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SYNOPSIS,

Yranvals Deaupre, & peasant babe of
threy yeurs, after an amusing lucident in
which Moarshal Ney figurns, in made &
Chevaller of France by the Emperor Noa
poleson, who prophesisd that
might one day bs & mearshal of France
under another Honaparte At tho uge of
ten Francols visits Qeveral Baron Giea.
pard Gourgaud, who with  Allxe, his
woven-yuar-old dJdaughter, lives at the
Chatea, A soldler of the Emplre under
Nupolvair he fires the boy's Imuagination
with stories of his cwmnmpalgos. Tha buy
bovames & copyist w the general and
learnis of tha f‘ﬂmuul iy betwean the gen
ernl und Merquis Zoppl, who campalgned
with the general under Napoloot
wis Zappl and his son, Pletro, arrive at

the boy

the Chutsau, The genera] agrees Lo care
for the Marguls' son while the former
goon to Amerton. The Marquls asks Fran
vols to bo A fMend of hils son. The Imy
sulemnly promisea, Francols goss ta Lhe

Chateau to live, Marquis Zappl dies leay
Ing Pletro as & ward of the general
Allxe, Plutro and Francols meot o strange
boy who proves to be Prince Launin No
poleun. Francols saves his 118, The gy

eral Mucovers Francole loves Allzxe and
axtracts o promise from him thset h wll!

Kirl un il i'i- TI

ot Interfare hntwoen (he
? R OO

*rancols goes to Italy t
Hatro, Queen Hortense plarmg "n O} th-
of her son Louls Napoleon by dimguising
him and Marguisn Zappl as _her lackeys
Franoale tuken Muarqguls r’nmlu plare
who s 111, in the ssciape of Ho #g mni
Taoule, Dressed as Louln’ hru;(u w Fran
cols Mires the Aasteians from the hotel ale
fowing the prince and his mother to es:
capm FPruncols 1s 0 prisoner of the Aus
tAane for five years. in the castle owned
Hy Metro in Haly He discovers In bis
suard one of Pletra's old fumily nérvanin
and through him  sonds word to s
frirpde of his plight. Tiw weneral, Al
nnd Motro plans Franols” escagm Mran
culi recelves o note from Pletro oxplaln
fng in detnll how to sponpr from  hin
prison Allxo awalts him on horsehuck
nnd leads Bim to bWin fodends oo board
the American sullipg vessel, the "Lovely
Ay, Francols, as n guest of Harry
fmpton, on the “Lovely Lucy." sons to
Ameriea to muanage Plotro's  gstate  in
Virginin, Lucy Hampton falls In love
with Franciis Prince  Louls Nupoleon
I American becomens the goest o the
Hitmptons, whete he  medis Wranooin
Lucy Hampton roveals her love for Fran.
cols after the latter saves the 1ifs of
Yarry Hampton and & himsalf injured
fn the aftort. Francols tells Luey of hie
love for Allxe. s returns to Franee nndl
telle Allxe hie ome wish in Ufe s that she
sve Platro. Francoln joins the political
sotters. Mk health falis nnd he is forosd
# feturn o Amerion Lutor Napoleon
summons him to London 0 oakd him in
his plots to gain the French throne. Lucs
Hampton \weds her cousin Plotro pro-
poses to ‘Alixe and y necepted,  They

plan o lotter to l-:nmuhi tetiing him hln
winhi I1# granted, Franools on the night

bafisre the battls slinws (he prince o let

ter from Alixe. which le thinks is a
confesslon of her love for ilm |

CHAPTER XXX|-—Contirued.

Princo Loulg saw the dawning of

~consternation, Rapidly he considered.
Was it well to take awny & man's hap
piness and courage just before o fight?
He rememberad some words of Fran-
cols spoken three years bofore, words
whose dramatic bareness had struck
him. “When a knight of the old time
went into battle,” the young man had
snid, “he wore on his helmet the badge
of his lady, and the thought of her in
his henrt. A man fights hetter so."”
Veary well, This blind knight should
have his letter, with the meaning he
had read inte it, for his lady's badge,
and he whould fight tomorrow with the
thought of her in his heart. The let
ter suggested another meaning to so-
phistieated Louls Boonapirto, but there
fs,.n0 need to hasten the feet of un-
shappiness. The resonant French volee
spoke at last In an unused accent of
cordiality and the Prinee led, with
ungrudging graclousness,

