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THE HEART OF

(Copyright, T8, by Hasketlh Pritchaed).

Overlooking the Lius waters of the Uhma:
£n4, and, In I turn, averlcoked by a tropl- |
cal sun, wtands an anclent fortificntion, from |
the summit of which the British Nag Ings
lazily in the still alt, Away to the vim of
might the shallow swells wach among mnnr‘
sprinkled iwlands, where the dim Jife of tho
far east gtlll dreama on untouched by the I‘
centuries, 1L {8 a water junk baunted, and |
whers it slips up Into the mainland through |
long and tortuous Inlets pirates Are sald |
to dwell In sun-smiillten lagoons Yeollow
pirates, blue amethyst seas, black and un-
handy ealling eraft, and eccasionally the |
long smoke-trall of a blg steamer nearing |
the ond of her run toward the rising aun.'
The site of the fort had been c¢hosen by |
somo long-forgoiton strategist. 1ts natural
sowers of defense were rematkable, and a
good deal of modern musonry engrafted
upon these old-world beglnninga still 1ifted
An uneven yet solid front senwnrda,

Such Is Fort Teheu viewsd olose st hand.
From the home standpolnt thingé look
differont.
post of the empire, about which we worry
very MNitle, although feverish Canton cor-
respondents invariably mention it In con-
noction with French interests, Yet we re-
fuso (o belleve that the French have coveted
Fort Tchett for at lesst a decade. Thelr

gunboats and crulsars nose stealthily in and !

about the llttle bay under the ford to re-
connoiter, their officers are entertained by
Tehew's small garrizon, and afterward long
roporta ue to the strength of the batteries
and outworks somehow find fhelr way to
Parls for the edificatlon of the war office
there. For It happens that a mile or so
to the southwest, and almost out of sight
behind the sheltering ridge, an island, roofed
In with houses, its shorea frotted with ship-
ping, llves out ite hot, busy Ilte under Brit-
ish rule. The loot of that Island hive serves
ns a dream to the naviea of the world.

Durlng & certaln war scare, not yet grown
gray, a Freoch gunboat of 1,000 tons, more
or less, drew slowly up out of the bay, and
tha rattle of her anchor chains struck clear
across the lonely morning water.

The French capiain was on the bridge with
his first lleutenant, gazing at the twin hills,
nt tho right of ope of which the old fort sat
like a broken crown,

“My friend,” said the ocaptain, a short-
legged Gaul, with o polnted beard, *we muat
not fall. Presently we go ashore, when you
will carry the Httle camera. 8ir Ronald
Brusil has given me a letter of introduction
to Colonel Lennard. They say M. le Com-
mandant has a daughter.” He grioned
slgnificantly at the slender, handsome young
fellow beside him. “You, Francols, will en-
gage the attentlons of this young lady and
by some little ruse of a tender nature procure
for me photographs of the defenses we have
#0 long desired. To linger with mademoiselle
on the roof afier dinner—how natural! how
delightful! You comprehend?'”

Lieutenant Francols intimated that he en-
tirely understood. He only deprecated the
fact that mademoiselle must inevitably pos-
sore the teeth of Alblon—so large, so in
evidence,

M, le Captaine shrugged his shoulders. It
was not n question of tecth, but of photo-
graphs of the defenses, the strength and
positlon of the batteries. For his part he
had met sevoral beautiful Engllsh women—
here he laughed in a suggestively reminls-
cent manner. KFor the suke of his lieuten-
ant he hoped tha glrl was heautiful, but, If
not, he urged upon Francols that the ugly
ones appreciate flattery all the more. How.
over, one would see. To begin with, Colonel
Lennard would be invited to lnspect the
Loup-garou.

Traocols remained on deck while the dawn
changed Into orange morning, and he re-
flected that after all In China eveu an
English miss would help to pass the time,
besides keeping his hand In for future sucs
cesses amongst the most desirable of his own
As he thought over these
things the chink of picks from the direction
of the dort traveled to his cars nnd the
wateh of the Loup-garou came aft with
gandstone, buckets and hrooms to clean the
decks in anticipation of an exchange of In-
ternatlonal courtesies.

L] L L] - L ] . L]

Meantime the Fort Tcheu garrison awak-
ened to the fact that a gunboat had come up
from the Tonguin station. They had bheard
of the Loup-garou and of its commander,
Captain Merovinge, before. He had boen re-
eontly appointed and was proportionately
full of zeal and ocurfosity.

