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CHAPTER XV—(Continued),

He let her go. He eat quiet a long
time. As she tumed in, still galloping,
at the high stone gateway of the
chateau, his eves came back again to
the little ghining buckle. It secmed the
only thing tangible In a dream universe
of rapture and agony. Over and over
bhe heard the words she had sald—words
which must mean—what? Had they
meant it? Had he possibly been mls-
taken? No—the utter happiness which
came with the memory of the soft hur-
rled voice must mean the truth—she
ciared for hilm, and then over and over
and over he sald, hulf aloud, through
his set teeth:

“T sald that I would give my hap-
piness for my selgneur's; I eald that I
would be a friend to Pletro; I will.”

CHAPTER XVL

THE MOTHER OF A PRINCE

The walls of the palace at Ancona
dropped to the sea; against them the
waves danced. Out on the blue water
Jay a fleet of fishing boats, and the
wind flapped torn salls, and the sun-
Hght glanced on battered hullg and 1it-
tered decks, The woman who sat by
an open window of the palace pushed
‘the black trailing of her gown from
her, as if the gomberness hurt her eyes;
.she lald her head agalnst the window-
frame and stared at the breeze-tossed
waves and the fishing flect,

“It may be our only hepe of escape—
those wretched boats” she said, half
aloud, and her blue eyes were full of
sudness, almost of hopelessness,

A sound caught her ear, and she
lifted her head quickly. The door into
the next room was partly open and
some one moved there, that was all
Bhe turnad, the lines of her filgure fall-
ing aguin into a melancholy pose,

"The doctor takes a long time,” she
spoke, and gazed out once more to the
waler,

There had been a spirited young girl
. 8 before who had romped in the

ena of Malmalson, who had led the
ughter which echoed through those
‘avenues of llme and plantain, whose
dweetnesny and vivacity had drawn the
figure of Napoleon himself into the
vortex of gladness which was her at-
mospheras. Always brightness seemaod
‘to follow her through the enchantment |
‘of the place; alwaya she seemad to|
‘move In gaiety, Today, on a March|
morning of 1830, this was she—FHor-
tense,

The daughter of Prance she had heen,
the queen of Holland, and now for
mﬂ an exile, Here, {11, a fugitive, in

nephew's palace at Ancona, with
tthe Austrlans at the gate of the city,
‘she walted In anxiety almost more in-
‘tenge than she could bear the word of
the doector as to her son., Flve days
"before, at Forll, her older boy had died,
-and her soré heart stirred with a slek-
~ening throb as she thought of thig other
—Loyls—now her only child, lying in
"the room beyond In a high fever, 11l
“with the disease with which his brother
“had fallen, A woman's soul might well
"be overcrowded with such sorrow and
such fear, byt there was more. Her
‘two boys had thrown in thelr lot shortly
'before with the Itallan revolutionists,
«wand had fought, and had distinguished
themselves. And now that the revolu-
tion of the Romagna was a fallure, that
the Austrian army was advancing vic-
torlously, now that death had taken
the older to safety, the vounger--Louls
~—the Invalid lad in the room beyond,
wis In imminent danger. He was ex-
cepted from the general amnesty; the
patural ways of escape were closed, for
the authorities of Tuscany and of
Bwitzerland had let her know that the
prince would not be permitted In those
territories. From Rome two of her
son’s uncles, Cardinal Fesch and King
Jerome, had sent word that If were
taken by the Austrians he waam lost,
And at the moment when Hortense had
«decided to carry her boy off to Turkey
‘by way of Corfu, an Austrian fleet ap-
rpeared in the Adriatie,

But the spirit and the wit of the girl
of Malmaison were strong in the wom-
an who must save her son. Wherever
whe went she made new friends, so
winning was her personality: wherever
.she went she found old friends who had
not forgotten her. There had been a
young English earl in the Malmaison
days who had lost his steady heart

4o the plquant fascination of the
Princess Hortense as she laughed
at him from the side of Jose-

