltte,

Llthe earth na he held her, e

The Nine Hundred Francs Were Gone

svatehing the shoerilf who moved gloom-
"4ly about his unwelcome duty he was

&he
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shot at

“Where In your father?" he
him, and threw o leg over and vaulted

off and flung the mare's reina to the
lnd, and swung into the great entry
nnd through the open door inte the
r‘llflni""

Francols though broken hearted
was but eleven, and It wos a proud

thing to hold the selensur's horse and
Measant to geo the spirited benst paw
WaANR KO
with Uhis that
hes Torgot his broleed ife and hirg Jost
cntiroly For (ifteen
nnd the other children guth-

entranoed occupation

Caresr minutes
h forgoL,
oo wround him, and he ardere d them
away from the horse and felt himseld
its gunrdian and an important person,
with complete sutigfaction,

And ot that, out of the house came
the seigneur;, big and Black-browed and
solld of tread, and with him that
braken-heartsd father whoso face re
called all the tragedy

“Francois," lhils father spoke, more
gently than ever he had spoken be
fore, “I have taken your future from
you, my son, The selgneur wishoes to
give it back. He wishos to make you
his child. Your mother cansents—and
I—1 consent.”" His father's arm was

about his neck. The general's abrupt
volca took up the statoment,

"Wl you come and live with me in
the chateau, Monsieur the
he demanded roughly, kindly, "I will
freat you as n son--you shall lenrn to

soldier, You zhall (It yvourself
part which we Know must
one day, Wi you come?”

For a moment It seemed to Francois
that beaven had opened and o miracle
af joy come down: then It flashaed to
his mind that this dazzling glft had a
prico. With a whole soul Fruncois east
away the brilllant dream and hardly
felt an effort.

“l1 thank you a thousand tiines, my
selgneur,” he answered with decision
“I eaunot go with you. 1 must stay
und work for my father and my moth-
or."”

There was sllence for a minute in
the sunshiny garden: the ohildren had
wandered nway; the men did  not
gponk; one heard only the more Llis
otte whom Francols held, who stamped
her Hight forefoot and whinnled fmpa
tiently., Then the general's grave
voide gounded, more gravely than ever

"Francols Beaupre, you own a fine
lad." he throw at the drooping peasant.
“1 would lke to have him for mine
Sinco 1 cannot, | shall try at least to
be his rriend, Monsiour the Marshal,
It must be ag you wsay DBut come o
aee me at the chateau soon. 1 shall
have things to talk over with you.”

On a morning Francels was busy at
the new gorden, digging beds for the
plants which the nelghbors had CUEer:
1y given them, and which, put in the
ground now, fn the autumn, would rise
above them In brightness next spring

Into this contentment came, gallop-
Ing gloriously, hoof beats of a horse.
The busy spade, several sizes too big,
stopped, and Francols leaned hig chin
on the handle, the boy out of drawing
for the tool. The general stopped,
which wns a heavenly Burprige to
Francois each time that It happened.

“Givod morning, marshal, Will you
agk your mother If 1 may speak to
her?"

"Mother, mother, the gelgneur wish
es you" Francols whispered plercing
ly, but Claire wags already on the little
front walk by the new garden,

In 0o moment she stood &t the Bute
in her fresh calico dress, with a wijite
fichu over her head, and the big nian
towared and growled sentences {riend
1y Then the general trotted with
Jingling stirrup down the villuge street
and Claire stood with eyes following
for & moment
“What did, tha selgneur
mother?" Francois
he any | might

lomorrow Y

for th
be played

BOY my
demanded I
come 1o the chateau
May IT Am | w Know
whit the general said, my mother?"