“1 know exactly what we shall all he
expected to do,” Miss Lennard sald to her
tather over the breakfust tahle, while the

hreeze from the sea funned the pretty
chestnut curls upon her forehead. *“Go
through the same stupld program. Two

tormal visits—our dinner to them and their
fnvitation to ue to visit the ship, and all
tha while bowing and compliments for you
und Mr, Cannon.'

“None for you, Cardelia? That does not
accord with my experience,” Colonel Len-
nard laughed.

%0, of course, a share for me too. But
1 don't like the French, They are too—
too—what shall 1 call {t? too French in
fact, 8tlll, there may bo some amusement
to be got oul of It—who can tell?" she
onded thoughtfully.

Colonel Lennard pul down his coffee cup
and wrinkled his forehead,

“No amusement for me, at any rate. The

fucl 18, Cordelin, the French want some-
thing, They nover come here without
reason. ‘This time they have brought a let-

ter from Sir Robert, and are Lo huve a run
of the bay for o weel while they are wait-
ing to A1l their bunkers from the next col-
Mer that comes along. And (hat means in-
cessant botlier. I must send for Cannon.”

Now, It happened that at this period Fort
Tehou was credited with possessing a heart
for probably the first time during the via-
rlously ealouluted number of centuries It
had frowned from the bare desolation of
the Wang-Tcheu-Fung rldge. The ox-
planation is simple. Miss Lennard had ap-
peared at a few of the rare festivities given
nlong the const, and some British subaltern
in an amorous moment had spoken of her
a8 "the heart of Fort Tcheuv.'" The eplthet
clung as eplthets will, especlally since, for
many reasons, it was consldered a peculiarly
happy inspiration,

Miss Lennard helped herself to fruit while
ehe listened to the echo of rapld feet as-
cending the long Might of steps behind the
verapda, 1 hear some one coming,'' she
sald, as 0 young man in 4 white uniform ap-
peared between the whitewashed pllinrs at
the further end of the veranda. He gave
her o quick look from hig brown eyes as he
came up to the table before he shook
hands,

“Are the French ofMeers coming ashore
at once?" asked Cordelia with guite unnec-
casary interest. “How delightful! You
know 1 llke the Frouch."

Colonel Leanard stared at this, but he had
not been the fa'her of a préfty grown-up
daughter for the Iast ton mopths without
learning that there are things In heaven and
eurth not dresmed of in male philosophies,

“Look at this, Capnon.” Colonel Lennard
hupnded a letter across the table. *Brastl
says the Fronch are at us agalu and ‘hat
woe must humor them Ly one way or asother,

There I, it appears, a Hle sOoreness Among |
them st present, and he thinks if we could |

glve "om a show o here and soothe ‘em
down & bit It might serve eur lnteresis al
n moment when sowma bhlamed (diot has been
sayiog that Fort Tebheu in belng placed on

It {8 no more than an outlying |
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FORT TSCHEU

By HASKETH PRICHARD,

out 1 ean't imagine, but it's infernally awk-

ward. 1 really don't see how we dre to
please them."”

Cannon raised his alert red head aftor a
moment's thought.

“Faith, 1'0 show thetn around, sir,
would gratify them anyway.”

The commandant rose abruptly from the
tabie,

“"Don't be a fool, PaL' he sald testlly.
I rather relled upon you for a suggestion,
] tell you It seems to me just ona of those
stupid dilemmas that a litile tact should
help one out of, Yet I can't sce my way

That

to 11"
“Just mo, sir. 1T wouldn’t show ‘em round
il oL once, 1'd let them see things by de-

grees—round
Instance,”

“You don't mean. Why, they will see—"

“l can arrange all they will be interestod
Ih seelng in forty-elght hours, sir. They'll
be off in n weok—after that—"'

Lennard suddenly burst into a great laugh
s his subaltern's meaning grew clear to
him,

“{jad! yes, Pat—show ‘em round.”

Many things fe!ll out as Cordelia Lennard
had forcseen, alsa some other things, which
she had not—openly at least—predicted.
The formal vislts wers exchanged, the
tormal Invitatioos to the customary dinner
were sent out to the Loup-garou by a yellow
messenger in a litile white boat. And mean-