hine. He had gone away saddened,

t had never quite forgotten his
French sweetheart. At Florences, a
mmonth before, he had appeared, and to
his Influence she owed a British pass-
port made out for an English lady trav-
aling with two sons. No one would
suspect that she would dare take the
route described In it—through Paris to
England—but Hortense dared much al-
ways, and everything for her children.
‘Bhe had set out from Florence to find
them, to draw them from the doomed
army of Ingurgents; to save them from
the Austrians. When she found them,
Napoleon. the elder, was dead and
Lewis was coming down with his
Brother's malady. But the boy kept up
for his mother's sake, and the two,
fresh from their loss, had pressed hur-
riedly to Ancona, for there was not a
moment to spare. 8o {1l herself that
she could not stand alone, she mude all
the arrangements for their escape;
English liveries, a bed in the caleche,
all were arranged; even the tragedy of
flling the place of the lost boy was nc-
<complished—as It must be, for her
passport read for an English woman
with two sons. The young Marquis
Zappl, bearer of dispatches from the
revolutionista to Paris, gladly agreed
to travel with them, Suddenly Louls
oollapsed. He had been dangerously
i1l for days, but had borne up pluckily,
hiding every sign so that he might help
iz mother. The collapse had been the
day before, and the doctor had prom-
fsed that 24 hours' rest would give him
strength to risk the journey so neces-
sary to him.

In such a critical state were the af-
fairs of the black-gowned woman who
gazed from the palace windows to the
sea. The doctor was with her son. The
boy’s condition seemed to her no better,
but worse than the day before: she
walted an official verdict. The door
@pened and she Idbked up as a tall
man came in.

“Doctor” she stammered and stopped
=—sahe foared to ask.

“Your majesty." the old man sald

vely, “lI grieve to be the bearer of
news."

“He is worse, doctor?” The words
<ame with a gasp: she felt that she
oould not face more trouble.

“Yes, your , the fever has In-
<reased since yesterday. With his youth
and strength we may hope—If he is

1

carefully nursed—but to him
would be madness.”

Queen Hortense struck her hands to-
gether. “What can I do? What can I
do?" she demanded, and the doctor
stood gravely regarding her, helpless,
with all his devotion to the house of
Bonaparte, to suggest a way out. “If
he stays he will will be taken—they will
execute him, If he goes he will die on
the way,"” she cried In an agony of in-
declslon.  “Doctor, tell me, think for
me—how can 1 save him?”

And the doctor stood sllent, suffer-
ing with the Impotent desire to help
her. *“If—if only the Austrians might
think that the prince was gone,” he
atammered, and hated himself for the
futiliity of the words. But the queen
stood with a hand half lifted, arrested,
Her blue eyes were alive with the cross-
Ing and weaving of swift ideas and then
with a catch of her breath she laughed
aut him like a pleased child. “Doctor,
you are a very clever man,” she sakd.
“"Together wa are golng to save the
prince."

The vivacity of the schoolglrl of
Madame de Campan flashed for a mo-
ment into lier manner, waermed to sud-
den Iife by the joy of hope. The doc-
tor walted, enchanted, bewlldered, to |
henr his cleverness explained, but Hor-
tense did always the unexpected thing,
She shook her finger at him.

“I'm not golng to tell you,” she sald,
“At least not till I have to—not till to-
morrow at all events. But all today,
as you visit your patlents you may
think that you are saving the prince
from his enemies—and tomorrow you
may know how, Goodbye, doctor,” and,
puzzled and pleased, the physlclan was
sune,

“Send Fritz to me,” the queen or-
dered, and a moment later the young
man who was for years the confiden-
tinl servant of Hortense, who knew
maore of the history of her middle vears,
poerhaps, than any other, stood before
her . “I'ritz, when does a packet sall
for Corfu?’ she demanded.
Fritz Rickenbach consldered
business to know everything.
your majesty,”
ingly,

“You will see that the luggage of
Prince Louls ls on board, and that a
carriage is ready to take him there,”
she ordered.

“But yes, your majesty.” Fritz still
stood regarding her serlously. "It is a
Ereat happiness to me, your majesty,
that his highness is well enough to
travel."

F'ritz knew perfectly that there was
a compllcation somewhere, and he
wanted to know what it was. His cu-
riosity was patent, but his deep Inter-
est in the affalrs of his people could
not ba an Impertinence, and the queen
smiled at him,

“You shall know about it, Fritz,” she
sald. “The Austrians are coming. The
prince can not be moved. If they take
him it means death, They must be-
lleve that he is gone, and it is for
you and me to make them believe
it, Pritz, You must get a pass-
port signed by all of the authoritles—
that 'is ensy today. you must engage
his place In the packet for tonlght; you
must tell the servants—tell every one—
that the prince goes to Corfu, and you
must see that the proper luggnge I8 on
board, It will be known that I stay,
but they will not molest an ill woman.
Do you underatand the plan, Fritz?"
“But ves, your majesty,” Fritz an-
swered with his face alight.