“Mistaken, my Francois! Not at all.
The Hlttle blllet-doux breathes love for
you In each lipe—there I8 no question!
But, mon aml, you have not finished
your story.” Ho Irancols explained
nbhout the letter loft with Lucy Hamp-
ton and its premature sending. “That
bas reached her now-—she knows now
that I love her, she knows what has
really been my lifelong wish--ahe has
hurried thie” and his hand crushed

the note tenderly—"she has hurrled
this to me before the fght—that |
might know her love also—that |

might fight better for you, my Prinee
~-Louls—with that Joy Iu my heart"”

| Jura,

Prince Louls, his head thrown back,
Bis expressionloss eves watching m.-‘
rings of smoke which he puffed rrom
his mouth-—ring after ring, mounting
In dream-like procession to the low
celling, convlderad again. Somewhere
in the chain of events of this love
affair his keen practical sonse felt o
link that did not Nt—-u link forced into
connuetion. Vaguely he discerneod how
it was—something had happened to
the Virginlan letter—thers hud boen

confusion somewhere, To hlm the

our words of Alixe's postscript wore
final. “Pletro sends his love” A sub-
conscious reasonlog made him certain

that Pletro would not bave come iuto
such a letter If it had beon indesd o
loveletter, that the three Hues of
writing just before Lhe batile could
not have held another man’y uame, i
they bhad been written to the man
whom she loved Very dimly, very
suraly the Prince concluded these

things; and then he lowered his clgar,
and Wis gray dull eyes came down
fram the ovlliug and rosted, kindly on
the radlant face. “You nre right, my
friead. It was an exgulsite thought of
your lady-love to put this gther weap
ok, this bright sword of Lappiness into
your hand, to fight with tomovrow
Mon Diew we will reward her by send
fng her back & Marshal's baton by
you; » Marshal's baton (lomorrow
Francols! How would It sound, par
example, to say ‘Madome lo Mur
chalo'1”

The Hgbht from Francols'
ke & lamp.

“My Prince-—Sire—thore uro thres
things 1 have desired all my lifo, all
groat things, but of them that one
the baton of a Marshal--is the least
If | might win her love—I have sald;
M | might belp put you in Napoleon's

“yes wad

- T U

place and shout ‘Vive 'Empervur’ for
you on the throne of France; I I
might fulflll the Ewmperor's prophecy
and be not a ‘Marshal some day' any
longer but a Marshal of your smpire—
it |8 aeking much.of one lifetims, above
all for & man born A peasant, s It
not? Yet of those three wlshes one
wondarful fulfillment has come to me"
—he gripped his letter closer—"and
one, 1 belleve tomorrow brings. He
fore tomorrow night"--hig great eyes
were lifted toward the cailing of the
room, and In them wae the rapt look
of the ¢hlld of the farm-house In the
i look of a soer of vislons, a look
that caught at the Prince’s nerves, and
made him draw a breath gquickly
“Homething above myself tells me,”
Frauncols sald slowly, and the words
came with a languld power, as If his
personality were a medium, “that be-
fore tomorrow nlght the officers who
#land about you shall hall you Em
peror over the body of & man who lles
before you"

In the silence, the
could be heard ticking.
erad violently.

“"Ugh!" he sald, his teeth chattering.

Prince's watch
Francols shiv

"It gives me a ‘crise de nerfs,” that
trick of viglon-scelng. 1 do not lHke
it, and yet at times It selzes me. Why

should It coms to w man bappy as [
am-—u& man who has dared ask three
anormous wlshes of the good fairles;
who holds one of them in his hand'
he lifted the letter—"who sees another
In easy reach, and who,” he smiled
brilliantly, “who will be well content
without the third, my Prince, the first
two being his” He shivered again.
“Is the night raw? 1t is as if I were o
a grave, thia coldness,” he suld, look
ing about with a disturbed gaze, “yeot
my life s just beginning.”

The Prince rose and tossed his cigar
to the fdreplace. It Is simply that you

are tired, Francols,” he sald In the
trapguil  tones which no perll dls
turbed. “The nervea of us all are

etretehed and yours are the fAnest
strung. Go to bed, and at daylight you
will b warm enough, with the work
that awuits us, Sleep well—good
night, my friend.”