theé northoast batteries, for

swore, and hardly gave himself time fto
sleep while he worked continuous Eangs ol
men along the gilleries of the old northeast
{ront.
busy as an anthill, although frim the autslde
it appeared empty and placld enough, and
Captaln Merovinge romarked to Frauvols
that nothing was more offensive about the
Emnglinh than their arrogaut folly, which
allowed them lo taks matters with eo easy
an indifference that they were absolutely
doing nothing to strengthen an fmportant
gtation such as Fort Tcheu, while the mob
in Paris were shouting A bas Alblon!"
“‘Comppuez Alblon!'" and the papers teemed
with hatred and menace. He confessed the
Britlsh fleet to be a sufeclently formlidable
organizadlon, but the army—what of that?
Contemptibly emall, broken and fragmentary,
already diepersed to the four winds of the
empire—could not the gallant eoldlers of
France pick them off the face of the earth
as a fowl swallows iosecis on a ralny day?
In these and many more telling similes did
Captain Merovinge Indulge. In fact, had
Britain been preparing hersel! at all points
tor war she would but have given another
evidence of her ancient and inalienable per-
fidy; yet, aince she seemed to be merely
golng mbout her own business as usual and
with serenity, the imaginary insult flung in
the face of France appeared doubly bitter
and unforgivable in the eyes of the officers
of the Loup-garou.

Bul that is the way of Fremchmen.

Ignorance is the mother of & numMerous
tamily of wrongs, thus Pat Cannon's cner-
getic days and nights went by entirely un-
appreciated by those who watched and
walted In the bay under the very mouths of
the guns which clalmed so much of his
baauty-sleep.

But whatever it might be to the others,
there was one person to whom the week was
4 time of feverish plessure and excitement.
Francols went ashore with Merovinge and
was agrecably disappointed lo the daughter
of the commandant of Fort Tcheu. She
waa blonde, and her teeth were not in evl-
Honds except whem ehe amiled and then—
Francols pressed one hand to his heart and
blew away o kiss with the other when he
recalled it. She wns dlstractingly pretty,
nnd posseesed of & soft frankness of manner
which ls not to be met with on the southern
slde of the English channel. He found that
his inclinations and his duty to France led
for once in the same direction. He pald
Cordelln the meat adorable compliments
and admived himeelf prodigioualy in the
proocss, 1n fipe, he did everything to in-
gratiate himself with Mlle Lennard that
could be expected even from onae of his gal-
lant nation.

The dinner party ashore was a grand affair
for the placs and clime. Old wines came
up from the bowels of the fort. Captain
Merovinge spoke wittlly of the arts of Paris,
with an airy pointedness of Calro, and then
paesed on with a fine enthusiasm to dwell
on the twin services and thelr affection for
ench other, While Francols, speaking into
a small, shell-like ear, dwelt at length upon
the sad beauty of the night, on music, on
s0ng, on—well—amatory problems. His orlg-
inal doesire to Ingratinte himself into the
good graces of the English girl for a time
had by the conclusion of the evening merged
into o resolve to win her fayor for always
It matters not at all that a Frenchman's
talways' la often bounded by the day after
LOmOrrow,

Lot it be owned, and at once, that Cor-
delia bobaved outrageously. Colonel Len-
pard did not appear to notice Pat Cannon,
who had epent the whole night and part of
the day ip his shirt sleeves working like a
payvy with successive gange of men behind
the northeast face of the fortification. It
he digapproved he did eo unobtrusively, and
tho French commander beamed propitiously
around him. As for Francols, cold English
cahiot convey his sentiments,

After dinner they went up to the roof,
and the young Frenchman murmured in the
moonlight of loneliness.

“Yes, 1 am very loncly—sometimes,” ad-
mitted Cordelia with a little air of sadness
which seemed from the heart.

“Speak to me—tell me of your lonely
tours, mademolselle; T can feel for you. 1
also bave been lonely.”

Mademolselle merely amiled dlvinely, She
krew better than to Inflict her thoughts on
Francols, With a woman's art she put the
next guestion.

“Hoey can you know? TYou have compan-
fons, friends—"'

“Companions? What are they ?'" he replisd.
“The soul is lonely und fall of longing until
the happy hour arrives when all the golitude
is made up for by the touch of that cne
adorable sympathy a man has to dream of!"

Coerdelin gazed  out across the shinlug
water to where the spars of the Loup-garou
trembled in shadow on the tide.

“La recompense,’’ she sald, in a low tone,
then, shaking her hoad slowly, she added:
“Hut euch mestings are rare.’’

“Rare, yes,"— he ventured to bend toward
her, but not unknown, Bay to me, 1 im-
plore you, not ynknown.'

Cordelis allowed him to meet a fiyiong
glance from under her long lashes. "The
delight of such a rencounter Is enhanced by
fts rarity,” he contlnued. ‘“Mademolselle,
have you never enet with one who could
understand you?’

Cordella’s fair face looked preternaturally
pad and wigtful under the moon as she sald
o o low volee:

“Have you?"