And so the packet sailed for Corfu,
and all day before sailing the servants
of Hortense moved busily between the
palace and the boat, carrying luggage
and making arrangements. And only
one or two knew the seeret that Prince
Louis Bonaparte had not sailed in the
packet, but lay tossing with fever in
a little room beyvond his mother's, car-
ried there for greater privacy by Fritz
and the doctor,

Two days later, as the queen sat
quietly by her boy's bedside, she heard
that the vanguard of the Austrians had
entered the city, and almost at once
Fritz came to tell her that the palaca
in which she was staying had been
chosen for the residence of the general
commanding. The probability of this
had not entered her mind: it seemed
the last straw, The Austrian officer
demanded the queen’s own chamber
for his chief, but when the steward's
wife told him the name of the lady who
was in the rooms which had not been
glven up, he bowed deeply and sald
not a word. It was another of that
hrotherhood  seattered over Europe—
the friends of Hortense: it was an of-
ficer who had protected her years be-
fore at Dijon.
So for a week they lived slde by
side with their enemies and only a few
feet lay between the prince and cap-
ture, for his room was next that of
the Austrian general, with but a double
door between. It was a life of momen-
tary anxlety, for the queen feared each

move

it his
“Tonight,
he answered unhesitat-

recognize a man's voice; when he
coughed she turned white. Rut at the
cnd of the week Louis was at last well
enough to go. He was to leave Ancona
disguised as one of his mother's lackeys
the young Marquis Zappi was to put on
another livery, and over the frontier
they were both to change and be the
sons of Hortense traveling on the Eng-
lishman's passport.

CHAPTER XVII
THE RUSE

The day bhefore the escape, as the
prince, weak and il yet, lay In bed,
word was brought that a messenger of
the marquis wished to see the gueen,

“Let me see him too, my mother,"
the silent, grave, yYoung man begged.
“It may be that I can help vou. 1
wish to help.™

In a moment Fritz introduced a slight
alert person whose delicate face was
made remarkable by a palr of oyes
large and brilllant apd full of visionary
shadows, vet alive with fire. One saw
first those uncommon eyes and then
the man. 1f they had not beery entirely
concerned with his message they might
!m\-o remarked that he trembled as he
looked at the prince’'s face: that his
volee shook as he answered the queen's
question,

“I have the unhappiness, vour mai-
esty, to bring vou bad news,” he said
speaking to her, but still gazing eager-
ly at the prince, “The Marquis Zappl,
my emplover, is ill. He was taken sud-
denly last night, and today Is much
Wworse, and there is no echance that he
:{::‘1 _.Lt:t\'ei with your majesty tomor-

The queen threw out her hands with
4 gesture of hopelessness, “What can
we do?" she exclaimed.

“uerable obhatacle?
hoy? T might have known that

thing seemed too bright
3

]Ftn-‘) good to be true. TYet It Is not pos-
gible that after all they should"—she
looked at her son; her courage came
springlng back “They shall not take
you," and her eyes flashed defiance at
& world of enemies, and she went over
and threw her arm abeut his neck.
“Louls, don't let yourself be excited,
dearest. They shaii uol take Fou. I
can save you,'

It was as If she put a spur to her
brain; there was a moment's sllence
and the two lads watched her brows
Adrawing together under the concentra-
tion of her brain.

“Of course,” she sald suddenly, and
laughed—a spontancous laughted which
seemed to flood her with youthfulness,
8he turned her blue glance swiftly on
the newcomer, the slender boy with
the luminous eyes., "You are in the

employ of the Marquis Zapp!, Mon-
gleur®"
“But yes, your majesty. I am the

secretary of Monsleur le Marquis.” She
paused a second, seemed to take stock
of the young man, of his looks, his
bearing, his accent.

“You are French. Have you a sym-
pathy with the family of my sen, with
the Bonapartes?"

It was as If a door had been opened
Into a'furnace, 5o the eyes blazed.
“Your majesty, I would give my life
for his highness,” he sald quietly. The
Impasstve face of the wyoung princa
turned toward the speaker, and the
half-shut heavy glance, which had the
Napoleonle gift of holding a picture,
rested on him attentively. Louis Bon-
aparte geemed to remember something.

“What ig your name, mensieur?” he
asked, and It might have been neticed
that his head lifted a little from the
pillow as he waited for the answer.

“Francois Beaupre, Sire.” The young
man seemed to be eut of breath. “Sire!”
Louls Napoleon repeated. And then, “T
have seen you befere. Where was it?
Not in Rome—net in Switzerland—ah!"
His hand flew out, and with that Fran-
cols was on his knee by the bedside,
and had klssed the outstretched thin
fingers, and the prince’s other hand was
on hls shoulder fraternally.