Later, In the darkness of his cham-
ber, Prince Louls Iny awake, his imag-
ination filled with the man whose dra-
matlc personality appealed to him as
fow had ever done, He thought of his
own lfe, according to his lights not a
bad 1ife, radically strong and radleally
gentle, vet complicuted, abnormal from
fts start, with many shadows and
many stuing; then of the crysdtal clear-
ness of this other's, with his three
wishes (n which he trusted ns slmply
as a child would trust to the fairles, A
smile almost tender stole acroes the
mask-llke foatures in the dark, "There
I8 no doubt but the girl will marry the
marquis,” he reflacted. “Yet 1 am
glad I left him his hope and his happl-
ness.” A vislon of Francols' beatified
look ross before him,

“A man fights better s0,”" the Prince
murmured aloud, and, his own sadness
forgotten In another man's joy, he fell
nsleep,

CHAPTER XXXII,
The Bugle-Call,

The gray dawn of a Sunday morning
began to brenk over the sleeping clty
of Boulognhe, yot earller than the dawn
anxlous nyou{ opened to watch, and
men's hearts beat fast to meet (L
Seattered In lodging-houses and bar-
racks Louls Napoleon's followers were
walting before daylight for the part
they had (o play, No man among them

was as qulet, as lttle nervous as the
Prince, yot his as well as overy gal-

"“Soldiers! The Honor of Beginning
a New Empire Shall Be Yours!"

lheart of
relief with s
when o trumpet from
boarracks, the burracks
artillery, Napoleon's
suddenly sounded

It was the signal,
the Prinee and his

lant Tuit
of
the
of
own

Lheam
bound

& throb of
excltement
Austerlita
the fourth
regiment,

and in & moment

ROt were moy-
Ing down the dark street toward
Colongl Vaudroy's quarters, toward

thiat ringlng note not yet died out from
the pulsing alr

The elty was tranquil when Prince
| Louis veachod thd barrack-gate, and
the soldlersblood In him rushed in &
tide when he saw gixty mounted artil-
lerymen posted at the entrauce, and

beyond, in the yard, statuedlke, war
like, sllont, the reglment forwmed in

* —

square, If the fourth artillery fol-
lowed its colonel, if the day went well,
this wae the core of hie army, Colonel
Vaudrey wae in the ecenter of the
square; the Prince marched gquletly
to him and as he came, with a sharp
simultaneous clatter that was the mu.
sle of Heaven to his ears, the whole
regiment presented arma.

In the glowing light the soldiers who
fronted toward him could wes that the
colorless face turned grayer, but that
wae all, and quickly Colonel Vaudrey
spoke to his men,

“Soldlers of the fourth artillery,” he
suld loudly, “a revolution begins to-
day under tha nephew of the Emperor
Napoleon, He 18 before you, and
comes to lend you. He has returned
to his land to give back the people

sfon, My soldlers,
answered for you. Shout then with
me ‘Long llve Napoleon!
the Emperor.'"”

The tarss

vour colonel has

goldierly words were
hardly finlshed when the regiment,
strongly Bonapartist alwayes, carried

off its fest now by the sight of the
Prince, by the honor of being the first
to whom he eame eaught up the ory
and the deep voleces sent It rolling
down the empty strests. Louls Hona
parte standing ercotl, motlonless, im-

might beat harder
break. He held np his hand,
idly, yet with lingering shouts of en-
thusinsm, the tumult guleted
“SoldMrs.” he sald, “1 have come to
you Mfirstk because between you and
me there are great memories, With
you the Emperor, my unele, served as
captain; with you he won glory at the
slege of Toulon; you opened the gates
of Grenoble to higy when he came
back from Hlba Soldierg, the honor

than his and not

yvourse;, vours ghall be the honor of sa-
Iuting frst the eagle of Austerlitz and
Wagrnm." He caught the
from an offiecer and held it high
i the gign of French glory; it
shone over every battlefield; It has
passed through every capitol of Eur-
ope.  Boldlers, rally to the eagle! |
trust It to you we will march today
ngninst the appressors, corving ‘Long
live France'"

One who has not heard a regiment
gone mad ean not know how it was
With deafening clatter and roar every |
sword was drawn and the shakos flew
aloft and again and again and agaln
the men's deep volees sent up In bro-
ken muagnificent chorus the great his. |
toric ery to which armlies had gone
into battle,