Prapeols afterward deslared that he could
bave died of that charming whisper.

“Ponight, mademoiselle!” he answered
rapturonsly.

Aund then, ah, evil fate! it was time Lo say
goodnlght and depart in the cantaln's gig.
But even separation hod its allevistions, He
paced the dexk of the loup-garou during
bis watch and saw the daylight grow into a
pullld cirele through the porthole of his cabln
while he still dwelt ecstatically mot ouoly

& war footing., #How anything has leaked

upon Mims Leppard's clalms to admirstion —
ber eyes, her halr, ber Ogure,

time Pat Cannon sweated and slavel and

The mound for three days was as!

even ber!

pretiy, hesitating French—although It wan

the French of Montreix and Hrassele—but

1n1n|\- upon the fiattering reaponse his atten-

tions had deawn [rom her

Ia the mornlng Meravioge took ocohslon
to congratiilate him on his success.  ““That
appeared (o go' (here Merovinge winked in

a highly complimentary manner), *‘as the
Americans say—on veels!"’
fFrancols  repllesdl  with happy  relf-np-

preclation, adding a4 warm conameout
Miss Lennard's atiractionns,

YShe I8 eautiful?  Ah, yes! Have 1 not
Eald that there are Englinh women—ah, the
most bewitehing "
aplectively. 17 Yee, yes, | know jtl”

Bt Francols had Hitde interest to squander
upon Merovinge's past trinmphs.

"The back of mademolselle's wock,'” he
went on, “white, innocent, exquisite—one
seen Ita counterpart only In a lide child or
in the pleture of an angel!"

upon

Merovinge came back from hie own tender |

recollections with some Jdissatislaciion.
“Indeed?" he sald rather coldly, he had
not observed the back of mademoiselle’s
neck, but he was prepared to take Ity charma
on trust. Meantime, Francols conld have all

| ¥cil her real motive,

Cordelia’sa Invitation to athers besides him-
eelf mear: & natural Adsire on her part fo
wilen was no doubt 1o

| @ecurs n tote-n-tote

A touple of hours Iater an Invitation 1o
luncheon artived from Colonel lennard for
Captain Morovinge and the officers of the

Lotp-garot, Francols wae snaturally of the
panty that went ashore In respomee. He had
no manner of doubt that the festivity had

| e worked by Cordelia, and was (p somo
| shape an answer to his impeesioned appenl.

At luncheon be surpassed himeelf,  Bven
Meroviage gave place to him. The others

| 1 3 &s
the oapratn sighed rotros | hnd also thelr orders, and were as compars

tively sllent as It o gliven to Frenchmen Lo
be. They allowed Francois to take the floor,
a: to apeak, and he avalled himeelf of the

| ¢hance In a manner that thrilled his compa-

|

the leave he found necessary to fulfill the |

duty France required of him.
The party freen the fort
aboard the Loup-gnrou for

that ¢came
dejeunar

A pink-faced young subaltern of marines.
Cordelin war handed up the gangway by
the [ncomparable lleutenan!. He paraded

her about the deck, he spoke to her of his |

hopes and hie struggles, of his past, of his |

future, of his ambitions, He was plaloly
making rapld headway In the glrl's heart,
Judging from the ahsorbed attention with
which ehe lisened to bis rhapsodies.

tions, she reallzed, with a fullnesy the affec.
tiops alone can teach, how great were the
dangers he must face In his carcer, the
atorms, the fevers and the climntes!

Ho percelved bimself to be the envy of
his vomrades in arms and glowed with a
racinl exaltation of spirit. When Pat Can-
non came aboard later, smart, straight, alert
as usual, with many apologle= for the delay
duty had forced upon him, Francols recelved
him with effusion. This kindly feeling waa
vot further Inoreassd when be obrerved Can-
non go up to Miss Leonnard and say a few
words, to which the young lady gave a short
answer and promptly turned her back tipon
bim.

“You can feteh your adorer and hisa monkey
gEang along any time tomorrow,"” Pat Cannon
had sald, rather sourly, it must be admlitted,
for Cordella's bebavior {oward the dapper
Prench lieutenant pleased him little. She
was playing a part, perhaps, but it appeared
to him that she entered into the fun—If fun
it was—with n quite uncalled-for amount of
zest and enjoyment. Cordella only replied:
“Very well,” in her coldest tones, and took
up the running with Francols immediately.