“The old chateau of Vieques—my
playfellow, Francels. I told yvou then
I was golng to remember, didn't 17"
Louis Napoleon demanded, laughing
boylshly. “Mother, he saved my life
from the falling wall. Do you remem-
ber the story of my run-away trip?”’
And Hortense, smiling, delighted to see
her sad-faced boy so pleased and exhil-
arated, did remember, and was gracious
and grateful to the young Frenchman.
“It Is a good omen to have you comse
to us today,” she said with all the
dazzling charm which she knew how to
throw Into a sentence. And then, eager
with the headlong zest of a hunter for
the game, she caught the thread which
wove Into the patterns of her schem-
Ing. *“You would risk something to
save him, would you net? You will
take the place of the marquis and
travel with us, tomorrow, and help me
carry away the prince to safety?”
The dark young face was pale. “'Your
maljesty, it I1s a happiness I had not
dared to hope for yvet."

“Yet?" the prince demanded lacon-
leally. He saved words always, thls
lad, but he always said his thought.
The other boy's face turned to him,
and he answered very simply, “But yes,
your highness. I have knewn always
that I should have a part in your high-
ness' fate,

Louis Napoleon, in spite of practical
hard-working qualities, a sentimental-
iat, a dreamer, above all & man dom-
inated by a destiny, felt a quick ahrill.
Unknown forces were working
throughout Europe to place him one
day on his uncle's throne; such was
the profound belief of his life. Might
not this man's words, electrical with
sincerity, point to his existence as one
of those forces? It was as if he had

| come suddenly on deep water trickling

underground through a dry country. He
plunged his hand into the spring,
“Tell me,” he ordered:

But the queen saw only the vagaries
of irresponsible boys In this spasmodic
conversation; it was Important to ar-
range matters; she brushed aside the
short vague sentences, and the prince,
a flicker of a smile on his grave face,
was silent.

In the gray dawn of the next morn-
ing there was a slight stir through the
palace, and out between the lines of
drowsy Austrian sentinels passed a
precession of whose true character they
were far from aware, else hlatory had
changed. The guard watched the de-
parture; the sick lady—Hortense—late
queen of Holland, as they all knew
more or less clearly, drove away slow-
Iy In her travellng caleche, and on the
box was a young man in the livery of
a groom whom no one of the half-
awake soldiers knew for Prince Louis
Napoleon; in the middle of the mecond
carriage sat another youth of fwo or
three years younger, who was, the
queen's servants had been told, the
Marquis Zappl. Their passports were
examined and they went through the
gates of the city without awakening the
least susplicion. But Hortense, as she
lay back in the caleche, felt her heart
batter against its covering se that each
breath was pain; her mouth seemed
parched; when she tried to speak the
words would not come, or came In
gusps: It seemed an agonizing cen-
tury before the city gates were passed
And all the while the sick boy, 8o care-
fully guarded from a cold breath of
air for days back, sat outside in a chilly
drizzle, and his mother's anxiety was
of yet another sort as she felt the
dampness blow in upon her own shelter.
She drew a sob of relief as they gained
the flelds—yet their dangers were only
begun. All over tMe country which

time the invalid spoke that they might | they were about to cover they were

known, the dethroned queen and her
two sons, and Louis Napoleon's immo-
bile young face was of an individuality
not to be forgotten.

Not once In all their dramatic serles
| of escapes and disguises were Hortense
and her sonsg betrayed, but they had to
fear the Indiscretion of their friends
more than the malignity of their ene-
mies, and this part of Italy was full of
| friends high and low,
| Over and over again they were
recognized, but mother and son
learned to trust the untiring watch-
fulness of the ready resources of
| the Marquis Zappi's understudy, the
| young Frenchman who had so fortu-
nately and easily fitted into the empty
place on thelr program. The great dark
| eves, smoldering with unspoken loyal-
| ty, were alwavs watching the prince,
| and he saved the invalid's strength and
'softened the hardships of travel iIn
| countless ways: no chance seemed to
| pscape him. Louls Napoleon, living an
|intense life under a cold and reserved
| exterion, responding as to an electric
| wire, to every thread of Incident which
seemed a possible fiber im the fabrlc
weaving, he believed, for him—the fab-
ric of his imperial power—Louis Na-
poleon lost none of the young man's
| devotion, There was little conversation
| between them, for the slck boy, often
| In great pain, had no strength to spare
from the exciting and strenuous days,
! where adventure and escape succeeded
| adventure and escape, where each step
!meant danger, and each turn of the
| road anxiety, But hla heart was touched
| with a gratitude which his impassive
!face was far from showing: he would
,rememhber his old playmate, Francols
| Beaupre,

At length It was time for Prince
Louls and the sham marquls to drop

“Am I to plan their liveries and travel as the sons of
and plan and have alwavs an uncon-|the English woman for whom their
Can I not save my | passport was made out. The clothea,
every- | which Beaupre was to wear, had be-
this mornlng,l'lul‘lxed to the young man dead at Forli jbantam of & Frenchman?