Alter his father came home to din.
nor he know Heo wich
morning to the chatean and do work in
copyiug for the genernl. ‘The general
wil writing a book, nothing less than

wis to  go

patehed, pensant clothes,

to eopy which thrillod his soul
Often the general tnlked (o
“Eh blen, there, the marshal!l"

him

neross the room; and the seribe

t | wide ploce,

d | Gounrgaud down a reader's throat

chin o the hollow of his handes

the retreat from Moscow

e L o ————-———

Marshal 7 |

ride a horse and shoot & gun and be a |

| A history of Napoleon hlaiself The
boy's preat deoamy eyes glowed,
S0 the Httle lad, in his  clean

went up to
the chatenn the next morning serious
nnd important, and was given o table
and n corner in the Whrary and words

would
come thundering (rom the great table
would
drop his pen and seuttle over the dim

t
I

detailed accounts of early service In
wih: it was exact, acourate, For five
nimites the general read this; then
ils  black woyebrows lifted and he

glured over

manded

at all)’

and
BOMa awny
o began to read again

"Over the froren roads the worn
army still trodged; overy form of
misery trudged with them Hungeor
wis there, and cold, nmdd sufiering of

wounds,

constant

bands of

t
!

explodad by order of the Bmperor that

1

The snow fell
on foot

1

A

L
I

!

1

|

CYeR Were I:lllt'li on the g--n:-lilrh faee
In a deep volee the genoral reand 1t
wis an necount of thut worldtrngedy, | eses still on the general's faca
Flrst came
a st of regiments and of ofMicers, with | "Not he, He bud selzed the lance kt!w marguis, went o America, and bad

The Little Figure Had Sprung Up, and
Stood, Threatening.

showed

wias both happened to me
un Italian

Look'
gledge with fur robes on It
knew where he got (t—from some de
serted Russian house, 1 suppose He
put me on the alodge nnd wrapped moe

thing
LTS
had camped for a while
swhould cut

the
find It

paper

“You Interesting?” he de

shook his
Not

Francots, lips compres
iead firmly, "Nao,

my Selgneur

" the general sald,
papers over and Iald
Selecting s sheetl or Lwo,

"1 agree with you,
sorted the

and suffering of lack of cloth
more than this, there was the
drend of attack from fying

Cosgacks From (ime to
frightful explosions ane
Pyevgadd it calnEnns

ng.;

e
urn

mude
one's was the
longer vneumber s,
The Emperor marched
Sl In hand, wrapped
cvioak, a furred Rue-
hend, he walked In

———

hey might no
with us
n a lurge
lan

h'fl‘." ©

His

Cip on

general's deapgert  ever were
gazing now above Francols' head out
l1rr|-1-:1:.!: the parrow window where the
boy's tnble stood, across the moun-
tain slope, (o the blue distance
“Alessundro, my friend," he spoke
in his grulf tones, yet softly, “shall
we pee each other again? 8o close
through that black time, =0 far apart
now in the peace of our homes! Thost
warm hands which cared for me when
I was freezing and dying in Wassia
I shall touch them perhaps never
again, never again!"
CHAPTER VI
The Crown of Friendship. |
In the claw-footed, carved, old 1ma-

he midst of his houschold, encourag e
ng with a word, with a smile, overy
me who came near him.

“There werea many adventures which
the gouls of men shining
hrough the nighimare of this horrible
ime. Muany noble deeds were done, |
nany hoprthreaking ones, One which
Thore was
under

oflicer in the corps

Prince Eugens, who had been my com-
rmde when | was on the staff of
Lannes: Nhis name wns Zappi-—the
Marquis Zappl. On the day after the
dreadful  passing of the Heresino
River, 1 suddenly felt my strength go
—1 could walk no longer. A slek
loathing seized me, and 1 groaned and

irngged my heavy feet forward, to

stay with my friends even a fow steps

nore And with that an arm was

around me suddenly, and I heard Zap-

‘e guiet voice,
“CKeep up your courage, comrade;

we are golng to sce our homes yet'

e sald, ‘I shall take care of you
and 1 looked, and he lad a
I never

n the furs and gave me brandy from
s flusk, For Zappl had done a clever

He hnd made a bargain with
Josuits near Polbtsk, where he
, that s men
and beat the wheat neces-
sary on condition that he should have
i part of the brandy for them. He had
kept some of his share yet, and |
saved my life that day, the brandy

of the monks of Polotsk.”