“Vive I'Empercur! Vive Napoleon!™
The souls of a thousand men were

“r

with n passion of consecrution to a
cause, and as {f the spell of the name
grew stronger with ita repetition they
shouted over and over, In tremendous
unison, over and over and over.
“Vive Napoleon! Vive 'Emperour!"
It was necessary at last [for the
quiet slender young man who was the
storm-cauter to raise his hand again,
and with a word, with the glimmer of
a smile to speak his gratitude—to stop
the storm. There was much to be
done. The fourth artillery was but
one of several reglments to be gained
if the victory were to be complete
('olonel Lombard was dispatched to a
printing ofMee with proclamations to
be struck off; Lieutenant Lalty hur
ried away to his battallon; a detach-
ment was sent (o hold the telegraph
office; the tumult once quieted, the
yard was a scene of efficient business,
for all this had been planned and each
officer knew his work. In a very tew
moments the officers of the third ar-
tillery who were with the Prince had
hastened to thelr quarters, another had
been gent to arouse the fortyv-sixth of
the line, at tha Place 4' Alton har.
racks, and shortly Prince Louls him-
self was on his way to the same place.
Through the streets of the city, no
longer empty, he passed with his offi.
¢y, and the people poured from their
houges, and Jolned and answered the
shouts of the soldiers.

“Vive 1'Empereur!” the soldlers
erled. “It is the nephew of Napoleon,”
und the citizens threw back, “Vive
I'Empercur! It is the son of the hon.
est king of Holland! It §s (he grand-
son of Josephine!"

They pressed so close about the
small figure In its Swiss uniform of a
colonol that for a moment he was sep
arated from his oMeers, and Colonel

Vaudrey, smiling for all his military
discipline, was forced to order hig
mounted artillerymen to elear the

road, Every moment an old soldier
broke out of the mass and embracoed
the eagle which Lisutensnt de Quer
elles carried
this emotion;: the soldlers’ eyes flash
ed with suecess; the Prince's heart
beat high for Joy to know that he had

ple. When the column passed the gen-
darmerie the guard turned out and
presented arms, shouting, “Long live
the Emperor!” So he went through
the streete of Boulogne, louls Napo
leon Bonaparte, elght long years be
fore he came to his own, and march-
od In triomph and acclamation to
fallure.

And clogse by his side, his look us
radinnt as the Prince's look was con-
talngd and fmpassive, marched always
Fraucols Beaupre, The hard-earned
military knowledge, the patient toil
of preparation had come Into play,
and In a hundred ways the man had
been useful. With no exact rank as
yot, but ready at any moment, eager
for the hardest task, never asking for
rest, quick-witted, resourceful, oMcers
as well as Prince had developed »
habit of turning to Beaupre for sery-
lce after service, And always they
were met with a glad econsent which

il

encournged them to ask more untll
the Prince sald:

| then was the route chosen

their rights, the army its greatness. | ramparts commanded
He trusts In your courage, your de-|
votfon to accompligh this glorious mis- |

Long live | O with him.

{ nuarters,

ghesive as always, wondered if a pulse |

and rap- |

of beginning a new emplire shall be |

standard |

has |

proudly high above all |
l slde
| troops

not misread the heart of army or peo- |

| approach from

| eventa they |
The Prince could not make & dramatic |
| entrance

. | reglment, but formll that he might win
on fire with memories and traditions, |
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If they were Lo be rescued, it ]

“It 1s the ocase of the willing horse;
I will not permit that my right-hand
man be worked to death—Iit must
etop.”

Today, however, Francois had a
definite duty of responsibility. While
the Prinee marched, gathering
strength at every yard, through the
town toward the Place 4" Alton at its
farther side, Colonel Couard of the
third artillery had gone to proclalm
the great news to his regiment and to
hold them ready. In oase of success
at the Place d' Alton, Beaupre was to
go biek and bring them to joln the
Prince. In case of fallure they were
to be his reserve. The Place 4' Alton
barracks Iny between town and ram-
parts, ta be reached from the town
side only by a varrow lane; but the
with a large
open #paco the yard where the sol
diers assembled. If the Prinee entered
from the town, elde, from the streot—
Fanhourg Plorre—only an escort could
If ha went by the ram-
| parta the whole enthusiastic fourth
artillery might bo at his back. This |

But an the Princee and the regiment

and the swinging
citizens made s
suddenly,

shouting mngs of
way ftoward the
late, the offi.

e - 1

Lo

“The Arsenall” the Man Gasped. :
saw  that ‘
someone in )
hig head, had

cers abont his Highnees
some one had blundered
the van o man had lost
forgotten, and the compact inelastic |
procegslon had been led toward Ilu-|
the Fanbourg !'In'-rrv.l
lane at the slde toward
It wag a serious mistake,
not of necessity fatal, and alb all
mus! make the best of it

the narrow
the oity
yet

at the head of a shouting
the forty-sixth.