Now, Francols had had his own prepara-
tlone to make for the recentlon of his fair
guest. Early in the morning, after shaving,
ho had occupied himself in his cabin by
iaking down the photographs of the girls of
vesterday, hls former conquests, and hiding
them in & book. It was not deslrable that
the present and the past should meet. 8o
Coralle of the opern comique and handsome
Marle Girrol of Marsellles, the girl who lives
beyond the market, were depoeed.

Now, it must be understood that Francois
in the depth of his consclousness recognized
the fleeting character of his own regard for
the English girl, yet he desired above all
things on earth to leave upon her memory n
tender recollection of himself that should
never ba effaced. In the future he would
dwell with a delicate pleasure upon the
knowledge that far away Cordelin Lennard
still sighed for hls loas, still treasured his
words and looks in her heart. Even when
married 1o some Aull, coarse-gralned British
husband she would turn back through the
years with appreclation cf the superb young
lover of long ago!

Filled with these pralseworthy Intentions
he fluttered about her endeavoring to deepen
the Impression he belleved himself to have
already made. The wind had blown the soft
chestnut curls about her brow, her ears, her
neck, and she seemed more than ever ador-
able. He took her below to show her where
her lieutenant lived. He fancied she would
nlways picture him there, his halr wed with
the spindrift of the stormy seas and other
heroic concomitants, Bha would make that
cabln the home of her romance! As a matier
of fact, she didn't, She merely thought it
stuffy, but wae too civil (and Interceted) to
BAY 8O.

By an unfortunate mistake she put her
hand upon a book that lay upon the table~
the hook into which Franculs had put the
yesterdays, A yeoterday fell out. It was a
atriking photograph of Coralie of the opera.
Frameols pleked it up skillfully.

“My beloved mother,' he sald, “before
her marringe to the hero, my father.”

“which?' asked Cordella innocently.
§he had caught sight of more than one.

“Tha others are my sisters,” he hastened
o add,

“You have a great many sisters,” she re-
marked with Intereat. “How many?"

Now, Francols had no means of know-
ing the exact number of yesterdays which
Miss Lennard's sweet blue eyes had seen, ao
he left an easy margin and answered—

“Fourteen!"

“Renlly? Fourteen? Do let me see
them."

“Spare me your eyes, your—"'

“Where are you, Cordelin. Time's up!™
the colonel’s blg voice rolled through the

open door from the mess room.

“you are coming ashore tomorrow?"
asked Cordelia timldly. “"We—we could go
over the fort. Your friends might llke to
come also?"

Francols was transported with his luek.

“Alas! dear mademoiselle,’” he replied,
“with what joy and dispatch would I come!
To see the fort naturally affords me precisely
they excuse I need to bring some of my com-
rades with me, but that favor Is deoled to
us by your jealous country."

Cordella stood for a second. thoughtful,

“Qhould you really care to come?"' she
asked demurely at length,

The ardor of his reply left nothlng to bo
disired.

“rhen 1 tulnk I can manage t, My
father nlways allows me to do as I like.
Why should we not go over the fort™' Sha
looked Inguiringly at him,

“But Captain Cannon? What of him?
Some Ipstinct told Franecois that Cannon's
red hend held the acuteést material avall-
ahle at Fort Tchou,

Cordelin opened her eyes with a certain
dignified astonishment

““Are you not aware that my father is the
commandant "

Had Francols belonged to any other race,
he must have betrayed his real meaning by
somo useless denial,
to touch the Angers that somehow ejuded
his, while he replied with a fine theatrical
earnesiness,

“I comprehend that, dear mademolselle,
but were I M. le Captaine Cannon 1 should
use every artifice to keep other men (rom
worehiping at the shrine of wmy own devo-
tion."

Cordella colored.

My father la calling me,"
ooldly,

He followed her on deck trying to soften
ber evident annoyaunce, but it was only at
the last moment, when she was already on
the gangway, that he ventured to whisper,
A demaln?' but Cordella gave no sign,

Thus another day passed. The Hebecca
arrived with cos!, and the little gunhoat
was fMlllng up her bunkers, when Francols
in desperation sent & nete to Miss Lennard,
bogging her to seo him again, That If it fa-
ellitated matters, the whole ship's company
were ready Lo go ashore with him., For o
the interval he had begun to imagine that

she answered

triots, He wag magnificent. He sunned
himsell in the amlled of the falr, he told
stories of the duels he had fought and the
dangers ltie had braved, he dwelt on his ap-
proaching departure with a point and a
quiver ¢f feellng that won him many com-
pliments Inter on round the mess flalble
on board, And all the time Cordelin's atten-
tion npover fNagged, she aympathized and
looked terrified In the right places, In fact
she sulisfied even the exigeot vanlty ol her
ndmirer,