“There was a thick fog several days
later, and out of 1, and out of the
wood woe must pass, rashed with wild
eries o cloud of mounted Cossncke
ueroas the within twenty paces
of the Emperor bhimself. But General
Rapp dashed forward at the head of

rosd

from a Russian whom he had killed-—

It was most lmpradent, especially In
the dress o wore, which did oot show
the Frepeh unlform underneath I

Was my nurse, He
wns placed In one of the carringes of
ne Emperor, nnd [ cared for him as
m¥ own brother, and he came through
it all, and went hack to Italy, to hia
home

The

turm then to piny

hogany desk of a Virginla house, in a
fdrawer where are packets of vellowad
letters Lled up and labeled, I8 o letter
written years later, referriug to that
enrller time in France., Perhape thisg
bit of the chronlele of Francols Deau
pre could not be told =0 vividly a= In

these words of Francois written from | marquls, an Itnliun of North I[taly, tall
nls prigson. He beging with the ac |and proud and quiet, had the alr more
count of an adventure, of a ride for |of a student than of a soldier A
life, ".!'l'- the air, also, of an Invalid, for
“S8o, dear Alixe,” he finishes this— | he stooped and walked languidly, and
the detalled story of W8 captiure focouph eatght him at times. Hoe was
“down went the poor horse, and over | (ylking, on that morning in the library,
hig head 1| spun into the ditch with | while the general listened: It was not
a bump on the skull which dazed me. | the veuul order of things,
And when 1 came to there were the “So you see, Gaspard.” the marguls
heavy Austrians asround me, gaping | went on In his qulet reticent way,

to see the Prinece. And only Francois
Benupre to see, which they found out
pretty promptly, as 1 have told
before, nnd also how 1 defied them

“In a

you

greoat danger they say one
thinks more c¢learly than usual—one's
mind works with smoothness nopd at
lelsure. It was eo during that ride,
for 1 followed out #s | dashed along
hearing the shouts of the men hack
of me, the whole train of elreun
glances from one of those mornings

with Coq in the park, to this adven
ture of life and death, It was the
morning-—you will know befare 1 say
it—when Jean Philllppe Molson, in his
lovely purple clothes, came mincing
down the graveled drive, as If afrald

of sapoiling his good shoes-——and |
think he wus—to the seigneur, who
taught us to ride Cog. Do von re-

member how your father thundered at | ¢

him?

“'A Blrange monsieur to
impossible! 1 am engaged.
I will not gee him.'

“And Jean Philllppe smiling, for all
of them understood the selgneur, and
gaying gently, ‘Yes, my Seigneur’

see me

turned away with the mossage. And
your futher shouted nfter him:
“'‘Stop! Come back here! What

do vou mean by that? Hring the mon
gleur to me.' And the purple clothes
disnpponared and appeared again in a

few minutes gledming in the sun
ngalnegt the gray old walls—1 can wes
it all now, Alixe—like a large violet

blosgom of a strange flower. And be
hind Jean Philllppe was a tall man
in a loug traveling cloak, and behind

him a tall HHutle boy And as they
came the selgpeur turned o go (o
meet them, and stopped and stared

And the monsieur In the cloak stopped
and stared; and you, mounted on Coq,

two mounted squadrons of chasseurs
and grenadiers of the guard who sl
woays followed the Emperor, and the
Corsacks were put to fight 1 wnas

In charge; | was serving temporarily
in the place of ong of Rapp's officers,
on acceount of my late woak
ness, 1t was thought well that 1 should
bie on horsebuck, So It happened that
ng the skirminh finished, 1 saw coming

becnurEe

toward me o fgure in & furred coat
and cup, brandishing a Cossack lanoe
rughing toward the FEmperor 1

dashed down on the mad Cossack. as

I thought him, and passed my groat
gaber through his body Atid the man
fell, nud ms he (el the fur Cikp went

oft aud he groaned and looked up at | with & hoarse shout rushed to the | eral's

with dying eves—Iit

Ah! ha

me was Zuppl

Eurde figure had sprung
up and =lood, Nsts clonched, threaten
ing, One would have thought {t was

this second that the genern! had sa-

Francols squatied oy o stool exopetls | bred Zappl
In front of the general, with his knees
n | wogether ayd hls vibows on them, his
ln the midst
of his grief It was interesting to ses
Gourgaud coming
The general
drew up beside him and looked at him

Moy I live 0 moment ? the gepernl
inauired "N 1 explain Zapp!l Aid

1= | not die
“ARY again Aud Fruncold sank
\n-lia-\mi on the stool, yet with stern
The

general lald the papers aside

[ mp—— —=

‘that 1 have believed In our old friend
ship. | have taken for granted a wel-
come for my boyv—I1 could not have
dore it with another man. The voy-
age to America and my stay thers
Iwill last, it may be a year. 1 have
brought Pieira to leave him with you
It vou will have him.”