He dld win the forty-sixth. Some-
thing had happened to the officer sent
to arouse them-—nnother slip In the
chaln—and instead of being drawn up
in the vard they were getting ready
for Sunday inspection, but they flock-
ed to the windows.at the nolse. they
rushed into the yard at the name of
Napoleon. An old sergeant of the
Imperial Guard ran forward and kiss-
ed Prince Lonis" hand, and the re-
served face lightened—he knew the
value of . hit of sentiment with
Frenchmen; he was not wrong! in a
moment the line regiment had caught
up the cries of "Vive I'Empereur?
raisad by the artillerymen, and the |
earller soene of the Austeriitz bar-
racks waa belng roepeated here, Princs
Louis, pale and composced In the cen
ter of the roar of volees, the seeth.
Ing sea of excitement, heard word
at his ear and turned

“Sire, it ix success. 1 go to bring ap
yvour Majesty's other regiment.” Fran-
cois sald., and the Prines answered
quletly

“Yos, It I8 success, Go. mon ami."”

In & moment the moessenger had
thrown himself on the horse of an ar
tilleryman and foreed a way through
the recolling mass, down the lane,
and out to the Faubourg Fierre. In
the frea street he galloped the horse.
through the windings that he had
learned with this moment in his mind.
The third was drawn up walting, and
a shout ke a elap of thunder greeted
his news.  Buoyant, proud, he took
hig place by the colonel at thelr head,
and gally the jorful march back be-
gan. The syn had come from behind
the clouds of early morning and shoneg
gloriously on glanting steel. on the
brilliant swinging line of the regl-
ment. Low branches of trees brushed
Fraocols' shoulder as he rode and the
touch thrilled him, for he knew by It
that this was and not drenm, |
and he, Fraoncols Beaupre, was lead- |
ing n regiment of France I-‘:-.nt:rr-'s‘
Fmuperor |

|
1

frile n

({1
Suddenly o man galloped from n

in front of the advanciug
#gtopy

sirest
he
word. [t

Inted. ealled a
o take

,l"'! 31
wiks not o dny hny-
thing for greanledd; Colonel
halted the regiment
"The “arsenal,”
“They have taken
glgny prigoner
Volrol s hin
tant It step from
third artillery could arrive
fore him—they wounld surrender
Monaleur de Persigny would be
Jeasad"'-—he stopped bremihless
The colonel turmed an inquiring look
on Fruncols As the Prince's
SONEEr, nA the matn whom he had seen I
closest to the Prince’s person, he de-
terred to him, and Francols realized |
that he must make, and make quickly,
a momentous declsion The arsenasl
was immense and lightly guarded. e
Persigny had been sent with a small
force to take it, for the smmunition
it held might at any moment be of
supreme importance It seemed that
the detachment which guarded it had

Counrd

the man giasped

|
|
Mousteur de Per- |
le |
he |

here

Monsienr
way, but

Genernl
g dis
The

b

(11}
i= n

there

s

MeER- |

been underrated, for it had made prig- | where, In this confusion,

and his
had alone

oners of De Persigny
and this alde-de-camp

men,
es-

caped.
the arsenal wag to be ghined for the
Pringe, this very moment must be
selzed.  General Veolrol. royilist, the
commandant at Boulogne, was on his
way with relonforcemoents  and  the
third might well hold the argenal
pgainst him but not gain it from him,
With his whole belpg concentrated
Francoie thought. The orders were
plaln to lead the third artillery to Join
the Prince on the ramparts. But there
are times in history when to obey or-
ders |= trepchery. Was not thls mo-
ment, heavy with the right or wrong
of his decigion, one of them? Waa it
not the part of a mind capable of
grentiess (o kow and grasp the flying
sgecand of opportunity? Would not the
Prince reproach him, If he stupidly let
this one chanee in a thousand go by,
for servile fear of disobeying orders?
He hpd left his Highness safe with
two regiments at his back; this other
could do nothing st the Place 4" Alton
barracks but swell Me ranks; here, by
a turn of u hand, they might win for
thi the very blood and bones
of succes®, a mighty argenal, and for
theanselves honor and gratitude from
thelr Emperor In  Francols’ mind
waz i tonch of innocent vanity that he
should have the power to render so
signal a service, vet no thought at all
for himsell or for the honor he might
guln lose;  wholeheartedly he
welghed the reasons why or why not

CRllse

It would be best for the Prince.