—-Louls Bonaparte's brother—and as he
presented himself dressed In them, he
saw the painful flush which crept up-
on the prince's face,

“Your highness, I am sorry,” -he
stammered. “It is grief to me.” And
then he threw himself Impulsively on
his knees by the side of Louis' chalr.
"My prince, I wear thein with rever-
ence,” he sald, and then, hesitating, he
added. *“Perhaps I would seem less
unworthy if your highness knew that,
mere secretary as I am, I am yet more,
I am noble. It isnot simple Francois
Beaupre whom you honor, but, & man
created chevalier by the sword of the
emperor.”

The dull eyes of the prince shot a
glance between drooping lids. “What is
it you mean, monsleur?” he demanded.
But at the moment the queen entered
the room, and the lads sprang te their
feet. Her eyes caught the picture of
the young Frenchman in his new dress
at once; they opened wide and then
filled with tears.

“Louls. Louis!” she cried, and lald
her hand on his arm. “He looks like
him; he looks Hke Napoleon!"

And the brother, considering, saw
there was a certain likeness, in the
alert figure and the dark pale face,
From that on Hortense wished Fran-
cols with her as much as possible, and
a8 he was suppesed to be her son it
was natural that he should be. There
was a rushing anxieus day or two, a
frontier passed In the middle of the
nlght where trouble with a sleepy com-
misgioner almost brought disaster upon
them; there was a city to be gone
threugh In broad daylight, which was
filled with traveling English, any one
of whom might know the queen: there
was a foolish, enthusiastic, young of-
ficer who neisily greeted the prince at
anether post; there were hairbreadth
escapes everywhere. At length, one
night, in the valley of Chiana, they
came to a quiet little village where, so
near were they to safety, it seemed
prudent to take a night's rest, Afier
this new luxury the party, refreshed
and encouraged, breakfasted together
the next merning.

A deferential knock sounded at the
door of the breaifast room. Francois
sprang to it, and the landlord stood in
the opening, bowing elaborately—a sol-
dl(.-‘rly old man with thick, grizzled halir.

A thousand pardons for disturbing
miladi and the messieurs,” and miladi
smiled forgiveness. “Might an old sol-
dier of the emperor dare to say that one
could not help knowing the emperor's
kinsmen?” He bowed again to both
boys alike, and again Hortense smiled
at him. It was comferting to know
that the two seemed brothers to the
world in gemeral, and she was 80 used
to recognition and loyalty now that
f‘hqy appeared to belong together,
Might an old soldler of the emperor
dare to show miladl—her majesty—
and the highnesses, the sword which
the emperor himself had touched, the
sword which he, Jean Gredin, an old
culrassler of the guard, had earrled in
four battles? There was a little story
of the sword. a story also of the won-
derful good of the emperor, which mj-
if\fé—t(l)u:r Ra?jeit}'—pemltt!ng. he would

ell to her, -
il as also to the high
And, her majesty permitting, and
boys pleased and !nterestad&the 21‘3
cavalryman brought the sword and
drew it from its sheath and gave it
to each of them to handle, and called
on them to remark how it was as keen
and bright as {t had ever been at Ulm
or Austerlitz. He cleared his throat
strongly, for the tale, ¥
*“Miladi—her majesty — "
the old soldier began. --u"i'-EL""c’.ﬁg'a
day twe years after the great battle of
Auseterlitz, The country, ag her ma-
Jesty and the highnesses will remem-
ber, was in a most dangerous condition
Desperate bands—" Why was it the
landlord stopped?
The party, caught by the fervor of
his manner, stared at him, annoved as
the tale of the emperor, promls'!ng 80
well, halted at its beginning. The man
stood as If drawn to his tiptoes, every
muscle tense, his heaqd turned toward
the doorway, listening,
And suddenly they were aware of a
stir, a growing noise; there were gal-
loping horses; there was a Jingle of

bharness, and volces coming nearer
With a step backward the landlord
flashed a glance from under bushy

brows down the corridor, through the
open door at the end, which gave on
the court of the inn,

“Mon Dieu!” He faced the three,
standing startled. He spoke fast and
low. “Madame, it is a squad of Aus-
trian soldiers; they are upon us, What
can we do?" He hesitated only a sec-
ond. “Bleu-bleu—my horse—saddled
under the tree yonder—if one of the
princess—if the prince—" He glanced
uncertalnly from one lad to the other.
But the game was out of his hands.
Quicker hands than his had caught the
play. Francois Beaupre, the saber of
the old cavalryman gleaming in his
Erasp, sprang to the doorway. He
swung about, his great eyes radiating
earnestness,

“It is monsieur there who is the
prince,” he explained rapldly to the
landlord. “Hide him, take care of him
—I will draw them away. When they
are gone, see that the prince and the
queen escape. That is for you; you
are responsible."