Francole, however, of his

directed most

h In- | conversation to Pat Cannon, whose labored
cluded Colonel Lennard, his daughter, and | pollieness delighted Cordelin,

For, In splte

| ot all, Cannon was as Jealous as A red-halred

As It was, he tried |

| oWl prowess came to an end, It

man has a right to be. He was a young fellow
of parts and sagacity, bul he was very human
and Cordelia, lke many other women, dealt
hiardly with an affeclion of which =ghe felt
sootite,  Colonel Lennard utiderstood  the

varioua elements of the scene wonderfully, !
' and smiled from time to time grimly enough
Ehe |
plied him with such apt andl Intalllgont ques- |

vnder his heavy moustache.

At length Junch and Francols' tales of hig
was still
too carly In the day to go upon the rocf, and
Cordelin proposed an cxpedition by some
sheltered passages to the fort, wheie in a
cool gallery with embrasures cpen to the
gen the men might emoke and sunter for a
while,

|
There was 4 pause, them Qolonel Lennard
Cannon da-

elowly agreed to the proposal.
murred s Httle, but hls ohjectlon was over-
ruled, and Francols led the way with Cor-
delln, his heart heating In his throat, as in
Imagination he saw hims=elf being decorated
for his achlevement.

Cordella had put on a big white hat that
only made a frame to enbance the beauty of
her face.

What Framcols said during that memora- |

ble hour, his eloquence, his prthos, can never
be written down, but he cunningly led the
fascinated girl hither and thither, past end-

less gentries, who, however, stcod only rig- |

Idly stupid as the couple paced the length of
the fortification. It may te ndded that Cor-
delin herself was astonlshed at the extraor-
dipary number of men on guard, the fact
belng that Cannon had no idea of allowing
her to be for one moment out of earshol
alone with her enamored companion,

AMer a time a favorabie opportunity of-

fered, nod Francols made the request he hal

been working toward since he arrived In
Tcheu bay.

“Dear mademoirelle, you will permit me a ;
recollection?” he sald with eagerness, as he |

produced hls camera, "1 scarcely dare to
ask &0 much, but in the lonely moments at
sea, when, perchance, the last steom that |

am destined to hear is blowing, 1 will take |

one last look at that exquisite face,
cannot refuse me?"

Cordelin’s eyes were anllght.
she looked so beautiful.

“To place with your mother and sistera?”

You

Never had

sha demanded with what Francols deemed |
to be & shy delight. That was as It ﬁlnuldl

be. She had clearly no suspiclon of his real
deslgn,

They were on one of the hastlons. Two
old sun-warmed guns frowned Innocently out

over the gleaming water. Francols begged |
Miss Lennard to placo herself by one of |
these, turning an apt compliment out of the |

contrast, He was inclined to be a little
sontemptuous of the girl’s blindness and her

facile responses to hisg fiattery and advances, |

Moreover, he largely despised the Britlah,
who could look with complacency upon thege

obsgolete plecea of artillery or remaln jgno- |

rant of the very patent fact that the whole
fortification would be about thelr ears In ten
minutes under the shells of o man-of-war,
agulnst which they must be entirely helpless,
as pone of the anclent specimens of cast-
iron he saw about him could throw any
projectile more than 100 yards—and that
crooked. And then he turned with zest to
take a look at the opulent {gland to the
wouth, one small corner of which could just
be descried from the spot where he stood.
Ah, the futura!

He placed Miss Lennard, and, retiring, got
his focus. In many places and In divers
praltions he photographed her and with her
the fortifications coveted by the war office
at Paris,

As his professlonal outlook brightened the
more warmly glowed the words of the In.
flammable Gaul. At the first pleture she
was “chere mademoimalle,” befora the last
she was—but never mind, Miss Lennard
might read this story and then where should
I be it 1 told?

L] - - - L] L] L]

That ovening Merovinge sald:

“My friend, let me ambrace you! You
have achieved a success! You have achleved
an lmmenes service to France and to me!
Be tranquil! You will have your reward!"

Franesia reeponded as was expected of him,
bue his heart wos unreagonably heavy, and
though he tried to persuade himself that
the great desire be felt to dovelop his plates
was only the outcome of professional zeal,
that it had nothing whatever to do with the
humaun interest contained in the photograpbs,
he was obliged before long to own that his
molives were not purely patriotie—were in
foct a Hitle mixed.