The aldede-camp’s volee broke in.
"My Colonel, | bog you, I Implore you,
save Monsfour de Perslgny. Tha
Prince loves him he will be very
angry If  hjg I= left helpless they
thresten to execute him—I  myself
| heard- | impore you, Monsicar e (ol-
onel, For the rest, it {8 indeed the
moment of fate to win the arsenal.’”

Francois' face lit with a fire of
decislon My Colonel, It I8 for the
Prince It would be hig will-—we must
not let slip the gift of destiny To

the argenal'”

And while orders rong out sharply
and the regiment wheeled Into sliding
Iineg that doubled and parted and
flowad pogether again in an elastie
stream toward the looming arsenal,
Francols, with a quiek word to De
Perslgny's alde-de-camp, wns writing
rapidiy hit of paper

"You will take this (o the Prince at
anee" he ordered, and the young offi-
cer saluted, for he, knaw, as most
of them did. this man's anomalous vet
#irong hold on Prince Louis

Francois rode again to the colonel's
gide, and he Md not doubt that he had
decided rightly

on a

CHAPTER XXXIII,

The Accolade at Last,
It 18 8 common tragedy that
being human,
a fquestion;
one light

men,
cannot sbe all sldes of
that a decigion right in
may bring disaster in an-
other. If events had stayed where he
left them, Prancols Beaupre and Col-
onel Couard and his regiment would
have won honor and eternal grati-
tude from Louls Bonuparte for the
guarter of an hour's work which made
the arsenal thelrs, Events, instead of
gtanding gtill, or going forward, took
an unexpected sinister turn, not long
after Francolg' going,

The happy Prince, smiling the shad-
owy smile which made his face win-
ning. staod in the center of triuvmphant
turmoll; hisg wew followers, the men
of the forty.sixth. erowded abont him
ehouting, cheering, Kissing his hands,
and the loval fourth artillerymen fras
ternized. embraced, congratulated the
men of the line regiment. The narrow
courtyurd was a hubbub of rapturous
excitement, and the Prince's officers—
Montholon, Vaudrey, Volein, Parquin.
D'Hunin, Querelles—thess and others
whose names Frenchmen knew, sur-
rounded the small figure which yet
had =0 much of royalty, and laughed
and chatted light-heartedly, In a few
moments. when Colonel Laity's engl-
neers und the third artillery should
have arrived the Prinee would have
five thousand men under his com-
mand. The great game wus practical-
Iy won-—I'rince Louis was all but Em-
peror

Suddenly, nbove the sea of sound, a
commotion was heard at the farther
end of the barrack yard. The colonel
of the forty-sixth Talandier,
had arrived, Very loyval to Louis Phil
Hpe, very angry at the geene before
him, he would not beliteve the news,
He called exeltedly, and the mwen's
voleer died down ag they saw him
gestioulating

‘Boldiera,™

Colonel

he cried vou are de-

eeived! This man for whom you are
shioutinge s an adventurer, an im-
postor'™’

In the shock of sillenco which fol-
| lowed his words, another volee rang
out, ¢lenr and indignaot, the volee of
n staff-oMeer whom they all knew

It i not the nephew of the Em:
peror! 1t is the nephew of Colonel
Vandrey I recognize him!" the oM.
eor orled In & strong staceato, and a
gasp Aas il jee-water had been scat
teredd  went throngh  the crowded
place

I'here 1= nothing more absurd In his-
wry than the Instant ¢fect of this
gquick-witied liv Only with a mer
curtul French mob, perhaps, could 1t
have suecovdod, but it sucoeeded here

with hopeless swiftness. It flew from
mouth mouth-—-they woere cheated,
tricked: the Emperor's nephew, their
Prince, had not come; this voung man
was i makebelleve, a substitute, the
nephew an offfeer; some of the
soldlers who bad shown mosgt enthus-
lusm almost lost thelr minds now In
rage

Colonel Talandier began to form his
meén: the Prince, composced us ever,
yer enrnest, swift, tried to rally his
but it was Imposgible to start any-
for line and
artillery had become mixed in an un-
manangeable mob. A word from clther

Loy

of

| silence

Prince or colonel and blood would
have flowed.
Yet the steadfast mind kept Ita

hope; he glanced every moment toward
the ramparts. The third must appear
there shortly; it could not be many
minutes. They would turn the tlle
One glimpse of that solid swingine
regiment and the day would be saved

and salvation was ceriain, The
third was coming, would be here any
gecond—Francois® falthfulness could
he trusted.