There was the rush of a flying figure
down the hallway, and out Francois
flashed across a broken line of a dozen
disrnounted riders, straight toward the
landlord's horse held by a groom under
the trees. There was a shock of
startled silence as the impetuous ap-
parition, saber gleamling at wrist, shot
across the court. Then there was a
hubbub of voices, and a mass of uni-
formed figures fell toward him as he
threw himself on the horse. A soldier
caught a the bridle. The naked sword
twinkled and the man was under Bleu-
bleu's feet. For a second there was
a vortex of men and a frantic horse,
and riding the storm a buoyant figure
of fury, flashing a blade, with infinite
swiftness, this way and that, Then
horse and lad shot out from the living
canvag, streaked the background of
trees a second and were gone, and the
Austrian troopers scrambled into their
saddles to follow,

Through sun-spotted, breeze-tossed
woods tore the chase; across a road
and over a low fence, and still Fran-
cols led, but the heavy horses gained.
It was a hopeless hunt, for the land-
lord’s mount was no match for the big
cavalry horses, yet the rider's light
weight and clever horsemanship count-
ed, and it was fully four miles from
the Inn when Bleu-blen stumbled and
fell at a ditch, and Francois pitched
over his head. HIs lead was short by
now, and they were on him in a mo-
ment, in a mauss; he was seized by a
dozen burly Aastrians,

The leader took a sharp look at him
as he stood panting, staring defiantly.

“What Is this?" the Austrian de-
manded sternly, and wheeled to a
trooper in a bunch. “Friedrich, thou
knowest the cub of the Bonapartes. Is
this lad he?"

And Friedrich lunged forward., gasp-
ing, for he had run his horse hard,
and shook his head. *“No, my captain,
I have never seen this one.”

The boy looked from one to another
of the thredtening group, smiling, com-
posed In spite of his quick breathing.
The captaln took a step close to him
and shook his fist in his face.

“You have fooled us, you young
game-cock, have you? But wait. Do
you know what we will do to you, you
Do you

know how we will treat you for this, we
Austrians 7"

Color deepened in his cheeks, and
Francois drew up hls filgure magnifi-
cently. His face was radiant; he
gloried in the theatrical beauty of the
gituation; for the rest, he was, as the
villagers af Vicques had said long ago,
born without fear.

“You may do what wyou Illke, mes-
sleurs,” he saidq gaily. “It s for you;
my part is done. The prince is safe”

CEAPTER XVIII,

AFTER FIVE YEARS.

The window of the cell was small,
but 18 was low enough so that a man
standing could see from it the vast sky
and the sea-line six miles away, and,
by leaning close to the bars, the hlill
that sloped down Into wooded country;
beyond that the sand of the shore. The
Jajler stood close by the little window
In the stormy sunset for a better light
as he dropped the medicine.

“One—two,”” he counted the drops
carefuly up to nine, and then glanced
at the prisoner on his cot in the corner,
who tossed, and talked rapidly, dis-
Joinedly. *It iIs high time that the doc-
tor saw him,” the jailer spoke, half
aloud. “If the governor had been here
this would not have been allowed to
run on. I am glad the governor |is
coming back."

With that the prisoner threw off the
cover from his shoulders and sat up
suddeniv, with wild bright eyes staring
at the jailer.

“Pletro!” he called in astonishment,
“Why, my dear old Pietro!" and flung
out hls hands eagerly toward the man,
and would have sprung from the bed to
him.

But the jaller was at his side and
held him down, yvet gently. “Be quiet,
Signor,” he sald respectfully, *“It is
only old Battista; you will see if vou
look. Only Battista, who has taken
care of you these five years.”

The brilliant dark eyes stared at him
hungrily; then with a sight the light
went out of them and the head fell on
the piliow.

“Ah, Battista,” he said, “my
Battista.” A smile full of
charm made the worn face bright. He
spoke slowly. *I thought It was my
friend—my best friend,” he expiained
gently.”