80 the Loup-garou put out to sea, and
Francols, gazing back at the receding fort.
crowned ridge, deknowledged to himself that
he had indeed conguered, but the conguest
had left a sting in his memory. As the
shores of China were growing with every
moment more indistinet there cawe Gerosa
the amethyst water a dull, reverberating
polse, and then again, and yet agadn. It was
almost us If blasting were golpg on. Cap-
fain Merovinge opiped that the English were
probably trying to fire a salute from ‘‘those
guns!'

On the Tonquin station it is very difficult,
almost Impossible, to get leaye of abaente,
and g0 a weary month wore on while Fribo-
cols yearned to returg to China. The pho-
tographs and information had besn duly sent
to the proper authorities in Paris, and upon
thelr answer Francids bullt hopes of secur-
ing time to return to Fort Tcheu, for that
desolate spot he now koew had ay Irre-
wediable hold upon his heart. Judge then of
his feellngs when a letter arrived for him
bearing upon it the unforgotten bhandwriting
of mademoiselle. He clasped it to his heart
and retired to his cabln to read its contents,
Goodness only kuows what he expected them
to he, What they actually were s given here,
tcgelher with the comments of the gentle-
man to whom they were addressed:

“Dear M. Francols—1 hopge you have not
quite forgotten Fort Teheu and  ourselves.
{Nevaire, mademoiselle!) Do you rempm-
ber thoee photographs which you took while
you were here? (Francols cast his eyes
upon one of them which hung over the
Iocker.) 1 am going (o ask you a favor. (It
Is already granted, ma belie!) | was very
fond of the old fortifications, but our stupid
government had condemned them as effete
—(Mon Dieu)! 1 don't know whether 1
mentioned that 1o you when you wereé here?
(What perfidy’) They were destroyed the
day vou left! There are new ones on the
ridge looking toward the island, but though

I

they may he much more useful they are not
nearly 8o pleturesqgue as the old, and 1
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By the famous war correspondent, Douglas
White who was on the fighting line with
the boys, profusely illustrated from photo-
graphs taken at the time, together with
ninety-one other illustrations of the islands,
soldiers, etc., etc,
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¥lag Lieutentant Brumby of Admiral Dewey's Stafl and his Flag-Raolelng
Party on the Battlements of Old Manila,

Re-drawn from an illustration iu * On to Manila™

Only a limited number of these books were
printed and orders should be in early to in-
sure getting one.
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ahould feel very grateful to you if you
would let me have a copy of one or two
of the views you took that day. My hus-

band sends his complments to all on bourd

the Loup-garou, And, thanking you before-

hund, I remain yours sincerely,
“CORDELIA CANNON

BUCIEXCHE AND LAHOR.
New Calllngs for Men Displaced by
Modern Machinery.

It certulnly seems at first sight to be an
economic danger thle educating of the labor-
ing man and woman to be far too geod for
laborer's work, says a writer in the Nione-
teenth Century, Let us cast our thoughts,
however, over 4 wider horizon and see how
the decades that bring the perill are also
bripging the remedy. Selence I8 steadily
aweeplng nway all these humblest classes of
employment, Hardly any man has now Lo
tofl up laddere with the hod of bricks upon
his eheulder. The donkey engine doos the
purcly animal part of the work. ‘The reaper
s replaced by the machine and the plow-
man is fast receding as the eteam plow
makes its appearance. We rarely see long
Hnes of men, laden with coa) bags, ruopning
up planks as In the olden days, The need
of men to do the work of horses is steadily
diminishing.

It i true that science has by no meuns
eonquered the whele domain, There Is still
much serubblong of floors to he done by men
aud women on bended knews, und cosl ls
still hewn out with plek aud axe and the Lse
of musole, with but little use of bralns. And

yvel, even In our fertile country, sciegce
nover works Ly revolution, but only by
progregs, One doman after unother has gone,

Where are now the uriny of wiler carriers,
apd chair porters, and night men and saw-
yers whom our grandfatbers ueed to require?
lmagine, if ahips bad still to be moved by
galley rowers, what millions would bLe
doomed to n beast-like tull, Some paris of
the big domaine of unreflected labor will long
be left uptouched, but the process lo golog
forward, and it s clear that while educu-
tion s rendering the lower classes unfit for
ihe humblest sorts of oecupations, sclepce
Il steadily sweeplng away these occupalions.
It would be too much to hope that these pro-
ceghea ahould be at all times siriclly pro-
portioned (o oue another, but ln the general
drift of things they are compensalory, aud
it we only give to sclence a reasonable time

it will leave us none of that labor to be done

which requirea an voeducated lnhorer,

Then comes the unengy question ae to what
6 Lo become of the clusees thus deprived of
occupittor. The working elasses themaalves
often ourse ths progress of Invention, apd
are templed (0 look vpen it as no friend to
their welidre. There are now, It la true, no
longer any machine-breaking frenzles; but
the diffeoulty often arlses In ar acute, though
ellent, suffering. Unfortunateiy soclety hag

rlwhya 1o travel Lo perrpoent good m:.amhi
When an arimy of composls |

transitory s,
tord 18 diamfascd Yeonuso
venled n mncking there ls excuse for somo
bitterness of fesling, And yot there was a
time when a whole arimy of manuseript book

R e ong has In-

caoplers hied to glve way befare the adyent

of ihe compealior.