Slowly, with hils officers erowding
about him, he war driven townard the
barracks wall, and, In a flash, from
somewhere, n man was hefore him,
thrusting a bit of paper at him. With
o swift movement he had it opened
und read:

“Destiny throws arsenal Into our

hands. Have taken third artillery to
hold it. I walt to bring the news—n
jewel for,your crown. Vive I'Emper
eur! Beaupre."

Few men ever heard Louls Napo-
leon sob, yet the officers stood nbout
him nt that moment caught n sound
that wrung them. It meant the end,
and they knew {t. Passlonately he
crushed the paper and threw it into
the seothing masns,

“Fool! e has thrown away the em-
pire,” he hissed throfigh set teeth
“If 1 could run him through!"

Then, quickly, he was himself again
Serenely while the maddened soldiers
pressed on him, he turned and spoke
# quist word to his friends, and then,
seranely, too, with a gaze that was
half econtemptuous, half friendly, he
let himself be made prisoner.

Yet the fight was not all over even
now. On the ramparts, where the
Frince and his eolumn should have
bean, had gathered from the Faunhourg
Plerre & formidable crowd., who ad-
vanced angrily to his rescue, and pelt
ed the line reglment with stones, and
cried agaln and agiain, "Vive 'Emper-
eur!” Colonel Talandier had to reck-
on with a many-sided trouble. But the
heart of it was in his hands, and slow-
I¥ order and the old rule were coming
baelk.

The tumult of the struggle had
quieted, the wvolatile forty-sixth regl
ment, returned to its alleglance, stoon
formed In ranks, in appearance as firm
for the king as the everlasting hills,
and, at the end of the court was a
sad and silent, yet a stately group of
men, the Prince who had almost been
FEmperor and those who had watehed
slipping with his hope, thelr hopes of
grandeur,

Suddenly u horse's hoofd rang down
the lane from the Fauvhourg: a rider
clattored at gallop into the yard and
across the front of the soldiers, and
every one in the agitated company
saw that the man reeling in his sad-
dle was wounded. With blind gaze he

stared about as he relned in, and
then he caught sight of the sorry

group, the Prince and his officers. To
Francols Beaupre, clutching to this
world by one thread of duty, this was
the victorious Emperor and his tri-
umphant staff. With a choking shout,
he threw himself from the horse and
fell, too far, gone to stand, at the
Prince's feet,

“8Sire, 1 bring you the arsenal,” he
stammered painfully, loudly. In the
of the courtvard one heard
every werd. “Two wishes—good fair-
jes— " he gasped. And then, his mouth
twisting to a smile, “the third—is no
matter."”

Louls Bonaparte looked down at the
man whose dying face stared up at
him in a rapture of loyalty; whose life
had been consecrated to him; whose
death was for him; who had lost him
an empire. For a second a struggle
shook him, and then the large kind-
ness through which he came nearest
to greatness, overflowed, In the ca-

reer to come was no finer moment, no
Inspiration for Prince

higher Loula

“Sire! | Bring You the Arsenal.”

than this He bont close to Lthe
ing eyes

“Courage!"” he said clearly. “Cour-
age. mon ami Live for me and for
our country. Live, my brother Frun-
cols - Chevalier Heaupre, Marshal of
the Empire.” And the Prince’s sword
fiashed out and touched hils shoulder

The other world closing about him
Francols heard—they did not doubt It
who eaw the eyes Name as g fHrefly
flames out of darkness, nund when his
Wps stirred they knew that he wished
to cry once mors “Vive I'Empereur!*

Frenchmen all, shaken with the lv-
ing drama, the ruined men who stood
about & defeated Prinee eried {t tor
him—the old magic ory of the Bona-
partes. With kepis IWted, ag one man,
“Vive I'Empereur'” the deep volces
erled, halling a lost cause for a lost
INfe. But only the Prince knew that
a thought eame after; only he caught,
on the gasp which lat the soul out, a
girl’sa name He beut quickly again,
with an euger assurance, but It was
late. The asceolade of a bigher king
had touched hls servant, and the

Elaz-

knightly soul of Francols had risen
THE END,