This old offiesr of Napoleon had.

1 Eiélt] would
Pell him | And that makes me mors eager for

the morning afler

fitted Into out
Ui, the hig

how then.

life and becomea dear to

benutiful, silent lad, And
because of the death of the
Metro had under the
father, the selgneur,
he and 1 went awny together

marguls,
I'

come
lnrge ol Your

ind how

to (he military school, always more
anud more like brothers and—all the
rest I newd not recite those things
to you, vet 1 Hke to do I, My

thoughts, In that wild dangerous mo-

ment, seemed to go in detall through
all, f'rom the morning that the Mar-
quls Zappl arrived with his little son
it the chategu, through the ten vears
ol our Ltagether, 10 my t'(m|ii|r_
into Itnly as his secretnry—and from
that, by a rapld step, Lo this castle
prisoa,

The rest of the letter belon®s to a
Iater pog of the story That Httle
Pietra Zapp! should be led Into the
narrative by the hand of his clogest
friend wag the object for which the
letter  wi introduced, and., that ac
conplished the course of history
bendes buck W the guict Valley of
Delesmontes and the children growing
up under the shadows of the ecastle
towery

The general, sitting In his library

the arrival chron-

icled In the guoted letter, stared at
hig old {Feod Trom under his heavy
brows us If iryving vigorougly to con
vinee himself of his pregence.  The

after all his battles and killings, the

eimplicity and the heart of his own

hetle gmivlh  But he eleared his throat
burricdlv with a bravado of careless-
negs, qnd before the marquis could do
more than smile a2t him wistfully, he
went on |

“It 1s all settled; there was no need
of u word; Fietro is my son till you

and glad enough
long as I may.
Very manner
voung Francois Bean
pre, whom 1 wighed to adopt, but the
hiz parents,

fromi
him Tor as
lHen on a
wiready

him

L0 get

claim me
I am

I hive &

bow

good

not plyve up
nuother, They will play better to-
gother and work better together, and
they will be o good brace of brothers

for my Alixe"

“Your Alixe,” the marquie gpoke
reflectively, She 18 a charming per-
gon, that lttle woman of vours,”

“Alessandro, shall 1 tell you what
flaghed into my head before you and
Pietro had been here an hour?”

What then?

“1 saw the children—your boy and

my girl-together as I lilelong play-

mates over the big books in the win
dow-geat there, and It eame 1o me
that It would he n joy to crown one’s
e If-—=later on He stopped and
gazed inquiringly at the c¢alm blue
eves which met his

“You," the marguis nnswered qul
atly ‘1t wonld he that—the crown of
our friendship, If some day they might
love each other

CHAPTER VI,

For Always.

Clalre ligtened with serious calm
eves e her son told hiz story when
he came home on the day of the pew
arrival at the castle

“The great gentleman has come
who ouce saved our selgneur's lifel!™
ghe pepeated after Fruncois “And
the selgneur {8 glad, Of course he i#
glad, my Francols And you ought
to be glad, too, and grateful to that

entleman beeause of all the good
things our seiegneudr has done for you
wnd which would not have happened
uasuredly, i Monsieur the Morquis
Lhad not saved him You should do
evervihing that Is posaible for Mon
slenr the Muarquis to show your grati
tude

: Next morning the little brown fig.
| The Marquis Received It With Grave | = 00 oiuad through the besch
Courtesy. | wood was brightened oy a large amd
and 1, holding Coqg's bridle u;l.-.t-,.-.11-.t.sd howque! held 0 bis two hands
curlously, becnusge of the other chila |\‘ Ly il tup of Francols at the
lund we saw how the selgneur suds | Ubrary door, where ane heard men's
| denly began to shake ag i1, and then | volees talking, had brought the gen
loud command of "Entrez thae
tall man and threw his arws about |litle brown figure and the large bunch
him and held him, and sobhed aloud. jof foewers came In tegether aond the
That wis & strange thing o seq the | boy marched stralght to the stately
selgnear do, and | never forgot (t. And | lialian sSnappineg his heels together
to think that the child who stood | us his mother i taught him le
there. sy and unknown, wius Pletro! | made a stiff doop bow, and presented
It seems unreasonable that ever there | his nosegay. I'he marquis, a  littl
was & time when you and Metro and | astonished at th attupntion, recelved
I did not know one another well it with grase courtesy but without
“As 1 rode that day, with the Aus- jmuch cordiality, 1t seemed to hir
triang after me, 1 thought out the | rather an odd whim of Gourg
whole chaln of events; how Pletro had [ to have this poasant <hild about ps
come and had stayed while his father, jon® of his own family
Dut Franeols did vot know that; to