But the dliticuity Is nlwnys evancacant, for
here, too, there are compensatlog Influences
at work. For if eclcone 18 akolishing coou-
patlong at the lower end of the sole, ghe s
ereating new ones al the v Think of the
hundreds of thioususds of men why in Eng:
land are now employed i cuilings that had
no oxlstence slaly yeatesio, Ltho Lelegraphers
and photogianhers, Jand wachiniste of
hundred kinds, In the lusl decade or two
what an army of skilled wen have been de-
manded by the Inveatipn of the bieyele, the
telepbaue apd the eleotale Hlght. As pom- |
pared wiih the beslialog of the oentury,
think of the long aicay of meiing sud logo-
motive eagineers, the chomisie, the journal-
Ists, (he diaughtamen, the teacbers, the post-
men, Tailway perters #ad bam econduclors.
What o multiielo of callings are thore which |
are ¢lhoer Bew o ol newly élnotad, 5o thal,
whilo the populition bes quadropled, thelr
ranks have bech multiplied a hundredfold.
Aut it Is the entircly nesw employments that
gtrike the mind meel forelhly, and any one

who riuns his eve down o cenpus of the oe-
oupdiions of the people will patisty himself
thiut (n England of the present duy one-fifth
part of the adult male population find their
Hyelihood In callings that had no exlstence
when the century began

Thus while seleuve takes away with one
hand 1t liberally bestawn with the other, but
what It takes uwany ave the low-olass opcnu-
pations and what |t glves are the high-class
oned, demanding ntelligence and enitivating
kt The geancral tecdency I8, therefore,
bumusnlzing,

But, of course, it never happens that the
copl-eaver, when thrown out of work by

the introduction of n steam orane, can go
awany and get a placa in one of the nowly-

ereated superior callligs. He s pot such a
i fool as to wiste his tlme In applying for an

opening as an electrienl engineer, But there
Is » gradual creeping up that & nlways tak-
Ing place. And yer the transfer |s much leas
! effocted by the promotion of individuals than
| by premotion of gencrations. No douhbl it
| sometimes  hapnens that the Intelligent
plumber steps into the new opening for an
electrical englneer, and leaves a gap which
some one of an Inferlor calling steps into,
the gaps being filled In succession until, per-
| hups, the riveter, thrown out of work by the
Introduction of hydraulie machinery, finds a
"vacancy at last and steps into It.  But It
more frequently happens (hat the plumber
ofducate his son to be an elecirical en-
gineer, and the carter apprentices his boy
to the plumber, and the dock laborer seos
his young folks sepiring (o be carters.

Thus the general drift of the whole social
scalo s etoadily ugward in proporticon us
selence provides lotelllgent occupetions at
| the upper end ard ahollshes thowe that are
| mere or less bruto-like al the lower, nnd so
y humanily as w whole ls the galner. There

I8, therefire, no reason to feel upeasy at a
| prospect of over-education,

You pever know what form of pleod polaon
"will folluw  constipation.  Keep the llver
clean by using LeWitt's Little Early Risers
,wnd  you will aveld trouble. They are
| fumous Mitle pills for constipation and liver
| and bowel troubles,

A Goorgla Phillosopher,

Allanta Constitution: “How'n all
| fumily
1 “Right peart,'”
“An' bow'd yer crap turn out "
“Jest middlin'."*
"An' how's the lame mule a-doin?
“Ouly toll'able.*
“Bank much ‘taters?"
“Right amart.”
“An' yeor rhoumatisam-—how's hit?*
"Well, hit's done left one )'int an' oropa
cinto mpootler, but ef 1 ken jest rub hit down
ota my Jeft leg 1 won't keer mucl, kase
| balf thiat leg I8 wood,"

the

Geo. Nolapd, Rooklaud, O., says: “My wife
had plies forty years. DoeWitt's Witch Hazel
Balye cured ber, It is the best walve in

America,” It heals everything sud cures
all skin diseases,