“Will the signer take the doctor's
medicine?” Battista asked then, not
mutch noticing the words, for the sick
man was clearlv light-headed, vet with
a certain pleasant throb of memory
which always moved within him at the
name of Pietro, It happened that the
name stood for some one dear to the
jaller also. The signor took the medi-
cine at once, like a good child.

“Will it make me better, do vou think
Battista?” he asked earnestly.

“But ves, Signor; the doctor Is
clever.”

“I want to be better; I must get well,
for I have work to do as soon as I
come out of prison.'

good
subtle

“Surely, Signor. That will be soon
now, I think, for it is five yers; they
will let you go soon, I believe,” Bat-

tista led kindly.
(Continued next week.)

?+Hmmﬁf%+++m+:
+ IF CHILDHOOD WOULD LAST. +
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From the Boston Transcript.

A child came skipping, dancing by my
window on her way to schaol. The scent
of the lllacs was in the air and with it all
the Invitation and allurement of the spring
that makes the heart long for a hollday.
What would not the man of buslness give
If he could skip and dance llke that on his
way to work, care free and happy with
the galety of the morning hour. The bod-
Ily lightness belongs, of course, to youth:
is thers no hope of a contlnued youth of
soul that would make our golng from task
to task as happy as the child's dance from
home to school?

We cannot, we would not wish to be free
from work or the thoughtfulness of man-
hood. We find a deep source of a differ-
ent kind of happiness In ti:= tasks and re-
sponstbilities which come upon us. There
is iittle real joy for the ldle man, who is
foreed to invent his own occupations. But
can we not learn or recover the child's
secret of the happlness between, the joy
of the moment, unclouded b{'l memories
of suffering and undaunted by fears of
what Is next to come?

Childhood itself, indeed, is a time ba-
tween, a gleam of not unbroken sunlight
between the mystery of darkness out of
which we come and the assuming of bur-
dens which we must bear our whole life
long. Childhood has its interruptions of
trouble that are hard to bear and Its
morning sunlight changes by slow degrees
into the glaring noon. But while its lasts
it is dancing time for the soul. Troubles
are soon forgotten. The world affords
toys enough for play of the hands and the
imagination.

The sight of children In the poorest city
quarters taking their toll of pleasure from
the reluctant streets and dusty lots tells
us what springs of happiness live in the
human soul and overflow to make a green
placé In the dustiest corners of the earth.
This happinesa of childhood is not the gift
of clrcumstances, 1t I1s the gift of God.

Why should we not, in vlew of our im-
mortality, learn to regard our whole life
here on earth as akin to childhood—a
bridge between two stages of existence,
getting its quallty and worth from that te
which It leads and leaving room for hap-
piness between its trials and perplexities?

Debt.
. From Life.
Debt is the one thing which goes
contrary to the laws of nature, be-

cause you can contract and expand it
at the same time. Nothing exceeds like
debt.

Everyvone {8 always in debt to some-
one else. Every debtor is a creditor,
every creditor i8 a debtor. There be-
ing no clearing house of humanity, ;ha
thing goes on from day to day getting
more complicated,

When vou borrow money from a man
who Is willing to lend it to you, you
are his creditor to the extent that you
have favored him with an opportun-
ity.

Everybody starts by owing the gov-
ernment his part of the interest on the
national debt. As this is increasing
al]l the time, the fatal habit some peo-
pla have of putting off the day of thelr
birth counts agalnst them.

It is declared to be immoral for poor
people to borrow money. Rich people,
who have inherited money which really
floesn't belong to them, can, howeven
borrow all the money they can get, a
practice considered highly proper.

Debt 14 a poor sleeping companion.
He won't stay hitched. If you put him
off in a room by himself and draw
down the blinds, he always breaks
loose and interrupts you just when you
are beginning to enjoy yourself. If you
fail to pay his board and lodging, he
grows larger and eats more. And what
a witless companion he |s!

The Parent Chautauqua.

In this annlversary year of the Chau-
tauqua movement It will be recalled that
Blshop Vincent anid the late Lewia Miller,
of Akron, Ohlo, begian their notable and
far-reaching work solely as a rellglous
gathering under the giant trees near the
northern end of Lake Chautauqua, N. Y,
Born in the days of t!¥%: camp meeting, it
represented an innovatlon, It was unde-
nominational, or, as Mr, Miller llked to
atate it, “‘all-denominational.”” Later a
course in systematle study of the bible
was inaugurated. Then came courses {n
arts and crafts, domestle sclence, and the
{ntroduction of programs of musle and
different phases of entertalnment. and ere
long the original chautaugqua became =
city of streets, buskiess blocks, schools
| and churches, its area oompr!a‘.rH about
800 acres and its activities annually wit-
lnsnﬁd by 0,000 people.