ilm all the world was kindly, with
different manners of kindliness. Tha
manter of the marquis was graver
than other people’s, perhaps—what
than? ‘The Kindliness was undoubted
ly there below the gravity. And it

wns this monsicur who had saved tha
life of the selgneur; that, after all,
was the whole matter, Francois wast
ed Httle time thinking of other people’s
ferling toward himsell, He was much
ton busy with a joyful wonder of his
own at the ever new
world, To the
noticed him, he
tute himself a

goodness of hia
marguis, who hardly
proceeded to conati
shadow At the first
sign of a service 1o be done he was
up and at it; always quicker, aiways
more intelligent than the footman,

‘You have thrown a charm over my
boy Francols, Alessandro,” the gen-
ernl said, well pleased,. And the mar-
quis answered thoughtfully:

“It is & boy out of the common, 1
believe, Caspard. Al first 1 thoughl
it a mistake that yvou should ralse a
child of nis c¢lasg to the plauce yon
huve given him, but 1 see that you
understand what vou are about. He
I8 worthy aof n good fuate.”

The day enme when, on the next
morning, the Marquis Zappl was due

to start on His long journey to Amer
g, Out on the lawn, Inh the shadow
of the boech trees he eat and watched
his son playing ball with litle Alixe.
Tlien he was aware of Francols stand-
ing before him. The boy held gome:
thing in his closed hand, and with that
e opened his and stretehed
it to the marquis. The marquis 1
Ingquiringly al the muotal,

“What Iz asked; he

fingers

yellow
this?" he

wus

“Yes, Monsieur, the Marquis, Always."

prepared now to be surprised by Lhis
boy about ones# in so often, so he sim-

ply suspended judgment at & thing
unexpected,
“It is for you, Monsieur the MAar-

quis.,” Francois smiled radiantly and
continued to  present the ten-frane
plece, “It is mmy own; the seigneur

gave it to me on my birthday, and my
father eaid it was to Lhe mine to do
with as 1 chose. 1 choose to give It
to you, Monsieur the Marquis. So
that yvou muy have plenty of money—I
know well what It Is not to have
enough money.”

The brown st was out=tretched, the
gold plece glitterlog in it and still
the marquls stared speechless, Never
in his lfe had any one presumed to
affer bim money, He looked up at the
face of the little peasant: It
with peace and good will: he put out
his hand and took the gold plece and
looked at it o Jong minute, and drew
a leather case from his pocket and
placed It within curefully, put
It nway.

“Thank vou, Francols," sald the mar-

x by
si0ne

and

gquis. And then he considered ngain
thae shining lttle face “Why have
vou done this, Francois?™ he asked.

“Why do you always—do so much lor

ine

“I'int  thing In Rusela, for my
selgneur When you saved the life
of my selgnpur.”

“Oh," sald the marguis and stared
down at the boy anxiously explalning

“1' have been afraid that 1 eould
never show you how 1 thanked you
for the life of my seigneur. Dut 1
will do more I will be a triend of

I'ietro He Is six
than 1;

months
teach hiiym how
lght and how
Aund 1
did
Pletro and
kindneas Lo
",|_| Kindness o
Yos,
l"]|“ﬂ|‘
And
his soul, arlinmed
The doy he went Ax they
tood, gathered in the big carved door
he told them all goodbs
boy and held him
As he sot him down he
carriage, but In o
back ns If by a
luid &
shoulder

VOUnger
to elimb
o take cure
boeciuuse of
Hecause, too, 1
bugides be

LY

I onn
nnd how 1«
of himsslf
thut
think

will,
thing vou
A H ol
cunse of youy
_\l"’.t.‘.
Moneteur the Murguis—Dbis
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