-._.....-_-.—

$ Soups

Soup making is an art. Why trouble
with souj recipes when the best chefe
in the country are at your service? A
few cans of Libby’s Soup on your pantry
shelf assures you of the correct flavon,
ready in a few minutes. There are
Tomato, Vegetable, Chicken, Oxtail, Cone
samme, Mock Turtle and other kinds,

Your grocer has them.

Libby, MeNeill & Libby [ -

placed anywhers, ab=
tracts and kills all
flies, Neat, cloan, on
i Damental, convenien
cheap. Lasts al
=W sosson., Made of
metal, can'tepill or tip
over; will not woll o
Injure anything.
! i OGuaranteed affective.
3 = e Alldealers ortrent
| e < express pald for BL.0G
HAROLD S80MERS, 150 DeKalb Ave., Brookiyn, K. ¥.

Why Slave for Others? Bogmgindopsndent
week., Particulars free. Mﬂw,&m
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MEDICAL TEST EVERY YEAR

Doctor Says Most Diseases Would Be
Early Recognized and Could
Be Cured.

We have heard too much about the
rights of the individual; let us know
mere about his duties. Too much
stress has been laid on the sacred-
ness of private property and too little
on the duty of all to contribute to the
welfare of the whole. Preventive
medieine has demonstrated in a prac-
tiecal way the force of the Biblical
statements that no man liveth to him-
self alone, and that every man is his
brother’'s keeper.

It preventive medicine is to bestow
on man its richest serviee, the time
must come when every cltizen will
submit himself to a thorough medical
examination once a year or oftener.
The benefits which would result from
such a serviee are so evident to med-
fcal men that retall is not desirable.
When recognized in their early stages
most of the disease which now pre-
vall are amenable to treatment. The
early recognition of tubereulosis, can-
cer and heart disease, with the elim-
ination of the more acute infectious
disease, would add something llke
fifteen years to the average life, be-
sides saving much in invalidism and
suffering. The ultimate goal of
scienece is the domination of the
forces of nature and their utllization
in promoting the welfare of mankind.
Science must discover the facts and
medicine must make the application
for either cure of prevention—Vlictor
C. Vaughan, M. D, in the Journal of
the American Medical Assoclation.

Minimize scandal in the home of
your neighbor and pulverize it in your
OWNL

Women's Times of Danger

Women suffer a graat deal from kidney
diseases. Thelr indoor life, tight elothing
and trying work all tend to weaken the
kidneys. Woman’s life also includes times
of danger that are apt to leave the kidneys
weak and tostart attacks of backache, head-
ache,dizziness, nervousnessand urinary ills.

Prompt treatment, however will avert
the danger of dropsy, gravel, or fatal
Bright’s dlsease.

Take Doan’'s Kldua{m?ﬂl.s. the best
recommended, special ney remedy.
Doan’s are used successfully throughout
the civilized world—have brought new lite
and new stréngth to thousands of tired,

“Every Pleture  discouraged women.
‘rﬂmh:,."

An Iowa Case

Mra. J. Hunt, 108 8. Bixth
Bt., Falrfisld, Iowa, says:
‘“The pains through my
back were terrible and I
couldn't bend over. The
kidney gmecretlons wers in
awlul shape and passed far
too often. 1 was confined
to boed and despite doctors
treatment, 1 grew worse
My limbe were terribly
swollen and 1 couldn’'t walk
alone. Doan's Kldney Fllis
came to my ald Just In time
and cured me. 1 haven't
suffered aince.”

Get Doan's at Any Store, B0c a Box

DOANS HEIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

Your Liver 7
Is Clogged Up

That's Why You're Tired—Out of Sorts

—Have No Appetite.
CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS /
will put you right
in a few days. 4§

They do
their duty. £§8

CureCon-
stipation, z — - ]
Biliousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICR,

Genuine must bear Signature

slockm
10-dose pkge. Blackieg Piils st.g
B
Io vaccimes and serums

rlced, fresh, rellable; ‘arred
%‘mw = b:::u 2]?
Write for booklet and test'maniala,
any o
The :n-hﬂu of Cutter products ia due to over

BL AC LOSSES SURELY PREVENTED
by Cutter's Blaek! Pllls. Low-
T an., use
protect whore othor vascoines
LEG 50-dose . Blaokley Pllls 4.
an but Cuttar’'s
specializlag oaly.
_z‘ﬁﬁ on Cutter's. .:r ummm" ble, 'm M.
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